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Go to the Lyceum, you will enjoy yourself 

thoroughly, and you will afterwards come to 

me and thank me for my advice, and tell me 

that you have a great opinion of Robinson 

Crusoe. I shall reply I told you so, because I 

knew so, for there are few so perfectly charm- 

ing entertainments as that Mr. Oscar Barrett 

has provided for us this year. There are no 

iy music-hall songs to speak of, and the music 

s3 a, altogether is a great deal better for it. 

“Rupe -“." Robinson Crusoe is & nautical pantomime, 
but the accent is far from being on the “‘ nauti,’’ for the entertain- 
ment is one of the purest and most refined ever placed upon the 
stage. The story is told simply and directly. 

The first scene, the Port of Hull, is charmir g—with its beauti- 
fully-painted ‘‘ set,’’ its sailors, its soldiers, and its press gang. The 
next, inside the inn, is a jolly affair, with a quaint “ Trilby ” duet. 
The three visions of Polly are among the most artistic things ever 
put upon the stage. Lovely pictures come and fade away, and you 

k he E r will not be answerable for any contributwr wt 
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cannot, for the life of you, tell how it is done. As to the pic- 
turesqueness of Crusoe’s Island—a lovely scene: Crusoe’s hut—a 
rollicking scene; and the splendours of King Hullabaloo’s Wed- 
ding, that does not come off, the gorgeous dresses and the grandeur 
generally—well, go and see it for yourself. 

And Robinson Crusoe is so daintily represented. They have 
some bewitching ladies at Drury Lane, but Gracie Lane at the 
Lyceum has won my heart this year. So pretty a girl, so sweet a 
singer, so dainty a dancer, so perfect a Polly. 


Grace is your name, what dainty grace 
Is thine, oh, pretty Polly, 

The beauty of your winsome face 

Fills me with melancholy ; 

To think that you belong to Crusoe— 
For him, not me, will be your trousseau, 


Miss Alice Brookes is a splendid Crusoe, and her dancing is 
delicious; and then Mlle Zanfretta. Really, Mr. Barrett, you 
should be more careful. The havoc you have created by your 
collection of beauty is really serious. Mr. Victor Stevens, Mr. 
Fred Emney, Mr. Charles Lauri, Miss Gracie Somerset—all are 
splendid. 

You may gather that my opinion of Robinson Crusoe at the 
Lyceum is propitious. 

The Late Mr. Castello, at the Comedy, is a good deal better late 
than never. It is a most exhilarating piece of work; and, if Mr. 
Grundy has not at all points considered the feelings of his lady 
namesake, he, as author, has written nothing that will bring 
the blush of shame to the oldest grandmother in his 
audience. The Late Mr. Castello is a study in the ethics 
of flirtation, and very nice it is when the coquette is played 
by Miss Winifred Emery, who casts a gloss over the whole perform- 
ance. She is admirably suited to her part, the widow of the 
lamented Alvarez Castello, who brings every man to her feet by the 
most dexterous of wiles, and then blandly informs him that her 
heart beats only for the memory of the dear departed. That is 
until Captain Trefusis comes along, who refuses to become & 
victim to the allurements of the syren ; in fact, he completely turns 
the tables on her, and disturbs her mental furniture generally; 
indeed, he is not chair-y of using every subterfuge rather than 
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become Mrs. Castello’s stoul, or, rather, tool. Svufa so goud. 
Opening piano, the play proceeds in a crescendo of fun, and I 
licatbe the hilarity of the proceedings. It grows (chef)fon- 

niere and funnier every minute. 
Miss Emery, Mr. Cyril Maude, Miss Rose Leclercq, Mr. Leonard 
Boyne, }Mr. J. G. Grahame, aud Miss Esmé Beringer act most 


excellently. GOSSAMER 


The Shaftesbury Theatre was well filled with an appreciative 
audience, amongst whom was our only General and Commander. in- 
Chief, Lord Wolesley, on Friday last, December 27th, when a new 

lay, 4 Woman's Reason, by Charles H. E. Brookfield and 7. C. 
*hillips, was produced. e play is split up into three acts, the 
first of which is termed “‘ Because I Must.” In this act the im- 
pecunious, unoprincipled, sordidly selfish Lord Bletchley (Mr. 
Charles Brookfield), assisted by his care-carping spouse (Miss 
Carlotta Addison), impresses upon his only and very reluctant 
daughter, the Hon. Nina Keith, most truthfully played through- 
out the piece by Mrs. Tree, the necessity of marrying a decent and 
wealthy young Jew, D’Acosta (Mr. Lewis Waller), whom the 
wretched Peer makes much of, owing to the fact of the Jew having 
procured a transfer to himself of all the Peer’s mortgages, including 
that on his mansion in Arlington Street, and he fears foreclosure 
on the part of the Jew. “ Didn’t you order him cut of the house?”’ 
inquires Lady Bletchley. ‘‘He can turn us out,” responds her 
husband. This act is an act of compulsion. 

Between acts 1 and 2 seven years elapse, and in the latter act, en- 
titled ‘‘ Because I Will,”’ we are shown D’Acosta’s house in Chester- 
field Gardens. Splendour and unappreciated comfort abound here. 
They have a son, & most charming, amiable child, played by Master 
Stewart Dawson naturally enough. D'Acosta’s sister Leah (Miss 
Florence West) appears to have monopolised the child’s love, a 
source of great disappointment to Nina, and a scene between the 
two women is a foreseen consequence, At this point, an old 
admirer, Captain Crozier (Mr. Coghlan), with whom there have 
been philanderings, enters and exerts his baneful persuasion with 
Nina, so that she elopes with him. This act may be termed— 
“Obscuration.” Between acts 2 and 3 eighteen months pass. In 
this final act, entitled ‘‘ Because I Do,’’ and which might be labelled 
‘* Amelioration,’ the divorced parties, after a scene of very fine and 
polished acting, are reconciled. 

The introduction of the character, the Rev. Cosmo Pretious (Mr. 
Henry Kemble) as a figure of relief is, 1 venture to think, a subtle 
attempt at casting obloquy upon the Established Church, and the 
flagrant parade, which he sanctions, of his daughter's (Miss Maude 
Millett) proclivities for betting is scandalous. In all other respects 
the play shows up poor human nature swamped and degraded, as 
usual, in its inherent frailty and weakness. The acting of everyone 
engaged in the piece is perfect and conclusive, 


THEATRE METROPOLE, CAMBERWELL.—Mr. J. B. Mulholland is 
to be congratulated upon the staging of his second annual Christ- 
mas pantomime, Robinson Crusoe, at his pretty little theatre, which 
is so accessible from all parts of London. The savages are a feature, 
and appear to have profited by the recent visit of the Somalis at 
the Crystal Palace, whom they appear to have truthfully copied. 
Mr. George Fisk is a splendid King Koffee Kooler, and his daughter, 
Princess Humalooloo (Miss Lena Benson) is simply bewitching. 
Crusoe, the hero of this moving tale, is played by Miss Florrie 
Robina, whose singing is most pronounced and incisive. She will 
make a good leading burlesque boy. Polly Perkins, Crusoe’s 
sweetheart, is modestly and prettily played by Miss Mary Duggan. 
Her lullaby song was charmingly simple, and the choristers— 
behind the scenes—-gave deep impressiveness to this little lay. 
Crusoe’s Mother and Willie Atkins, respectively played by Mr. 
Lawrence Daly and Mr. Harry Elliston, keep the fun rolling 
liberally. ‘7 like it like that.’ Miss Hetty Montefiore acts a 
pretty, swaggering middy. The Everemond Trio are acrobatically 
clever, and Mr. Joe Ellis is comically assiduous in the capacity of 
Friday. Mr. Tom Grove sings and plays Vanderdeken, and Miss 
Violet Krankse is the good fairy Queen Coraline. 1 was very 

leased with the dancing of Misses Clifton, Tilson, Harcourt, 

prague, and Earle. The last is a very pretty little dancer, and I 
think I have seen her saltatory movements elsewhere. 


Mapame Tussavp's.—I spent a very agreeable evening in visiting 
this famous exhibition of plastic art. Many years have inter- 
vened since the occasion of my visit to this waxwork show, then 
situate in baker Street. I have never forgotten that occasion. In 
fact, I was a child, ready for impressions, mentally and otherwise. 
The sight of the royal gro ips was a splendid incentive to learning 
my school history book. I felt as though I had known all these 
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peopie portrayed in ceri iorm, and the dates when the 
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the “Old Lady Tussaud” aad “The Sleeping 
Beauty.” I knew them again instantly. There was William 
Cobbett — snuff-box in hand — similarly postured as I had 
previously seen this effigy. Thus was I encouraged to peruse his 
* Advice to Young Men,” “ English Grammar,” ‘ Legacy to 
Parsons,” etc., all fine specimens of English prose composition, 
and profoundly instructive. So much for one aspect of this exhi- 
bition. Well, I wandered round these spacious halls, and was 
delighted at beholding the forms of notorious individuals past and 
present, current during the last 30 years. What pleasant memories 
are revived at the sight of the form of Charles Dickens, alongside 
of which is an autograph letter bearing the well-known signature. 
And, again, the recently deceased George Augustus Sala, who wrote 
the catalogue of this show, is brought to my gaze in condition as I 
had often seen him in life. Napoleon’s military travelling carriage, 
captured the night previous to the Battle of Waterloo, is redolent 
with abiding perpetual interest, and to the Englishman who has 
tramped some of the very roads—paved with their terribly rough 
tinloaf-shaped stones—over which this carriage had rumbled, during 
the Waterloo campaign, the interest is intense. 

The most recent addition to the exhibition is the infant son of 
the Duke of York, Prince Edward of York—a very pretty-looking 
babe, represented in its Royal bassinette, an exact model of the 
one presented to the happy parents by our beloved Queen. The 
curtains, of electric blue brocaded satin and lace, are reproduced 
with integrity, and over all nod the Royal plumes, constituting the 
crest of the Princes of Wales. 

A tableau of the supposed murder of the Princes in the Tower of 
London is another recent addition. It is most realistic. The 
creatures who are credited with the consummation of this cut- 
throat atrocity are in the act of withdrawing the coverlet from 
and disclosing the two boys peacefully sleeping upon a bed of the 
old four-post fashion. This exhibition affords many attractions 
for the Christmas holidays, and—to quote G. A. Sala—" the whole 
collection may be considered as an unequalled series of instructive 
tableaux, truthful, attractive, and easily understood, in history, 
biography, costume, and manners.”’ 

Friends, parents, and guardians! take or send your children and 
wards to this waxwork exhibition, which will assuredly cause in 
them a mental impetus of a by no means inappreciable kind. 

Moore AND BurGess MINSTRELS.—I attended the 31st annual 
Christmas carnival programme of this popular company, who are 
performing twice daily, at 3 and 8, in the Great St. James’ Hall. 
The programme is full of good things and pleasant surprises. The 
deep and melodious bass voice of Mr. A. Withers was very 
expressive in ‘‘ Soldier Boys,”’ written and composed by Mr. Haydn 
Grover. ‘‘ Robin, Pretty Robin,” is sweetly sentimental, and Mr. 
Herbert Douglas sang it most feelingly, and the orchestral 
collaboration was almost heavenly. The full-bodied baritone 
voice possessed by Mr. Paul Galois was commensurate with “On 
the Goodwins” right royally. I was much amused with Mr. 
George Macolm’s song, written and composed by Willoughby 
Maycock, ‘The Bicycle Bell,” which is very terse and expressive. 
‘“‘ Honey, will You Cling to Me?" sung by Mr. E. Dillon Shallard, 
was grandly set off with harp accompaniment. 

‘Coming Home,”’ composed by Weatherly, and sung by Mr. 
Clement Stewart, is very fine, and the chorus has a deal in making 
it so. ‘A Sailor’s Lullaby” was beautifully rendered by Mr. 
George Morgan, who has a very pleasing falsetto voice. The 
dancing of Mr. Willie Freear, Mr. J. W. Morton, and others is of 
the conventional style. Amongst the miscellanies, “The Music 
Lesson,”’ Messrs. Freear and Alf. Wood, is about the best. The 
entertainment concludes with the musical tableaux vivants of 
“Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” by G. R. Sims. Mr. John R. Kemble is an 
excellent interlocutor and stage manager. I haven’t forgotten the 
days when Mr. Burgess sat at one end of the troupe, and there was 
Moore at the other. 

The African Critic contains an extravaganza entitled Trilby 
Africania; or, Svengali De Beers, Taffy, The Laird, and Little 
Barnee.”” It is very comical, and also topical. 

The second edition of All Abroad was produced at the Court 
Theatre, last Thursday evening. Miss May Edouin was vivaciously 
prominent ; her singing is delightful. Mr. Willie Edouin and Mr. 
Fred Kaye respectively play Mr. Bowles and Mr. Beaver, the 
solicitors. The drollery of these two is excruciatingly funny. Mr. 
Templar Saxe, as Ernest, sings and acts most feelingly. The office 
boy Skeggs, Mr. George Elliston, is most original. Miss Grace 
Palotta, as Madame Montesquieu, is charming, and her final feat 
of disapparelling is amazing. Mr. Cecil Frere, as the Gendarme, 
is @ study in silent acting. Omission of Mr. David James, as Baron 
Fontenay, and Mr. Charles Sugden, as Meurice, would rob the farce 
of & slice of its humour. Capshaw makes # capital articled clerk. 
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THE SNAKES OF WAR 


AN AMERICAN ETECTRICIAN INTOXICATED WITH THE EXUBERANCE OF HIS OWN ELECTRICITY 
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—and Disorderly ! 
VRESIDENT CLEVELAND: 


Hi, Bucy, a word with you ; 
My course is nearly run, 
lection is in view 
And 
Now, there's a little gam: 
That's never known to fail, 
I'll make a bid for fame 
And twist the lion's tail. 


Without a boom I fear 

My name won't head the list. 
So bring your lion here 

And hold him while I twist. 
Don't talk of being free, 


But while I'm still *‘ the State 


Submit your rig/its to me 
And I wil! arbitrate. 


BULL :— 
Come, GROVER, modulat 
Your vagaries, my lad, 
For though you are the State 
Your state is very bad 


Though Monroe be vour shield. 
Oh think, before vou bre 

T he ceptre that 
Is Dut 


‘‘T shall want your name an’ address, sir. 
Little Tom Scorcher.—* Constable, are you a married man ‘ 
‘Well, s’posin’ | am ?” 

“ Ooly that lady is my mother-in-law! ”’ 
‘‘Ah, well; be a little more careful. 


something must be done. 



































A FELLOW-FEELING MAKES US WOND'ROUS KIND. 
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Good morning ! 


Go home and get to bed, 

{nd sleep upon your schemes, 
Put ice upon your head 

To coc your heated dreams. 
Ere you can make me stir, 

‘Tis plain as eggs are eggs, 
You must be firmer, Sir, 

On your financial legs. 


PRESIDENT CLEVELAND :— 
Great Monroe! This to me! 
Sir, do you wish to fight ? 
Know, I am brave and free, 
And vows are my delight. 
Pooh, pooh, sing small, my friend, 
Or sad will be your fate ; 
I've said it—you depend 
I've got to arbitrate ! 


You won't, you say, submit 
Your rights to UNCLE SAm 
Well, well, just wait a bit 
You'll see the man I am; 
For if vou still refuse 
My Monroe claims to own, 
ae aod 
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You as near as poss’ble knocked that lady down!” 


SULL: 


All right, all right, my lad, 
You arbitrate away. 
To please you I'd be glad, 
But dash it all—I say! 
But there, my lad, I know 
Just what is wrong with you; 
So if you want to crow 
Your ** Yankee-doodle,”’ do. 


(The President hits out wildly and 


collapses. 
> 


Bull picks him up tenderly.) 


Come, come, my lad, lean on me ; 
Come home and get to bed. 
You’re brave as brave can be, 
But—wont you have a head! 
I know it’s only fun 
This fretful foolish talk 
3ut ere you try to run 
Be sure that you can walk. 


(Bull leads him away.) 


THE man who sent to Peru for a dog 
so that he could always have a supply of 
local bark was simply a blitherer of 
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CLEVELAND’S OUTING. 
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iy? HERE we are again. 
Lf | ny ‘‘Peace on earth and goodwill 
aml ) Jv towards men” looks very pretty 
Speed “U) \y when it comes out of a bon-bon. 
/ But it doesn’t seem to count for much 
in practice. 

With the Amurrican Eagle eagle-y 

+» waiting to tear us to bits, with Venezuela 


shouting ‘‘ Venez, oui, la!’ (Anglicé, 

| \ | * “Get out, there’’), with the Sultan 
ro more in Sultan’ than ever, and the 
‘6 | Transvaal particularly (trans)vaaliant 
\ peace on earth and goodwill towards 
| men looks like being more honoured in 


the ‘‘ breach ’’—the canon’s breach— 


than in the observance. 


« ” - 
(ry igi "” 
You’ be I yur trick 
It here 
\ 1 tury t re 
And thing k queel 
hive here 
You've placed usin af 
Oh youthful 'O 


You've soon commenced to mix 
The universe, 
The world I trust 
Won't get much worse 
And bust . 
We're all in hysterics 
Oh sinful "96. 


The Enfant Terrible went to the Fancy Dress Ball at Covent 
Garden on Wednesday evening, and promised Sir Augustus Harris 
to write all about in F’un. Well, there, really- 


* ¥ ¥ 


However, when I arrived home the day after to-morrow—I am 
sure we kept it up for several days, because I remember distinctly 
going to bed in the daylight and waking up under similar circum- 
stances. Consequently it must have been the day after to-morrow, 
mustn'tit? Yes,andI danced, and I danced,and I danced. And such 
floor! And such lovely ladies!! All in . draughts—I 
mean dominos (there were no draugats, Sir Augustus is too wise a 
man for that) and all looking divine. 

It was a ve ry great evening indeed. 
Ball, I'm 1 ’ will 
nate acquaintances. There, Sir 
promise, haven't I? 


’ 
che nit 


If you try a Covent Garden 
be unbearable ver your less fortu- 
\ugustus, I have fulfilled my 


ure your bounce 


Come, charge high your gla 
To the brim fill it up, 
Let never a one 
Leave a dreg in the cup; 
For here is a toast 
To the friends'far and near, 
“ My love to you all, 
And a Happy New Year.” 


To the girl of your heart 
Who is constant and true 

We'll drink in a bumper, 
"Tis only her due 

Let the light of her eyes 


Ne'er be dimmed by a tear 


From the s] to t 
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To the chum who is staunch 
3e it calm, be it storm, 
Whose hand’s ever willing 
Whose heart’s ever warm ; 
Though the ship may be sinking, 
He'll help you to steer 
To the harbour in safety 
A “ Happy New Year.” 


To the pride of our hearth, 
To the dear ones afar, 

A bumper, a bumper, 
A “ Hip, hip, hurrah 

To our dear Mother England 
Who never knew fear, 

‘‘ Three cheers and one over, 
A Happy New Year.” 


77? 
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New Year’s Honours. 


Ler us rise and sing 

And leave our lamentations. 
We've got a Poet Laureate ! 
O! lares,—penates, 

Oh! AusTIN ALFREDES. 
Native Born. 


No. When an insurance agent asks 
?” it would be the height of ill- 
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INQUIRER. 
you getting on 
‘‘ Tike a house on fire. 
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THE (UN)WILLING UNEMPLOYED.—THE OFFICE BOY LOAFER. 





FOSS 
. \ * =. 


THE Office Boy Loafer’s mother acts as his agent in advance. She cannot refer to anyone for a reference, as the dear child has just left hool. * But hich 
as I sezita houldn’t—’e’s a good boy, sir. ‘'E’d work ‘is fingers ter ther bone, sir.” 

The programme shapes as follows On the evening of the day on which his duties should commence, the boy will put in an appearance, and request to be « ised 
for non-attendance, as he had “ visited ’is gran’mother to tell ’er as ’e’d got a citterashun.” 


7 
=—y 
>; 


a a 


eA 


\ } 
‘ N 
ae Wh en ee ee 


= 


A Se a 





The following day “ Sister Becky” honours the firm with her presence and informs the manager that “ Tu'sdees is mother’s washin’ day, an’ our Joe allus stop 
at ’ome on them there days.” Then, the advent of Joe's father, who “’opes as they ain’t agoin’ ter work that kid ter death.”. When informed that the ‘ kid” hasn't 
commenced his services yet, the father departs, his mind evidently much relieved. Then the caretaker will be looked up by “ our Joe's" grandmother, who desires to 
know if the “drains are all right.”” As the dear old creature is stone deaf, the interview is a protracted one 
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“SHOULD LADIES WEAR KNICKERS?" (OR) ON HER 
DIGNITY!!! 
He (attracted from his garden by screams) : “Allright, my boy ; 
pray don’t scream so—I’m coming to help you!’ 
A Voice (very much smothered, slightly plaintive, and ‘decidedly 
indignant.— I'm not a boy. I'm Lady Jenkinson, staying at the 
Rectory.”” (She screams again, frantically.) 


Our Goose Club. 


Ir was Saturday, October Sth, and I was passing a public-house 
in Southwark, in the window of which I saw a bill something like 
this :— 














This seemed reasonable. I would join and pay a few halfpence 
now and then, and have a goose at Christmas. 

That was my first idea, but after communicating with the pro- 
prietor of the public-house, my first idea underwent considerable 
revision ere it blossomed into my second. 

The proprietor informed me that sixpence a week was the mini- 
mum, Saturday night would be the best upon which to pay, and 
he gave mea card, and entered thereon my name, the date, and the 
fact that I had that day paid two shillings and undertook to pay 
one each week, or two fortnightly ; this was an arrangement of my 
suggesting, as I only get to London every other week, and it would 
make it more convenient if I could be permitted to pay the instal- 
ments that way. ; 

I took a glass of ale for the good of the house, and then I took 
my departure. 

That day fortnight, October 22nd, saw me punctually pay another 
two shillings and get a receipt on my card. | ; goil 


Was going away, 


but Boniface—all public-house proprietors are, generically, 
called Boniface —(as a matter of fact, this gentleman was 

@ thin, cadaveroue-looking man with a few unpoetical blotches 
eager Pe 
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this time, it looked so mean; and however mean & man is, he is 
generally too mean to desir 








































wild generosity, I called for 


liquid more than anot 
It does not ma 


Irish. 


cold. 


‘I’m gure another won’t hurt you,” said the landlord. 

So I had one with him, and got home. 
because I was there the next morning, but if a prize of two 
gunineas and a copy of the paper for twelve months were to be 
offered for the best definition of how or when I got there, I 
do net know who would win it. 

And I do not believe I knocked down the hall lantern. 

A fortnight again elapsed, and on November 19th I paid another 


e to look mean. 


I shouldn’t. 


So, in a moment of 
a drop of Irish; and if there is one 
her that has a dizzifying effect on me, it is 
ke me intoxicated, but thereis a sort of doubt 
as to which side of the door I shall find the keyhole, and whethera 
peaknife or alatchkey is the best wherewithal to open it, that’s 
all. And that is just the thing that happened to me that night. — 
And on the 5th of November, a very wet night,* I called again 
and paid my little subscription, and, refusing to look upon the Irish 
when it was amber, I was beguiled into sipping a smal! glass of hot 
rum and water, with sugar and lemon, to keep out the wet and 


Oh! I know I got home 


visit and another two shillings, this made eight. 


On this occasion, as there were three other subscribers in the 
bar-parlour, a bottle of fiz. at 10s. 6d. was ordered. 
by whom, but I do know who had to pay for it, and that was yours 


truly. 


I know how I got home that night, 
aud that I also had to pay for, at least my wife did, and that patient 
woman’s opinion of her husband’s conduct makes me blush to 


think of even now, 


I wish I did not live beyond the four-mile radius. 

And I know who had to pay for a new hat, in the place of one I 
had smashed in trying to butt my way through the front door post. 

At the end of the next fortnight, December 3rd, I sent my two 
shillings by a postal order, and two weeks later, December 17th, I 
went to pay again, but found the house closed! and no ringing or 
knocking of mine elicited a response, but an inquiry elicited from 
a civil policeman the information that Mr. Boniface had suddenly 
left the premises and everybody he could induce to trust him—in 


debt. 


I had been dr——intox——or the worse for, I mean—no better 
for drink; I had received notice to quit from my landlord for 
noise; I had irretrievably ruined a new hat; I had broken the hall 
lamp and had to pay for a fresh one; utterly destroyed my wife’s 
confidence in her husband’s temperance; I had lost 10s., not to 
speak of the money for drinks, and the only goose in the affair is 


Peter Poltwatle. 


* The visit day, immediately preceding, had also been “ very; wet,” but in 


another sense. 


Convent of Mercy, Claremorris, co. Mayo, Ireland. 
Str,—I venture to hope that you will allow us to appeal fora little 
help for the sick and suffering poor of this district. 
gone through great misery owing to the failure of the potatoes 
last year, and the bitter cold and frost of the spring and sowing 


season, 


The principal, indeed, almost the only, work to be had here is 
During the winter months, the labourers and their 
families have to subsist on what they may have been able to save 
from their slender earnings during the working season. 

We give the poorest children a daily lunch in the schools, 
and clothes to those little ones who need them most. 
take little comforts to the sick or dying whom we visit in their 


field labour. 


homes. 


To provide these charities, small as they are, money is needed ; 
a little would enable us to make many a heart happy for the 


Winter. 


Gifts of old clothes, toys, magazines, pictures, books will be most 


It was in a four-wheeler, 
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(To the Editor of * Fun.’’) 
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I do not know 
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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT, 


Wednesday.—Prepared to spend a jolly Christmas. Reflected 
cheerfully on the state of the Armenians asI took my cold—no, let 
me be truthful, tepid—tub. Also turned over in my mind the case 
of the war cloud on our western horizon, the damage to the Rupert 
and other vessels, the disaster to the Kingstown life-boat, the pro- 
ceedings on the West Coast of Africa, and the ominous rumblings 
in the Transvaal. Ruminating thus, sat down to breakfast and 


enjoyed a hearty meal. 


With wars and strikes, and ladies’ ‘‘ bikes,” 
With Britain’s honour dwindling, 

Delayed ‘‘ reforms ”’ and raging storms, 
And comprehensive swindling ; 

With rage and wrong and language strong 
On continent and isthmus, 

I feel I’ve got to wish the lot 
A very happy Christmas ! 


Awkward day, Christmas Day. Not so solemn as Sunday, not so 
merry as other days. Smoked a pipe and took a walk. Back to 
lunch. After lunch, smoked a pipe and called at several places and 
wished them a Merry Christmas. Drank the toast every time. 
Back to dinner. Always dine at home on Christmas Day—usual 
thing — must do it. Smoked a pipe afterwards and went to— 


sleep. 


Thursday.—Boxing Day. Went out early, and stayed out all 
day—not going to be caught by Christmas-boxers. Rather interest- 
ing day. Weather calculated to try equanimity of a fatalist. 
Drizzle, and sleet, and slush. Looked in at the club. Had a 
sherry-and-bitters (thought you’d like to know). Passed the rest of 
the time at pantomimes. Good deal of shapely limb, high (not to 
say ‘‘ hectic’’) spirits, and personal violence in them all, and Trilby 
covers them like a blanket (not a wet one) from one end of the first 
to the other end of the last. A very considerable proportion of the 
‘‘ principal dancing ” is performed wrong way up—a circumstance 
which cannot but be of interest to persons connected with the 
hosiery and “ frilly things’ industries. But I will say no more. 


Friday.—Some signs of getting back to a natural state of things 
again. Some people feeling a bit ‘last nighty,’’ I dare say, but 
business more or less recommenced. Police courts open and 
such like; so soon be happy again. 

Took a look at the Spanish pictures at the New Gallery. Good 
deal of Don Carlos about. Some comical old pictures, rather dry 
in style and wooden, ‘‘as was the custom in them times. Don’t 
apply this to Murillo, Velasquez, and such like, of course. 

Saw the Gladstones off for Biarritz. Both look hearty—in spite 
of recent illness. Promised to look ’em up. Don’t think they’d 


have gone at all if I hadn’t. 














Seiad —Felt ieee Stayed Ln? home and read ‘“ Golf Score 
Book,” illustrated by ‘‘ Cynicus ” av ublished by John Robertson 
and Son, Dundee. Such a nice, little andy book >* Fits waistcoat 
pocketjeasily. 

Monday.—Ran over to Transvaal—up to Johannesburg. Ele- 
ments of a pretty row lyi ng about in heaps, All pretty arrogant— 
Uitlanders having slightly the call,in my opinion. Came away, 
most of the women and children coming with me. 


Tuesday.—Last day of the merry old year. Went to bed. Slept 


the old year out. Now we'll start fresh. 
THE SPOTTsrR. 


How Mr. Penhecker kept His New Year’s 


Resolutions. 


‘‘ PENHECKER,”’ exclaimed Mrs. P. in her ‘ disobey-me-if-you- 
dare”’ voice, ‘ to-morrow will be New Year’s Day, and I have here 
a few resolutions which I have drawn up, with the approval of the 
Committee of the New Woman’s Forward Club, and whichI will 
thank you to read through carefully and to sign.” 

Mr. Penhecker took the paper witha sigh of resignation and 
read as follows: 

Goop RESOLUTIONS FOR THE NEW YEAR. 


"o be carefully read, remembered, and adhered to by all husbands. 


I, , do hereby promise and resolve to commence on the 
first day of January, 1896, and 

To give up drinking anything more expensive than fourpenny ale, 

To leave off smoking entirely. 

To give up billiards and all other games of chance or skill which 
may lead to the expenditure of money which ought to be devoted 
to other purposes. 

To go to bed every night not later than 10 o'clock. 

To go to church at least once every Sunday, at such time as may 
be most convenient to my wife. 

To give up all connection with lodges, courts, clubs, and secret 
societies of every kind, on the principle that any association which 
considers it necessary to keep its proceedings concealed from a 
man’s wife must be dangerous, pernicious, and subversive of all 
domestic discipline. 

To cease acquaintance with bad, wicked, and worthless com- 
panions, more especially with Messrs. Lushington, Cardman, 

taceleigh, and Jolliboy. 

To devote all extra earnings, other than salary, as may accrue 
from overtime, etc., to some useful purpose, such as warm clothing 
‘or the wife (furs, etc.) or the making of the house beautiful (new 
drawing-room ca pet) and not to waste it upon the gratification of 


my own flesh or the adornment of my own person. 
(Signed) 


All these resolutions I hereby faithfully promise to keep. 


Mrs. Penhecker put the pen into her husband’s hand, and he 
appended his name at the bottom of the paper, the good lady adding 
hers as witness. 

‘And now, Penhecker,"’ observed Mrs. P., ‘' as it is always better 
to avoid temptation, how much money have you in your pocket? ”’ 

‘ Only just enough, dear, for to-morrow,” responded Pen. 

‘ Don't equivocate with me, sir,” cried his wife, stamping her 
foot. ‘‘ How much have you?” 

With vivid recollections of his honeymoon days, when he was 
once held upside down, and had all the contents of his pockets 
shaken out, the wretched man replied— 

“Only two and six, my dear.” 

‘* Let me see, now. A penny each way for your tram—oh, it will 
do you good to walk a little, you are getting too fat—and sixpence 
for your lunch—don't tell me, Sir! I say that will be ample—and 
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a penny for a glass of ale, that will make ninepence. Give me 
two shillings, and here is a threepenny bit. Now, don’t argue, my 
good man, but do as I tell you.” 

With many an inward groan and malediction, Penhecker handed 
over the money, and shortly afterwards retired to rest. 

The New Year opened in the most approved manner, and Pen 
was almost happy until he noticed a copy of the ‘ Good Resolu- 
tions,’ which he had signed the night before, framed and hung up 
over the mantelpiece, 

The first person he met on his way to the tram was Jolliboy, who 
{ saluted him with a slap on the back, and exclaimed in a hearty 
j yoice— 

“ Hallo, Pen, old man! How are you? I haven’t seen you for a 
blue moon! Where are you off to so early ?”’ 

Penhecker murmured something in an apologetic tone about 
“ the office,” but his friend interrupted with a sort of vocal dyna- 
mite explosion. 

‘Oh, blow the office! Fancy going to the office on New Year’s 
Day! Never heard of such a thing in my life.” 

This is one of the weaknesses of friends who have no office to go 
to themselves, they always look upon it, in the light of medicine—a 
necessary evil to be gulped down as seldom as possible—instead of 
bread and butter which has to be taken with persistent regularity. 

‘‘ But I must |’ began Pen. 

“Oh, that’s all nonsense,” exclaimed Jolliboy. ‘‘ Look here. now, 
you must come with me’ You know poor Simple? Of course 
you do, well. He is going to be sacrificed this morning upon the 
Hymeneal altar, and we are going to support him, and give him a 
good All the boys will be there, so you must come.” 

As Rochefoucauld and Swift have said, there is something 
wonderfully pleasing in the misfortunes of our friends, so very 
little pressure was required to induce Pen to accompany Jolliboy 
to the wedding. 

Facilis descensus Avernt 

The bridegroom was nervous and required stimulating. There 
was & hotel opposite the church. The bride was very late. The 
longer he had to wait the more nervous the bridegroom became. 
Verbum sap. 

Penhecker assisted at every libation, and by the time the bride 
arrived he had absorbed sufficient liquid courage to have married 
her himself. 

The breakfast was excellent, the champagne above reproach, 
and after the happy pair had proceeded to Dover en route for the 
Continent (see newspaper reports), Pen and the rest of the boys 
walked away arm-in-avm, seeking, like Dr. Watts’ celebrated hero, 
‘*some mischief still to do,’’ though I don’t think they cared much 
whether it was still or sparkling. 

Naturally enough, billiards was the first thing. Then followed a 
little dinner at a French restaurant near Leicester square. After | 
this they adjourned to a neighbouring music-hall, and at half-past 
one in the morning Penhecker was holding on to the knocker of his 
suburban residence. 

“* Penbecker,” exclaimed Mrs. P., ‘‘ how dare you! Where are | 
all your good resolutions ?”’ 

‘Oh, blow good reshlushuns!”’ replied Pen. ‘I gave ’em all to 
pretty little brideshmaid in pink.” 

Mrs. l’enhecker him by the collar of his coat and dragged 
him inside, 

What followed we can only imagine, but the next-door neighbour 
sent in the following day to say that she would feel obliged if Mrs. 
Penhecker would not beat her carpets so early in the morning in 
future, as it disturbed her children. 
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NOW ON SALE. 


“FUN ALMANAC” 





FOR 1896. 


Price Twopence; Post Free, 2id. 


Fun Almanac has an illustration of the European nations playing at foot- 
ball. Apparently there is no referee in the game.—South Eastern Herald. 


Fun Almanac is the interesting Christmas number of the popular comic 
paper. It has got its motto and tit-bit for every day in the year, and these are 
very amusing reading. There are sketches, satirical poems, jokes, and illus- 
trations in number.—Reynolds Newspaper. 


Fun Almanac for 1896 has just been issued. Fun is an old favourite, but age 
does not wither, nor custom stale, the quality of its humour. Every page 
contains, not one, but many laughs, and the man who cannot find two- 
pennyworth of amusement in the present issue deserves never to smile again.— 
North Wiits Herald, 


Fun Almanac, full of jokes and laughable illustrations, is well up to the 
mark, and may be looked upon as a big two pennyworth.—The Stage. 


Fun Almanac has much that is amusing. The cartoon is serious enough. 
It represents the Great Powers as footballers, and the tussel that is on foot is 
fierce and determined.—Northern Ensign, 


Fun Almanac for 1896 is brimful of wit and humour, and no more agreeable 
companion could one have to while away a leisure hour. The calendar for each 
month is very cleverly compiled, satireand witticism being most happily com- 
bined. It is excellent value for twopence, and certainly occupies a foremost 
rank in comic literature.—Limerick Chronicle. 


Fun Almanac is excellent, full of clever pictures and smart letterpress, and 
a merrier twopennyworth of mirth will not be purchasable this Christmastide, 
The Almanac well sustains its big reputation.—The Sun, 


Fun Almanac isa decidedly lively and enlivening Christmas number, the 
drawings bold and well executed, the jokes daring, as per example (a suitable 
cartoon illustratimg the text): Theatrical Manager.—‘ Can you dance the Can 
Can?” New Ballet Girl (showing off her shapely limbs and “ figure ”).—** No, 
Sir! I can’t, can’t.” But there is much more “Attic salt” than that to be 
found if you will only purchase this excellent “ two pennyworth.”—Birkenhead 
and Cheshire Advertiser. 


Fun’s Annual for 1896, which has just reached us, is full of bright, well drawn 
pictures and funny stories, besides innumerable paragraphs, calendars for the 
month, ete. The paper forms a bright contrast to the dullness of most of the 
year’s Christmas numbers, and the small price at which it is published will 
make it deservedly popular.—Boston Guardian, 


Comic Calendars are, as a ru.e, depressing reading, but an honourable 
exception must be made in favour of that which appears in Fun Almanec. 
The record for October 1, 1896, ‘The Emperor William grows a beard to the 
sound of trumpets,” is particularly happy.—The Globe. 


There are certain plants which improve by being periodically transplanted, 
and Fun seems to be one of these. The ordinary numbers have been much 
brighter lately, while Fun Almanac is full of really good illustrations and 
humorous matter.—Society. 

Fun Almanac, in addition to the comicalities of the ordinary number, 
contains a burlesque calendar and a series of short articles on ‘‘The Whole Art 
of Shopping.”—The Daily Graphic. 


Order at once, to avoid disappointment, or send 24d. 
to ‘‘ Fun”’ Offices, 23 and 27, Bouverie Street, 
London, E.C. 
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“A SOVEREIGN REMEDY.” 


Wa. VauGHan, Esq., Clark’s Green, Capel, Surrey. 





great suffering, although having tried numerous remedies. 


Ointment.”—From W. J. Ware, Esq., Nunhead, London. 











“I find that your Carbolic Ointment is a sovereign remedy for Chilblains. It at omce 
relieves the sore and irritating pain, and a few applications complete the cure,”—Fro® 


‘(A MIRACULOUS OINTMENT.” } 


“Having a very sensitive skin, much affected by cold winds, it made me a victim # 
A friend insisted or MJ 
trying your Carbolic Ointment, and gave me proof of its efficacy. I applied it also fo 
a very bad burn on my hands, which, after a few applications, it entirely relieved, a8 
having used it beneficially for other purposes, I can only describe it as a miraculod! 


CALVERTS CARBOLIC OINTMENT | . 


Is unequalled as a Remedy for Chilblains, Chapped Hands, Piles, Scalds, Neuralgic aD. 
Rheumatic Pains, Sore Eyes, Earache, Cuts, Insect Bites or Stings, Throat Colds, 8D° 





other Skin Ailments. t 
Containe tren Coca rus, Popsing. and Pert Wine. Used by Large Pots, 134d. each, at Chemists, &c., or Post Free for value. J 
n Asylums - Price r bettic; 42- per doz. 

MARZA GO. LTD., 19, WILSON STREET, E.c.’ F. C. CALVERT & CO., MANCHESTER: 

se V 7 -—--— a —— = = ——___.___., a = , 
“wholesale Agents for Australasia and § Africa—Gordon Gotch, London, Melbourne, Sydney isba i Cape T 
| a ind Afri Gordon and Gotch. London. Ms¢ irne, Sydney, Brisbane, and Cape Town. 
Py: wowed by Tas Co-ormaativs Paswrime SOCIETY L.iMIvaRD © treet, New Bridge Street, Lendo F and Published for tk : a4 sa te M. ILLTON & ), 7, Bouverie St 
Flee reet, im the City of Londen.—Tuesday ity 
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Vou. LXNIII. 


“Fun” on the Weather. 
ASTRONOMICAL JOTTINGS. 


Bouverie Observatory. 8-30 p.m. Instruments reveal many 
indications of forthcoming disturbances among the heavenly 
bodies. 

9 p.m. There has just passed into the field of vision an astral 
body on its way to the Theosophical Society—or is it to Maskelyne 
and Cook’s ? 

11 p.m. Our prognostication concerning a disturbance has 
proved correct. There is at present a revolution in every planet. 

11-45 p.m_ A celestial suicide! The moon has just ‘shot the 
moon.” This is, however, only what we expected, as for some time 
past she has been preparing to change her ‘“ quarters.”’ 

12-15 a.m. Mercury complains that the behaviour of the stars is 
very distant. 

la.m, A great commotion in the Milky Way. By means of our 
most powerful telescope we have ascertained that this is due to the 
fact that Nestle’s is trying to condense it. 

1-30 a.m. A shooting-star has just scored three bull’s-eyes in 
succession. 

2-15a.m. Saturn is wearing a very discontented look. We fear 
that she has again been unsuccessful in the endeavour to pawn her 
‘* rings.” 

3a.m. Brilliant streaks of light in the firmament, indeed an 
etherealised ‘‘ Brock’s Benefit,’ consequent on two comets simulta- 
neously wagging their tails. 

3-20. Orion is in a dreadful predicament. Somebody has stolen 
his ‘* belt,’’ and he is now running everywhere striving to borrow a 
pair of braces. 

1-45 a.m. Terrible growlings pervade the heavens. The cow 
that jumped over the moon has just fallen into the clutches of the 
Great Bear. 

6-45 (7) &.m. 
is rising rapidly. 


The sun, like a certain paper we will not mention, 


Touched! 


Fu st Pickpocket (2 tho ha be t/ atte nadir }i h urc h f u ~ pre fe 
purposes, to his mate): “ That was a mighty touchin’ sermon wot 
that old toff in the white thingumbob preached, worn’t it, Bill? ”’ 


Onda | 


Second Ditto: “It were that, Tom. I was goin’ to sneak some- 
thing out of the plate, but that sermon so touched me ’eart that I 
put @ button in it instead! ”’ 
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Jabez Balfour. 
He's getting old, and now will feel his years ; 
The hypocrite may even shed real tears, 
And for a ‘* Liberator’’ sadly yearn, 
But all in vain—the duped have now ¢/eir turn, 
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& certain place she would get at least a shilling a gill for it.” 


air, “I ought to tell you something, 
ou before, but—but——.”’ 


row, 


Made-up. 


‘* Now—now weare engaged, dearest,” he said, with an embarrassed 


“Yes, Charlie?’ she queried expectantly. 


‘“Why—why,” he stammered, 
for—for I am frightfully bald. 
anxiously. 

__ “ Not—very—much,” she answered, 
it a secret between us, Charlie.” 


* Bless you for those words, pe 


—there is something else. 


at least, they are my own, be 
but you know what I mean. 





to Highland Farmer.—“ And you will get only £7 for that fine cow? 
man, if you took it to London you would get £20.” 
Highland Farmer.—Ou ay, fery likely; and if she would take the Loch doon tae a 


indeed I ought to have told 
He paused, and wiped his perspiring 


“I—I wear a wig, darling, 
Do—do you mind?” he asked 
slowly; ‘we can keep 


t!” he exclaimed fervently; “and 


My—my teeth are not my own: 


“*Go—go on, Charlie !"” she gasped. 


‘I will!” he said, determined] 
I must get it over. And 
splendid leg t} life-] 


if 
. net 


fact, I spared n 





cause I have paid for them; but— 
And—and——."" Again he paused. 


y, bracing himself up, “ for—for 
and my right leg is cor—cork: but it’s 
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Fresh. 

He.—I saw Miss De Smith for the 
first time yesterday, and I was rather 
surprised.” 

She.—* Surprised ? ”’ 

He.—“ Yes; you always led me to 
believe she was a plain girl, but I thought 
her not at all bad looking.” 

She.—* In what respect did you think 
her good looking ? ”’ : 

He.—“ Well, she’s got a nice fresh 
face, for one thing.”’ : 

She.— Oh, that accounts for it. It 
was her face that spoilt her! If she’s 
got a fresh one, no doubt that makes all 
the difference.” 


A Lapsus Lingue. 


One of those unfortunate slips of the 
tongue that sometimes occur to the best 
regulated actors happened once in the 
Lady of Lyons. 

Claude should say: ‘‘ Would you still 
share the low-born peasant’s lot ?”’ 

But he was a cock-sure young man, 
and had “ played it hundreds of times, 
laddie,’”’ and was reeling off the lines at 
a very rapid’ pace. This is what he 
really said— 

‘‘ Would you low share the still-born 
peasant’s lot?” 

But he never believed us when we 
told him of it. And to this day he 
cannot understand why the audience 
shrieked. 


Welsh. 


Ir is said: ‘‘ Whoever sits in the 
Giant’s Chair—an excavation in the solid 
rock—on the top of Cader Idris—will be 
dead or a raving maniac the next morn- 
ing.”’ 

‘ve do not know so much about that, 
but we do know that anybody must be a 
raving maniac before they would do such 
a thing. 


Aspiring. 

Bawker.— Is it true that Chadleigh 
has come in for a fortune ?” 

Scales.—‘' I think it must be, for now 
he holds his head so high that his 
Roman nose is actually beginning to 
turn up !”’ 





‘‘AFTER one has been tickled by a 
f**a and it has hopped off, so that one 
cannot find it, is that what is called ‘a 
hoptickle illusion.’’’ We give it up. 





over it. And—and have you ever noticed, angel, anything pe— 
peculiar about my left eye?” he quiveringly asked. 


‘“‘I—I have noticed that it has a fixed look, as if it were trying 
to pierce the dim future; but—but I put it down to poetical 
fervour,” she murmured, faintly. 


‘‘No, it is not poetical fervour,” he sighed, “ it’s glass; the best 
of glass, Paris made, but still glass. Now, my own love,” he con- 
tinued, tenderly, “I have told you howI am made up, and if you 
would rather be released from your engagement, say so, though it 
would break my heart to lose you; and I couldn’t get a new heart,” 
he said, with a wan smile, 


‘There is one question I should like to !ask you, Charlie,” she 


said thoughtfully. ‘“Is—is that bank-book you showed me the 
other day made up, too?”’ 


‘No, darling!” he exclaimed, joyfully. ‘Not made up in the 
Sense you mean, for the balance therein stated to my credit is 
perfectly genuine.” 

“Then, Charlie,” she gurgled, “I do not want to be released ! ”’ 
And she sank heavily into his arms, making his cork leg creak with 

y, OF perhaps extra weight, 




















3’ 


all 


ne 
st 
ne 


ill 


n, 
8, 
at 
1e 


ve 
16 


vs 





| JANUARY 14, 1896. 




















MAD} 


EXHIBITION 
® OPEN OAIL* 
3 Pes IQ, Fi 


i 





ALL THE HORROR 













PASS 









































ud, 










lw 








TE TRAYS 


KILLEMOR FSS, 
CUREALL al | 








deed 


tHe 


~H 






























TT We ye eI 





TORTI) My Le 








































Up, 



















ea 


ra 


beste ns 


Pigkae: 








| WL Wh. yl! 
Wal Li rae 








Old Turniptops (in town for l, Maria, blowe 








d if I ken see 
T nn 9 


ything for folks to take on so about in this ’ere Trilby futt 


? fig 7 j ihe ai 7 Li? I j 410 


































January 14, 1896. 








Fair Huntress. 


Mr. B.—“ Och, sure, ye’re & compliment to the season yourself, Miss Nora 


William the Silent P 


(‘Of a fool and his folly there is no 
end.”) 


THE PRINCE OF WALES :— 


NEPHEW, you have made a blunder— 
As you usually do— 
What on earth, I often wonder, 
William, will become of you? 
Your self-consequence is vasty, 
It must make the angels weep— 
Cheap advertisements are nasty, 
Yours, you know, are very cheap. 


Prose and pose,’ réclame and bluster, 
Seem to be your stock in trade! 
All the armies you can muster 
Will not make John Bull afraid. 
Bull has wondered what your ways 
meant ; 
Bull is slow to take offence; 
Now he stands in sheer amazement 
At your daring impudence, 


He can hardly understand it; 
Wonders what the deuce you mean, 
Playing the transpontine bandit 
In a European “ scene.” 
William, you had best dissemble, 
From a fight Bull seldom shrinks ; 
Mark his frown, my boy, and tremble— 
This is doubtless what he thinks :— 


What Bull thinks. 


“ Petty Prince of paltry Prussia, 
Can he be insulting me? 
France might dare or even Russia, 
But this Kaiser! Who is he? 
Would he dare to give me curses, 
Me, who stand above his peers ? 
Would he put his silly verses 
To the music of the spheres. 
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‘Penny plain, and twopence coloured, 
That’s about the Kaiser’s price ! 

And shall this Imperial dullard 
Dare to give the world advice ? 

He, whose simple mind’s delighted 
With a trumpet and a drum! 

He, bewildered and benighted, 
Mountebank of Christendom ! 


** Hohenzollern, seek you sorrow ? 
Call it glory! So you do! 

‘ Here to-day and gone to-morrow’ 
Is a motto made for you. 

Fiery France lies watching waiting 
For Alsace and for Lorraine— 

While you're bragging, posing, prating, 
Prussia’s star in on the wane. 

‘* Bluster, William, won’t alarm me; 
Fight away, lad, when you please; 

Play at soldiers with your army, 
While I sweep you from the seas. 

Then—collapsed your martial bubble, 
Of your colonies bereft, 

They will pay me for my trouble— 
France will take what I have left! 


‘‘ William, see, ‘ the friendly nations ' 
Watch your little game with glee, 
Making friendly calculations 
Of their shares of Germany. 
Poland once played ‘ high and mighty ’— 
Think, oh think, of Poland’s end, 
Ere you, in a manner flighty, 
Quarrel with your only friend !"’ 
a . * * 
Nephew, that’s a fair translation 
Of the thoughts in John Bull’s mind; 
Britain is an awkward nation 
When insulted, you will find. 
Therefore, William, knuckle under 
While permitted so to do; 
End this nonsense, or, by thunder, 
Bull will make an end of vou. 





ENS 
a 


‘You haven’t wished me the compliments of the season yet, Mr. Brady!” 
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In the Restaurant. 


«“ Warrer, I cannot eat this partridge ; 
bring me some veal cutlets!” _ 

“Very sorry, sir, veal cutlets is—off, 
sir!” 

“So is this partridge! Very much 
so, Confound it!” 


Give it Time to Cool 
Down. 


Wull.—“ Jock, man, ma watch is gae- 
in’ unco’ queer sin’ I took it oot o’ the 
pawnshop last nicht! ”’ 

Jock.—‘‘It’s no tae be wunnered at, 
Wull. Yer watch is sae fu’ o’ joy at 
seein’ daylicht again that it’s a wee bit 
off its heid! It maun hae been awfu’ 
unexpected. Gie the thing time tae settle 
doon, Wull, an’ it’ll be a’ richt! ”’ 


Soothing. 


He (yearningly).—“ Don’t you think 
you could learn to love me?” 

Girton Girl.— Well, I don’t see why 
not; I’ve mastered a good many dis- 
agreeable subjects in my time!” 


Mrs. Maaprop is pretty stout, and 
it was with some difficulty we made 
out yesterday—when she said, she viewed 
the prespeck of her daughter’s nuptions 
with great corpulency, that she meant 
“ nuptials with great complacency.” 


WE have always been anxious to know 
what it was the poet “stood on the 
bridge at midnight.’’ All the public- 
houses would have been closed. Besides, 
we do not know a bridge on which a 
public-house is to be found. 
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WALES TO EMPEROR 


BUT YOU, 
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WILLIAM THE SILENT (?) 


A SOLDIER, TO SEND SUCH A MESSAGE, 














WILLIAM.—* MY DEAR NEPHEW, POOR, PLUCKY JAMESON MADE 


ALMOST COMMITTED A CORIME, 
(For Cartoon Verses see page 14.) 
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he Purew! 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rules the 
waves 


Spite how any Hottentot or Deut- 
scher King behaves. 


* 3 
I think we have come out of it very 
well indeed; don’t you? The revolver 
of Great Britain has been loaded in 
every ‘“‘Chamber,’”’ the British Lion 
has *‘ lain’’ ready to spring. 
* 


Thank heaven for a Minister like 
\v- Chamberlain has been the universal 
cry 





We have been having a hot time— 
but we must still take care to conserve 
a Tory Government, 


* 4: 















The Kaiser's wire was a barbed wire, and it nearly set Europe by 
the heels. The German Press, to get out of the trouble of the wire, 
have not scrupled to tell a cram. 


* * 


THE KAISER’S WIRE. 
They thought that England was afraid, 
They tried to shake her, might and main, 
The Lion simply shook his mane, 
And roared, and roared, and roared again, 
And quickly was his roar obeyed. 
“ Hands off” was simply all he said, 
Once more he shook his kingly mane, 
“ We rule the seas, we ride the main, 
We treat your threats with proud disdain, 
Jsjthis how friendship is repaid ?” 


” * * 


All roads lead to Rome, but all Africa is led by Rhodes. He may, 
or may not, be to blame, but he is the idol of South Africa. 


x x“ * 


Jameson got into hot water; but that is what might be expected. 
At present, though, the sugar is missing, but there has been just a 
little too much lemon. 


AN OLD SONG REVISED. 
In Delagoa Bay 
The British cruisers lay, 

Each heart was bounding then ; 
We thought of Nelson on the wave, 
Three cheers our gallant seamen gave, 

For England, home, and beauty. 

All through the land the signal ran, 
And England knew that every man 
Always would do his duty. 


x 


The Boers have come out of this business with victory ; Jameson 
was defeated, but not disgraced, but eternal shame will linger around 
the cowardly Outlanders, who whined for help and then left their 
countrymen in the lurch. Outlanders they call themselves; well, it 
is a good name—their conduct was certainly outlandish. 


* * * 


We seem to have forgotten all about Venezuela and our little 
trouble with the United States; but we must not be too sure yet 
that we are out of that trouble. But there is plenty of time; we 
must wait a(r)bitration-ally. But the accent will evidently not be 
on the “ ally.” 

. * . 


Arbitration may be a very good thing, but we are not going to 
have it thrust down our throat 








NURSERY RHYMES. 


There was a young man named the Kaiser— 
Perhaps he is now a bit wiser— 

He sent out a wire, 

And raised Britain’s ire, 
This impudent self-advertiser. 


* * * 


There was a young man, Dr. Jameson, 

Who proved that he was quite a game son, 
But, though he got beat, 
Such a splendid defeat 

Will make the brave Englishman F'ame’s son. 


* * + 


There was a young man, Chamberlain, sir, 
Who a Minister e’er should remain, sir ; 

A splendid chief—very, 

A grand Secretary ; 
You’ll ne’er call him “ Judas” again, sir. 


I have been giving you plenty of patriotism lately—but it is not 
likely that I shall have such another chance for a long, long time. 
So here goes. 

* * 
‘“ FUN ” LYRICS. 
To My Lapy ENGLAND. 
In the North and South, in the East and West, 
The hearts of England are beating firm and true, 
And there’s ne’er a one in a Briton’s breast 
That beats not proudly, dear Mother Land, for you. 
For the love of you, oh, my lady fair, 
Should rival dare your white honour to decry, 
We will laugh at Death, it will be our pray’r 
For your sweet sake, dear Native Land, to die. 


England, Sovereign Mistress, tarry not, 
If menace of a rival doth offend you, 
Hearts are beating high, the blood is hot, 
Our swords are out of scabbard to defend you. 


If you claim our lives, they are yours, my sweet, 
My Country Homeland, for you our ev’ry breath, 
We will lay them down gladly at your feet, 
We love you, living, shall love you still in death. 
Do not curb your anger, or stay your hand, 
In gentle pity or gracious tenderness, 
For you gave us life, august Motherland, 
It is yours to take and, in giving, we shall bless. 


England, Sovereign Mistress, tarry not, 
If menace of a rival doth offend you, 
Hearts are beating high, the blood is hot, 
Our swords are out of scabbard to defend you. 


In Case of Accident. 


Jim THOMPSON was a careful man, who lived not far from Kew, 
But how he earned his bread and cheese his neighbours never knew. 
He always took a big, thick stick when for a walk he went, 

And, if you asked him why, he’d say, ‘In case of accident.” 


One day Jim, walking down the street, espied an open door, 
And naturally stepped inside, the dwelling to explore. 

He found a fur-lined overcoat, and so, with kind intent, 

He thoughtfully took care of it in case of accident. 


The next thing was to go and see if anyone was in— 

To leave a house unguarded quite Jim thought a monstrous sin. 
He found some money in a drawer—’twas a quarter’s rent— 

So careful Jimmy took the lot in case of accident. 


Just then the owner of the place turned up and spotted Jim, 
And, seeing what he was about, began to go for him. 

Jim took him for a madman on some murd’rous errand bent, 
And very promptly knocked him down in case of accident. 


But honest James had enemies among those vile police, 

And, tho’ he’d done a kindly act, they let him have no peace. 
They ran him in, and one fine day this ill-used man was sent 
For five years’ penal servitude—in case of accident. 


A Misapprehension. 


Lady (interviewing servant).—‘‘I may tell you that we are all 
vegetarians. I suppose you are not one?” 

Servant (anxious to be engaged).—‘ Oh, yes, mum. I’ve attended 
& vegetarian chapel all me life! ”’ 
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She touts for work.—* O bless yer, yus, mum, rm passunatel y devot’d to the wash tub, mum, an’ thinks a wery long an’ ’ard day 
at it, mum, is simply eavenly, mum. ‘*T can see as you’re a perfect ladse, mum. Youa thinkin’ this a month's work, mum, when 
the whole blessed lot c’uld be done in a nour, mum, “ which soap I seldom uses, mum, and drink of heny kind I can’t abear!” 
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Lhe Contract Secured.— Oh, yus, that’ 8 quite enuff for one day’s work, if so be as you permits me to leave a few o’ the big harticles 
hout for one o’ the servint gals ter dab thro’. “‘Q-0-0-0-h ! ’eres soap :—I sh’uldent dream o’ using that there common stuff; me, a 
poor wider‘ an’ me honely chance in life a gettin’ anuther ’usband ; why, ther fumes from that soap ’ud ruin my complexion for hever | as 
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ten ct Completed ‘T’ve throw’d hout hal ve ‘ell, I ain’t a goin’ ter drop dead at the wash 
tub fer five shillin’. I ain’t. Which I1 tly washes fer perfict ladces, } an’ pel you’! nd fur another pint o’ holdtom. I think 
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“Gossamer,” jester though he} be, {will 
always render homage and reverence when 
they are fitting, and the subject of Mr. Wilson 
Barrett’s play, The Sign of the Cross, is one 
that forbids light treatment. Yet, to him who 
chronicles things dramatic, it is far too 
important a play to be ignored; so I fain 
must be serious for the nonce; I will doff the 
cap and bells and, for once, be in earnest. 

The Sign of the Cross, produced at the Lyric 
Theatre, is very nearly a great play — the 
subject is a great one, its setting is am- 
bitious and inspiring. Were the language in which the story 
is told equal to the nature of that subject and the design of 
the play, we should hail Mr. Barrett as the poet for whom 
we have been secking since Tennyson died. But, though the 
language be mediocre, we lose sight of its shortcoming, 
we are hurried along breathlessly through scenes of moving 
incident, of poignant tragedy. Weare shown the old, cruel Rome 
of Nero, its superficial grandeur and gaiety, its underlying misery 
and heartlessness. Gorgeous patricians flit across the scene and, 
for awhile, all is splendour and lightness of heart. But it is not 
long ere we are given 4 glimpse into the truth of things. 

Nero, the Emperor, surrounded by flatterers and self-seekers, 
believes that the gentle followers of the strange new creed, the 
people calling themselves Christians, hide, under the cloak of their 
religion, plots against his crown. Old men and young girls are 
tortured and mangled by wild beasts at his orders, his officers 
are commanded to hunt them out and hound them down. 
And so it is a common scene—that of the baiting of an 
old man and a young and beautiful girl—that is inter- 
rupted by Nero’s Prefect, Marcus Superbus, the most powerful, 
the richest man in Rome. Till now he has been the chief instru- 
ment of his master’s fiendish hatred of the despised and miserable 
disciples of the new creed. He is a libertine and a debauchee. 
But he sternly commands the howling mob to desist, and—despite 
the sneers of jealous rivals—protects the old man Flavius, and 
the young maiden, Mercia. He is at once a slave to her loveliness 
—his eyes do not leave hers, he watcher her unceasingly. Already 
his mind is made up that she, too, shal! become his plaything. 

Marcus would be a friend to Mercia and her father, but events 
are too strong for him. Through the betrayal by a lad, Stephanus 
—who boldly bears the lash, but is overcome by the torture (a most 
agonising scene superbly played by Miss Haidee Wright) a meeting 
of the Christians is surrounded, and they are imprisoned in the 
palace of Marcus Superbus. From this moment the play shows us 
the fearful struggle between the purity of Mercia and the passion of 
Marcus. He is too infatuated to seek to win her other than by 
words, but he uses every wile to overcome her. He surrounds 
her with courtezans and loose men—they taunt and jeer at her, 
and dance around her and sing coarse songs that she may hear. 
But through all the wild orgie, Mercia stands calm, immovable : 
she looks as an angel might look if surrounded by devils. Her face 
is rapt, her mien exalted; she seems to hear nothing, to see 
nothing. 

Then she and Marcus are left alone; her spiritual loveliness 
causes him to declare his passion and clasps her in his arms. 
For a moment she releases herself. He is about to follow her, 
when she holds up the cross to him, a holy light falls on her face, 
and the strains of a hymn frem the prisoners’ dungeon is heard. 
Marcus falls to his knees before her, and the curtain falls. 
Mr. Barrett and Miss Maud Jeffries render this scene—as al] 
the others—magnificent y, no lesser word will suffice: he is 
magniicent in arietvy and vigour nm ¢ of ; 
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In spite of the strenuous appeal to Nero that Marcus makes for 
mercy for Mercia, she is condemned to be given, with her companions, 
to the lions. Her only hope of pardon is by renouncing her faith. In 
the beautiful scene in the dungeon of the amphitheatre—after Ste- 
phanus, momentarily a coward, goes bravely out to his death— 
Marcus comes to her and begs her to save herself by renunciation. 
But she, telling him that she loves him, refuses to prolong her life 
by forswearing herself, in spite of the happiness he holds out to her 
in offering her to make her his wife. Then, seeing that his efforts are 
vain, Marcus, who has been on the verge of conversion since his 
passion for Mercia changed to love, tells her that he, too, will die, 
that Marcus Superbus is a Christian. On this pathetic scene the 
curtain finally falls—the struggle is over, tbe fight between 
Paganism and Christianity—as symbolised in these two characters 
—has ended in a victory for the new faith. 

It is a fine play most finely acted. Mr. McLeay, Mr. Manning, 
Mr. Hudson, Miss Cortelyon, and Miss Hoffman were all on the 
highest plane of artistic excellence. The mounting of the piece is 


splendid. 
GOSSAMER, 


Mr. George Alexander is to be congratulated upon his romantic 
play, in a prologue and four acts, adapted from Anthony Hope’s 
story, by Edward Rose. The title, The Prisoner of Zenda, is not 
calculated to attract, but, having witnessed the play, 1 can 
thoroughly commend it to theatre-goers. Its cardinal points are— 
envy, hatred, love—these three, which have, when dramatised, like 
Mother Siegel’s soothing syrup, never been known to fail. Love is a 
splendid theme to play wpon, but not to play with. ‘‘ Amor omnia 
vincit, et nos cedamus amori,” as Horace wrote. Miss Evelyn Millard 
is divinely beautiful and refined in her representation of Princess 
Flavia. The Red Elphberg coiffure became her. Miss Lily Hanbury 
playeda substantial Antoinette de Mauban. Mr. Herbert Waring as 
the Black Elphberg, Michael, Duke of Strelsau, showed great force. 
He was very fine in the coronation scene. I was taken with Mr. 
W. H. Vernon’s Colonel Sapt, an old soldier, a blunt, resourceful, 
shrewd, go-a-head party. Mr. Arthur Royston collaborates with 
him as Fritz most commendably. A good deal of fun is developed 
at the coronation between Lorenz Teppich (Mr. Lomnitz) Franz 
Teppich (Mr. G. P. Hawtrey), Lord Topham (Mr. George Bancroft), 
and Frau Teppich (Miss Olga Brandon). Mr. George Alexander 
as Rudolf the Fifth, the Red Elphberg, King of Ruritania, and 
also as Rudolf Rassendyl, a young Englishman, plays these dual 
parts in his conventional and well-known manner. Further com- 
mendation is superfluous. The prologue is, in point of apparel, 
most sumptuous. The period is 1733. Scene, Lord Rassendyll’s 
House in London, painted by H. P. Hall. The acting of all engage 
is complete. Mr. Walter Slaughter’s incidental music 1s very 
appropriate and, at parts, pretty. 


New Version. 


Mary told a little cram 
Unto her Sunday beau— 

She said moustaches she liked not, 
Because his wouldn’t grow! 


A Chip of the Old Block. 


Master Fun.—* What did Charles the First die of, pa?” 

Mr. Fun.—* My gracious! You don’t know that? What do 
you go to school for? For fun and fancy, I suppose! Why, you 
young ignoramus, Charles the First had to put his head on a 
chump of wood, and then it was chopped off.” 

Master Fun.—‘I see ; a sort of chump chop, pa?” 

P “_ Fun (patting his son’s head).— Yes, my boy; and done to 
eath !" 


To a Young Father. 


PUFFED-UP, puffed up, youthful pa! 
Do you quite know where you are ? 
Up above the world so high, 

‘Cause you've got a babe to cry! 


A Genius. 


Mother (who has just been applying a poultice).—*I feel sure my 
Tommy isa genius,”’ 

F'riend.—‘‘ Indeed, what makes you think so?” 

Mother.—* He has an infinite capacity for taking pains.” 
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Wednesday.—I remarked at the end of last week’s ‘‘ Week by 
Week ”’—“‘ Now we’ll start fresh.” 

New Year commenced not quite so prettily in some other places. 

Looked in on Armenia. Massacre business still flourishing 
steadily, local government not checking enterprise, but allowing 
full facilities. Six Powers (including England, oh my brothers !) 
looking on and exclaiming ‘‘ Shocking!” and ‘You really 
shouldn’t.” 

Ran over to America. Things a little quieter there. 
rather conscious of having made asses of themselves. 

Also gave & look in at the Transvaal. Boers determined. Soare 
Uitlanders (local name for “ foreigners’’—why don’t papers call 
them so ?), 

Had an hour or so at Cape Coast Castle. Preparations for 
Ashanti bloodshed in a forward condition, and advancing daily. 

Came back round by Holyhead. Cunarder ashore. No lives 
lost, and ship saved. 

Final glowing event to top up with. Alfred Austin appointed 
Poet Laureate. I do think, after all my services and fulsome 
devotion to the Throne, Her Most Gracious might at least ——, 
but there ! 

Yes; all things considered, the New Year begins nicely ! 


Thursday.—Heard of Jameson’s licking. Curious people, my 
fellow-countrymen. Capable as any race on the face of the earth of 
putting two and two together. 

Mr. Chamberlain comes splendidly out of this affair. Thorough 
man of ‘‘ business,”” and shows he means that article. (To avoid 
suggestion of “ politics”’ on my part, may add that I am not an 
admirer of Mr. C. on all points.) Jameson rather a determined 
man, too, if it comes to that. Isay! Splendididea! If 
Chamberlain were Foreign Secretary, and Jameson would raid 
Armenia, how much better everything might be. 

Ran over to Milwaukee to inquire into dreadful thing I’d heard 
of, Court of law there said to have declared bagpipes not a musical 
instrument. Found report too true. Plaintiff in case called it a 
‘‘ dudlsack,” and got £25 damages for a horse frightened to a death 
by suicide. Don’t know what a dudlsack means, but consider it 
most insulting. England (or Scotland, at any rate) should order a 
Commission of Inquiry, or go to war about it, or something— 
probably something. 

Called on ‘‘ Lord Leighton”’ with gilt-edged congratulations. 


Friday.—Heard the German Emperor had been going in for one 
of his little larks over the telegraph wire, so d Berlin. Found 
His Majesty on his dining-table flapping his arms and ‘ cock-a- 
doodle ’’-ing. Said he thought of beginning to run the Universe 
next week —thought Providence ought to have a rest. Gave hima 
sugar-stick I’d brought with me. Left him sucking it thoughtfully, 
and making up his—er—mind to start manufacturing sugar-sticks 
himself, just to show them how to do it, 


Seem 








Saturday.—Lord Londonderry at Grantham. Went to hear him 
on Irish Agriculture. He talked solid sense on the subject—spoilt 
the thing with those blessed “ politics ” again, of course, but that’s 
business in his case, seeing he’s a politician, and should not be 
allowed to obscure the value of his suggestions. Get the speech and 
read it, ye farmers of the Sister Isle—it’s worth while. 


Monday.— Dropped into Marylebone Police Court. Mr, Plowden 
in fine form over the S.P.C.C. Let himself out a few weeks ago 
over a case where Society rescued child from rather deadly sort of 
mother. Went for the Society, you know, not the mother. Found 
he’d put his foot in it, and went through climbing-down process 
to-day. Amusing sight, but not altogether dignified. 


Tuesday.—-Children’s ball at the Mansion House. What a relief 
to get out of all the worries and fuss and unnecessary nonsense of 
bickering boobies and rampant rowdies into this atmosphere of 
merriment and innocence ! 

I looked in at Thurston’s Billiard Room, Catherine Street, on 
Tuesday evening. Saw one heat of the licensed victuallers’ 


championship tournament between Mr. Haine and Mr. Hill. A 
very interesting game, and won by the former by a few points, 
Inspected the prizes, which are very chaste and elegant, par- 
ticularly the championship cup, presented by Messrs, Thurston 
for competition. 


The tournament will continue daily. 
THE SPOTTER, 
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THE KIND OF THING WE MAY EXPECT IN THE 


NEAR FUTURE. 

New Woman (to Young Lady from the Country, who wishes to 
enter London Society).—* My dear, you can never hope to be 
received by the-—best Sets—You see, you are a Woman—asbsolutely 
without @ past.”’ 
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Needham’s 
Polishing 


, 
<P> Paste. 
The most reliable preparation for Clean! a 


end Brilliantly polishing Urase, Copper, Tin, Britannia Metal, 
Piatinold, &c. Sold everywhere. 





CUSTARD cocoa 


‘Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
Rebenesn th nisshaele tos jaded mind and body; delicious to the 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 
NO EGGS REQUIRED ramy BBoro: 





Bole Manufacturers : 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELJ) 


e, Fastcheap, £.0 
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A Third “Eleven” at Everton. 
[Eleven employés of the Everton Football Club have been im- 
prisoned for defrauding the club by manipulating the turnstiles at 
the pay-gates.—Press.] 
Tue theme was worthy a laureate’s pen, 
When, on Everton Field, each week 
Eleven good men from eleven good men 
Did the palm of victory seek. 
The sight was such as might roll a wave 
Of ambition o’er hearts most tame, 
Might make the cravenist creature crave 
! To engage in the good old game! 


Eleven r men, on inferior work, 
Into fits of chagrin were thrown ; 

‘¢ It is much too bad that we here must lurk, 
Unhonoured, unsung, unknown, 

While these other elevens, in an easy way, 
Secure themselves wealth and fame. 

Let us make an eleven of our own,” said they, 
‘* And indulge in a good old game!”’ 


Eleven cute schemers composed a team 
Of themselves, and their eyes thereafter 
Were wont with a jubilant light to beam, 
And their cheeks to expand with laughter. 
Yet nobody dreamed (as by fives and sevens 
The pounds to those rascals came) 
That, on Everton Field, there were three ‘‘elevens”’ 
Who were playing a good old game. 


Now, two elevens on the Everton Field 
Will weekly, as hereto, play ; 
But the third eleven—since their game’s revealed— 
Oh where, and oh where, are they ? 
Doubtless, their once more cheeks are pale, 
And their bosoms oppressed with shame, 
For the goal of hard labour in Walton Gaol 
Is the goal of their good old game |! 


Golden Tresses, We Must Part. 


White hair is most becoming to all complexions, and the advent 
of a satisfactory preparation for bleaching it would cause it to be 
much worn.—Ladies’ Paper. | 

GOLDEN tresses, we must part, 
Do not take it much to heart, 
Or, since that is only dye, 

Take it with you—and good-bye. 
Golden hair is on the go, 
Fashion calls for locks of snow. 


White is both for young and old 
More becoming far than gold ; 
Golden hair glides down the back 
At a pace that’s, well—not slack. 
Weight for age, it’s far from slow— 
Fashion calls for locks of snow. 


By the thing that's quite the thing, 
By the style that it will bring, 

By those tell-tale dark brown roots, 
Patent as my patent boots, 

Golden hair, you've got to go, 
Fashion calls for locks of snow! 





| NOW ON SALE. 


“FUN ALMANAC 


FoR 1896. 
Post F'ree, 2jd. 


Price Twopence; 








Fun Almanac has an illustration of the European nations playing at foot- 
ball. Apparently there is no referee in the game.—South Eastern Herald. 


Fun Almanac is the interesting Christmas number of the popular comic 
paper. It has got its motto and tit-bit for every day in the year, and these are 
very amusing reading. There are sketches, satirical poems, jokes, and illus- 

trations in number.—Reynolds Newspaper. 

Fun Almanac for 1896 has just been issued. Fun is an old favourite, but age 
does not wither, nor custom stale, the quality of its humour. Every page 
contains, not one, but many laughs, and the man who cannot find two- 
pennyworth of amusement in the present issue deserves never to smile again.— 
North Wiits Herald. 

Fun Almanac, full of jokes and Jaughable illustrations, is well up to the 
mark, and may be looked upon as a big two pennyworth.—The Stage. 


Fun Almanac has much that is amusing. The cartoon is serious enough. 
It represents the Great Powers as footballers, and the tussel that is on foot is 
fierce and determined.—Northern Ensign. 

Fan Almanac for 1896 is brimful of wit and humour, and no more agreeable 

companion could one have to while away a leisure hour. The calendar for each 

month is very cleverly compiled, satire and witticism being most happily com- 
bined. It is excellent value for twopence, and certainly occupies a foremost 
rank in comic literature.—Limerick Chronicle. 

Fun Almanac is excellent, full of clever pictures and smart letterpress, and 

a merrier twopennyworth of mirth will not be purchasable this Christmastide. 

The Almanac well sustains its big reputation.—The Sun, 


Fun Almanac is a decidedly lively and enlivening Christmas number, the 
drawings bold and well executed, the jokes daring, as per example (a suitable 
cartoon illustrating the text): Theatrical Manager.—* Can you dance the Can 
Can?” New Ballet Girl (showing off her shapely limbs and “ figure ”).—“ No, 
Sir! I can’t, can’t.” But there is much more “Attic salt” than that to be 
found if you will only purchase this excellent “two pennyworth.”— Birkenhead 
and Cheshire Advertiser. 

Fun’s Annual for 1896, which has just reached us, is full of bright, well drawn 
pictures and funny stories, besides innumerable paragraphs, calendars for the 
month, ete. The paper forms a bright contrast to the dullness of most of the 
year’s Christmas numbers, and the small price at which it is published will 
make it deservedly popular.—Boston Guardian, 

Comic Calendars are, as a ru'e, depressing reading, but an honourable 
exception must be made in favour of that which appears in Fun Almanec. 
The record for October 1, 1896, ‘The Emperor William grows a beard to the 
sound of trumpets,” is particularly happy.—The Globe. 

There are certain plants which improve by being periodically transplanted, 
and Fun seems to be one of these. The ordinary numbers have been much 
brighter lately, while Fun Almanac is full of really good illustrations and 
humorous matter.—Society. 

Fun Almanac, in addition to the comicalities of the ordinary number, 
contains a burlesque calendar and a series of short articles on “‘The Whole Art 
of Shopping.”—The Daily Graphic. 


Order at once, to avoid disappointment, or send 24d. 
to ‘‘ Fun” Offices, 23 and 27, Bouverie Street, 
London, E.C. 





















& 


; & 
Wholesale Agents for Aust 
i by Tux Co-orpmmasive Paintine Society Limirep ck 


Africa 


~ mrt . > > 
TaiASiIA ANU OO 


Fleet Street, in the City of London.—Tuesday, January 


Street, New Bridge Séreet, London, FE.‘ 


PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family, 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if 
what is supplied as ‘“‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


S. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” 
do so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 
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Gordon and Gotch, London, Melbourne. Sydney, Brisbane, and Cape Town. 


and Published for the Proprietor by M., Exton & C a. 27, Bouverie 54.. 
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THE following extracts may have 
some interest for the public. They 
are from the “Summary” of the 
Daily Snooze, January 5th, 1896. 
The severest storm ever known is raging 
around our coasts. It is impossible for any 
ship to put to sea. 

The most violent epidemic of influenza that 
Great Britain has ever experienced is that 
visiting us just now. The number of deaths 
is appalling. 

The price of corn has gone up, owing to the 
failure of the crops abroad. 








France threatens to seize the Channel 
Islands. The President has written a letter 
to the States-General congratulating that body 
on having imprisoned two drunken men without the assistance of England. 

Germany is preparing to take Holland, Belgium, Norway, Sweden, and the 
Isle of Man, consequent on our Queen’s refusal to acknowledge him as 
Suzerain and the possessor of the biggest head in the world. 

The United States are sending a couple of men and a boy to annex Canada, 
as Great Britain refuses to allow the United States President to arbitrate 
between her and the Queen of the Cannibal Islands, who has eaten a mis- 
sionary. 

* * * 

Daily Snooze, January 10th:— 

Great Britain launched a Flying Squadron yesterday. The following changes 
in the situation, consequent thereon, have taken place :— 

The influenza has quite disappeared; the death rate is lower than ever 
before. 

Corn is a drug in the market, the prices have touched a lower figure than has 
ever been known. 

France has begged our pardon over the Channel Islands affair and offers 
to hand over Madagascar to us asa slight reparation. She expresses anxiety 
as to the destination of the Flying Squadron. 

The Emperor of Germany is about to take a journey to England attired in 
sackcloth and ashes. He is bringing Heligoland in his pocket as a peace offer 
ing to Lord Salisbury. He is very anxious as to the destination of the Flying 


Squadron. 





JANUARY 





21, 1896. No. 1,602. 
The United States Congress has passed a resolution imprisoning the Presi- 
dent for ten years for his insulting Message to England. The two men anda 


boy have been called back. Congress expressed great anxiety, ete. 
as * 

Really, the effect of the sudden mobilisation of the Flying 
Squadron was hardly inferior to the above, The difference 
between the political situation before and after was positively 
marvellous. Before, it seemed as though we should have to fight 
Germany and the Boers to maintain our rights, afterwards every- 
thing seemed to settle itself in the way we wanted. 


» - * 


Dr. England will prescribe a dose of Flying Squadron more often 
when the (im)patients prove obstreperous. 


™~ a 4 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 9.) 
“THE FLYING SQUADRON.” 


Over our country the dark clouds are low’ring ; 
Steady, England, steady! 

But through the grim darkness a figure is tow’ring, 
teady, ever ready ! 

Our rights to defend, our honour to keep— 

Britannia, Warden of the Deep. 


But, when too daring is the angry brood, 

She smiles a challenge, unwilling to be rude, 

And she waves her wand o’er the flowing seas, 

And her flag floats out o’er the blowing breeze ; 

And o’er the ocean far as eye can reach 

Her sentinels arise, prepared to teach 

Each one who dares Britannia to defy, 

Must meet her wrath, and meeting it, must die. 

So let them come, then, we wait their advancing, 
Gladly, oh so gladly, 

The war music’s playing with passion entrancing, 
Madly, oh so madly. 

The jealous ones fret thee, deem thee asleep, 

Britannia, Warden of the Deep. 


But when too daring, etc. 


Barred. 


Mr. Boozer.—‘' Is there any bar to our marriage, darling? "’ 
Miss Kene (promptly).— Yes, the public-house bar! ”’ 


Sat Upon. 


Jinker.—“Is Crushtdowo married according to the law of 


England?” 
Blinker, —“ Yes, and according to the law of bis wife!” 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable fr any contributions, artistic er literary, spontaneous ly sentin. No contributions can be returned 
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ACID 
Maperimentalist.—* Well, what do you think of 
ictim.—“ First rate—oh, first rate—for pickles 


Too Much of a Good Thing. 
By Ose Wuo Has Hap More Tuan Enovau oF Ir. 

I am no enemy of education. Don’t think it fora moment. Far 
from it. Kducation, in moderation, I am prepared to defend 
againet all comers. The three R’s, you know, and that sort of 
thing. Every man should be able to read his own name, and be 
able to put his cross against it when required to do so. He 
should also be able to reckon up the chamge out of half-a- 
sovereign after deducting three of Scotch cold, and so on. 
ut some people go too far and don’t pull up in time. 
Take our neighbourhood for instance. It bristles with 
education. Positively bristles. Besides more than our 
fair share of board, denominational, grammar, private, and other 
schools, we have a university extension settlement with lectures 
and coffee, examinations and thin bread and butter. and all the 
rest of it. A church settlement, with dogma tempered by smoking 
concerts, a free library, a school of art, a mechanics’ institute, a 
training college, and a people’s palace. 

Now, I put it to you. How would you like it? It isn't as if they 
kept it to themselves. But they don’t. If you don’t go to them, 
they come to you. I can assure you I have found as many as seven 
people at once waiting in my front parlour with samples of educa- 
tion. Kind of academical talleyman. I can assure you there is a 
little boy—you know the kind of little boy I mean, calls himself a 
university man—living at our Extension Settlement, who is the 
curse of my life. He has come down here to “do good.” He is a 
cultured child, and he wants me to be cultured too. He calls upon 
me at all hours, he calls after me in the street. One of these days 
I shall smack him—hard. You've no idea the mischief these 





enthusiastic educationalists do, you haven't, indeed. Why. at one 
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Rivals. 


Gringlar’: “I’ve just bought Jtlker’s 
Weekly ; I’ve never read a copy before.” 
Bontar (Editor of Sneaked Snacks): 
“My dear Gringlar, that is the only 
reason anyone ever has for buying 


Jilker’s Weekly.” 
A Too Much Speaking. 


Father-in-Law.— I am sorry to hear 
that you are scarcely on speaking terms 
with your wife, James?” 

Son-in-Law.—* Oh, yes, I am! We 
row each other from morning till 


night!” 


CrotHes that no one would think of 
wearing : St. Bartholomew Close. 


‘“ My toothache,’ writes a sufferer, 
‘ig like a travelling dramatic company. 
It is on root.” 


AT THE SIGN OF THE ‘‘BILK AND 
Cueat YER.”—Smith (to the barmaid, 
who has just served him with some 
whisky): ‘*When I said I’d have a 
‘drop’ of whisky, Miss, I didn’t 
mean it literally—I meant four penny- 
worth.”’ (But Smith’s satire is lost on 
that barmaid.) 


Ir is not often we can spare space for 
statistics, but there are occasions. This is 
one of them :— 

‘‘ The ordinary watch gives 118,144,000 
ticks during a year.” If you do not 
believe us, count them yourselves. 

The ordinary men who make ticks 
for beds cannot get within miles of the 
watch. 

The ordinary tailor is said to be like a 
watch, inasmuch as he gives—tick. 

Our personal tailor—and he is ‘‘ per- 
sonal,’”’ too — sometimes —is— mot an 
ordinary sartorial artist. 





Se era RS Tr 


see them. They hang about the bar and drink more 
than is good for them, and talk more metaphysics 
and high-toned culture than is good for anybody. You know the 
sort of thing. What is matter? and what’s the matter with it, 
and does it really matter?—Was Hamlet as mad as the German 
gentleman who lectured on him last Tuesday night? and, if so, 
oughn’t he to have been taken care of by his friends ?—What is 
the wherefore of the thusness, and who did it ?—Who first called 
Elizabeth the Virgin Queen, and why ?—What is free will, is it too 
free, and how about free trade ?—Bimetalism, it’s cause and cure ? 
What about the oneness of everything, and ought it to be nothing 
to nobody, or otherwise ?—Do the underfed poor care for picture 
galleries, and is the catalogue worth a penny ?—What is poetry, 
and ought Lewis Morris to be Poet Laureate, and if so, why ?— 
Should——but there, you see the sort of thing. Call it culture if 
you like, I call it lunacy. 

Besides, its after effects are so bad. The other evening we had 
been talking about ‘the relativeness of the universal.’’? Some 
took one side, some took the other; some said it was, and some 
said it wasn’t, till at last we didn’t know who we were 
or what we were talking about. Poor Brown, whose head 
never was very strong, got in such a state that he picked 
up Wilson’s change and stood a bottle of champagne 
on the strength of it. It almost broke Wilson’s heart. He 
always was sensitive. He even wanted to break Brown’s 
head. Then the police interfered. That’s what culture leads to. 
Don’t tell me. If things don’t cheer up soon down our way, I shall 
do something desperate. That little boy at the Extension Settle- 
ment had better look out. You may overdrive a willing horse, and 
you may over educate an unwilling man, and then the worm will 
turn on the early bird, and the undertaker will leave his card. 

Vhat! Up n my word this is too bad! Will I come round and 
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Cyclist, on Pneumatic.— Quite mistaken ! 


Forgive and Forget. 


Ler us forgive and forget, 
Each find a friend in a foe; 
True heart to true heart we met, 
Let love arise from the blow. 
Pardon for him who would take ; 
Pardon for him who would hold; 
Each to the other 
A man and a brother, 
Sturdy and steadfast and bold. 





Let the stockjobber go hang! 
You who would blubber for aid, 
But when the battle cry rang 
Skulked in your quarters afraid. 
Jameson living or dead 
What cared the gold-grabbing crew ! 
Coward and traitor 
You want a dictator, 
Freedom's for men not for you. 





Generous victor, all hail ! 
Silence the question of race. 
still shall prevail, 
Let the stockjobber give place. 
Generous as he is brave, 
Say could a Briton be more ? 
Hate let us smother 
And see one another 


True, and the same, at the core. 





Race? Let the talkers explain ! 
Race, have they known it and felt ? 

Norman, and Saxon, and Dane, 
Lombard, and Fleming, and Celt, 
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The race that is girdling the earth— 


When Jews are elected, 
Shall Boers be rejected ? 


Have they alone nothing of worth ? 


If a fight comes, let us fight 
Prussia, presumptuous fool ! 
Teach him that Lions can bite 


Teach him that Lions must rule. 


Ah, there are jackals that lurk, 
Waiting the death of the King, 
Well, let them blunder, 
Then tear them asunder, 


Teach them the trick of the thing! 


Must crush the great-hearted Boer! 
Honour demands it! They cry,— 
Must crush the weaker? Then, sure 


Honour had far better die. 
Nay, but our honour is safe ; 
Let but our great foes intrigue, 
Show the white feather 
And league them together— 
Then, let us have at the league. 


Chamberlain, statesman, all hail! 


Well have you acted your part. 


Fail! You don’t know how to fail, 


True and courageous at heart. 
England is proud of her son, 
Proud of his courage and skill. 
Slandered and taunted, 
But firm and undaunted, 
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Facetious Whip, to Cyclist.—‘‘ Don’t look as if yer fed that there hanimal e’ yours over well! ”’ 
He had a jolly good blow-out only this morning!” 








Take we the Boer as he stands ; 
Rugged, courageous, and kind. 
Clasp we in friendship his hands, 
Cast we our weapons behind. 
Enemies many have we, 
Boers with our friends we will set. 
Forgive him his rigour, 
His courage and vigour, 
His chivalry none shall forget! 





The Test. 


Mrs. Fashion.—“* What do you think 
of my new bonnet, John?” 

Mr. Fashion (emphatically).—‘‘I like 
it; it looks as if it had cost about five 
shillings.” 

Mrs. F'.—‘ The idea! Why it cost five 
guineas!” 


Mr. F’. (more emphatically).—‘ Then I 
don't like it!” 


‘‘A CARNATION SHAME” is what the 
irritated gardener said when he saw the 
havoc the cats had made of his bed of 
pinks. 

It relieved his feelings considerably, 


for it sounded like swearing, and it 
wasn’t. 


A soy friend of ours who has just 
been breeched asked us the other day, 
‘“How do the girls get on without 
trouser-pockets to put their hands in?” 

We did not answer. It would require 
a deeper philosopher than us to 
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GRAND FINALE. 


“FORGIVE AND FORGET.”—Kriiger’s Motto. 





(For Cartoon Verses see page 24.) 
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MIss Aticira Ramsay—weary of the New 
This, the New That, the New the Other, has 
taken a bold plunge in the clear waters of the 
limpid Past—nay, start not, there is no Woman 
with that undesirable appendage—everything 
is straightforward—oh, so straightforward !— 
in Gaffer Garge, the new first piece at the 
Comedy Theatre. 

Gaffer Garge is a delightful little piece, and 
Miss Alicia Ramsay, its authoress, is a public 
benefactress. You can look on, and smile con- 
tentedly, and all the while you may be think- 
ing of where you will go for you summer holidays, or what 
colour your spring overcoat shall be. Gaffer Garge takes you 
into the country, and sends you to sleep, and has a pleasing effect 
generally. You see Jarge is a village grocer—and it is difficult to 
work up feverish excitement about a village grocer, isn’tit? To 
Jarge there comes a hard, cruel bailiff, who is going to turn bucolic 
Jarge out into the cold, cold world beyond the back-cloth, because 
Jarge—fancying himself—a mere Saxon—on a level with an Irish 
peasant, does not pay his rent. Enter the benevolent young 
squire, the boss of the skow. The young squire scatters benefac- 
tions arounb like cabbage seeds at planting time, the bad, wicked 
bailiff is fe-oiled (and fee-oiled), and everything ends happily. 
There’s an exhilarating arrangement for you. 

Mr. Cyril Maude played fairly to medium as the Gaffer, and the 
other members of the cast supported him very nicely indeed. 

I was delighted to find The Late Mr. Castello going so well and 
attracting such bigaudiences, It issplendid fun, and splendidly acted. 

I have spent the greater part of the week in hearing patriotic 
songs and seeing patriotic sketches at the music-halls. The 
Alhambra displayed the most enterprise in the matter by getting 

ermission to use the Poet Laureate’s stirring, if slobbery, words. 

ir. Vanderfelt recited these very nicely, and looked very nice in his 
uniform of a Chartered Company’s trooper. The management pro- 
vided a capital scene, and the band played Jullien’s stirring 
“ British Army Quadrilles ” as a prelude. 

At the Tivoli Mr. Leo Stormont is, or has been, singing ‘* What 
is Our Own We'll Hold’’—which sounds very nice indeed, and I 
hope that the sentiment will be properly appreciated by King 
Prempeh, now that we have annexed Coomassie. The words and 
music are nothing out of the common—but they are effective 
enough as things go. 

At the Pavilion they have a patriotic sketch, Queen of the Seas. 
Not quite certain what it is all about, but I daresay everything is 
all right. A young lady, dressed in naval uniform, sings all about 
England’s glory from the deck of theship, while a panorama at the 
back shows us the various styles of naval architecture from the 
time of the wooden walls to the iron pots and saucepans that have 
taken their place. 

One of the Best is proving itself to be one of the very best at the 
Adelphi, and Bill Terriss in a kilt is a noble sight to see, espe- 
cially when he is bidding defiance to Europe, Asia, Africa, America, 
and Venezuela. 

An Artist's Model has a model artist in Mr. Hayden Coffin—about 
whom there is nothing funereal except his name. Coffin also has 
& patriotic song all to himself—at least he divides a bit of it with 
the chorus—but he has the lion’s share. It is called ‘‘ Hands 
Off,” and very downright it is, in spite of the Censor, who thought 
be was saving the peace of the world by altering “ Kaiser” into 
“ Deutscher,” and ‘“ Pinchbeck Cesar" into “foreign rivals.’’ 
The effect is the same, though; we all know what Coffin means. 
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And when the aforesaid chorus draw their swords. and onlv refrain 
from killing somebody by, the tyranny of the stage manager. the 
resuit is thrilliz 

















The pantomimes are doing fine business, and I am glad to find 
that the charming Lyceum production is flourishing—it is one of 
the daintiest things in London. Miss Gracie Lane as Polly 
Hopkins is more delicious than ever. GOSSAMER. 


As I remarked last week in my brief criticism upon the 
Prisoner of Zenda, love, when dramatised, hath never been known 
to fail, so I can congratulate Henry Arthur Jones upon working 
this never-worn-out theme, the constant feature in his new play 
of English modern life, called Michael and His Lost Angel, the 
first performance of which took place at the Lyceum on 
Wednesday last. The principal characters are the Reverend 
Michael ‘Feversham (Mr. Forbes Robertson) and_ Audrie 
Lesden (Miss Marion Terry). The first act is laid in the Vicarage 
parlour at Cleveheddon, through the windows of which are to be 
seen the grand architectural proportions of a modernised Miuster 
Church, where a very unconventional scene is enacted. A 
betrayed village maiden, and the daughter of the Vicar’s secre- 
tary, is, at the Vicar’s command, compelled to pass through 
the ordeal of a public confession and expression of penitence. 
Subsequently, Miss Marion Terry, whose acting is invariably sweet 
and womanly, appears in the guise of a flippant society syren, 
Audrie Lesden. Her spasmodic utterances are not very interesting 
in point of dialogue. She hunts the Vicar as an adultress will 
hunt. He worships the picture of his mother, whom 
he describes as his good angel. ‘Oh that those lips 
had language,” one expects him to say, but he doesn’t. 
Audrie Lesden dubs herself the Vicar’s bad angel. She over- 
comes his reluctance to yield to her platonic love by various 
arts, one of which is her magnificent subscriptions to the fund 
for restoring the Minster Church, a project upon which he 
has set his heart, and, by her financial aid, accomplishes. She 
follows the Vicar to a lonely island where he isin the habit of passing 
a few days occasionally, and there, by an arrangement of circum- 
stances, apparently accidental, they pass the night together. 
Then, to conceal this awkward incident, they both resort to 
duplicity and deception, an aspect unavailable with the Vicar’s 
secretary, Andrew Gibbard (Mr. W. Mackintosh) who calls upon the 
Vicar to pass, in atonement, through a similar ordeal as he had 
prescribed for Rose Gibbard (Miss Sarah Brooke). Ultimately, the 
Vicar at his dedication service in his restored Minster, which is a 
splendid achievement in scenic art, makes a florid confession of his 
sin to a seemingly unamazed congregation: ‘I have broken the 
— of the marriage vow.’’ He casts off his priest’s robes and 

epartss 

The final act takes place in the reception room of the Monastery 
of San Salvatore, at Majano, Italy, whither the Vicar has gone for 
seclusion, and, of course, he is followed by the Temptress, who 
there obligingly expires in his arms, previously telling him that her 
husband is dead. The play excited no emotion, and I gazed with 
adamantine callousness, a demeanour I cannot always maintain 
when a true pathetic chord is touched in my peculiar organisation. 
I could only feel that I had witnessed a modern adaptation of the 
legend of the Temptation of St. Anthony. Mr. Forbes Robertson 
plays the Saint, and Miss Marion Terry plays the Devil with him. 
Mr. Hawes Craven’s scenery is stupendously grand. The stained- 
glass window in the restored Minster is very beautiful, and the 
interior of the Minster resembles that of some of the Continental 
Catholic Cathedrals I have seen. Mr. Edward German’s incidental 
church music was very pleasing. The house was filled with a 
brilliant audience, amongst whom was our Colonial Secretary. 

EmpirE.—Mr. Michael Santley, son of the celebrated Mr. 
Charles Santley, made his first appearance on the variety stage at 
the Empire Theatre as a vocalist and instrumentalist, appearing as 
a “Street Singer.’ The company are rehearsing a new ballet on 
a French subject. 


The Empire Palace Limited. 
(To the Editor of “‘ Fun.’’) 


Sir,—A matinée will be given at this theatre on Thursday, the 
30th day of January, ‘to provide boots and warm clothing for the 
poorer classes of children attending the London Board Schools.” 
The matinée is given in respouse to an urgent appeal from & 
deputation of head teachers representing 8,000 schoolmasters and 
schoolmistresses in the metropolis. Thousands of the little ones 
are compelled either to absent themselves from school during the 
severe winter weather, or to attend shoeless and half-clad, at the 
risk of health, if not of life itself. 

The funds will be dealt with by the teachers themselves. 

_ Remittances may be sent to Messrs. Sir Samuel Scott, Bart., and 
Company, 1, Cavendish Square, London, W., or to myself, and all 
tae ar: will so thankfully acknowledged and advertised 
through the Press.—Yours, etc.. 


f — - TF 


Secretary’ 
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THE (UN)WILLING UNEMPLOYED.—"‘SEVEN MERRY CADGERS ARE WE.” 
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is one of the best paying artful dodges known to London Artful Dodgers. 
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the termination of a few hours’ healthful ‘‘ constitutional” the process of thawiny ‘‘the Poor Frozen-out Market ( 
We put down, 


AND each, Micawber-like, ‘‘ waiting for something to turn up.” 
And, behold, something has turned up, or, rather, come down, namely, a fall of snow. A grand “‘ gala-day”’ for the festive frauds. 


‘‘The Frozen-out Market Gardener swindle ”’ 
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A KNOWLEDGE OF COLOUR. 


‘‘Wuart is that on the table, Auntie ?’”’ 
“A pincushion, Marjorie.” 
“ No, it isn't a pink cushion. It’s a yellow cushion.” 


My Doctor. 


Wo found me in my bed forlorn, 
And smiled with viciousness inborn, 
Would diagnose my case next morn ? 
My doctor. 
Who plied with stethoscope me well, 
With thumps produced a smothered yell, 
My malady declined to tell ? 
My doctor. 


Who surfeited me with queer pills, 
And draughts, aud oxymel of squills ? 
Memory mindful of them thrills. 

My doctcr. 








How ? 


A SERVANTS’ agency has _ recentl 
promised all domestics, who—throug 
its means—obtain situations—and keep 
| them three years—a silver watch. 

Ha! ha! A safe promise. As the 
husband of an employer of female 
labour—who does all the work, and puts 
the rest out, and waits on the hand- 
maidens and allows them eight evenings 
a week out and every Sunday, and as 
many followers as they choose—we beg 
to remark again, ‘‘Ha! ha! A safe 
offer.” 

And we don’t mind betting that the 
only silver watch that agency possesses, 
it will still possessin three years time.— 
From “‘ Peter Poltwatile: His Opinions,” 
Book III., Chap. XIX., a, 6, and c 
divisions. 


A Pack of Nonsense. 


“You deal quickly,’’ said Bifton to 
Moldrew, at our last card party. 

‘“‘T can play nap with any pack I ever 
saw.” 

‘‘T saw one to-day you couldn’t play 
nap with,” said Wagley. 

‘“‘T’ll bet you a fiver I could! Whose 
was it?” 

“Oh, it was a pack of hounds, 
Wagley, who had been hunting. 


9 


said 


Ultra-Particular. 


PIFFLER told us, the other day, that his 
landlady was so overpoweringly correct 
that she will not even allow salad to 
come to the table unless it is dressed. 
There now ! 


THE Money Cotumn in this paper will 
henceforth (and hence-fifth as well) be 
called ‘‘ The Fun-ancial News.”’ 


A Paradox. 


““JEPHSON seems a very popular 
fellow. He is always out when I call. 
Where does he go?”’ 

‘* At Homes.” 

N.B.—Jephson is a reciter. 
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Who for diet gave horrid slops ? 

I wanted juicy steaks and chops, 

Washed down with lager, stout, or Kops. 
My doctor. 


Who, when I said I must go out, 
And business matters look about, 
Replied—the city I must scout? 

My doctor, 


He kept me in my room a week. 

He had juet saved me by a squeak ! ! 

Quoth, in language grave and meek, 
My do tor. 
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CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Enhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


O EGGS REQUIRED 


cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the | 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


FAMILY DOCTOR 
NO ALKALIES USED 
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Polishing 








Paste. 


Ge P . 

The most reliable preparation for Cleanins 
and Brilliantly polishing brass, Copper, Tin, Britannia Metal, 
Platinoid, &. Sold everywhere. 

Sole M lclurers 
JOSEPH PICKERIN 


G & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 


House, Fastcheap, E.G 
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Fun Week-by-Week. 
By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Have been kept extensively on the move these last 
few days. Activity in so many directions that I find it no easy 
matter to be ‘“‘on the spot” all the time. However, genius 
triumphs, and I’m all there (also ‘‘here”’ and “ everywhere ’’) up 
to now. What with the Educational Emergency Committee, Head 
Masters’ Conference, Head Mistresses’ Ditto, with lunches here and 
dinners there, and conversaziones at other places, they seemed de- 
termined to let us know all about it. The coming generation ought 
to know a bit, any way. 


The teachers must not think me rude 
For throwing quirks in— 

But see how “ Nature is subdued 
To what it works in,”’ 

For those who teach (by choice or fate) 
And pose, ‘‘ youth’s minion,” 

Are burning now to educate 
The world’s opinion. 


Very active in Naval quarters also. Balfour quite right—we' e 
all of one mind when it’s a case of ‘“‘ Rule Britannia.”’ 


Thursday.—At Westminster Police Court for a few hours. More 
or less amusing case of ladies taken in by a sham “ Lerd Wilton.” 
Same old moral—how easily some people are taken in! Not yet 
proved that the prisozer is the man, of course, 


Friday.—Round to the Aquarium to see a chap with a French 
name and an American accent swallowing swords. Thought it very 
expert and interesting, but should imagine it very indigestible. He 
also swallowed his watch. Must find that a great convenience 
when he has to go through some shady quarter. Would be very 
useful to the “ pinching ’”’ fraternity, too. Am practising it myself, 
but makes me cough ! 


Saturday.—Re-opening of Law Courts. Always go down in 
my wig and gown—impresses my family. Nothing particularly 
exciting in the list—a couple of breach of promises, but not 
specially promising. 

Spent rest of day with splendid gift-book. I call it ‘“ gift- 
book,” because I would like somebody to give it to me. A 
London Garland, a selection of verse relating to London, culled 
by Mr. W. E. Henley from ‘all the poets,’’ from Chaucer to 
Kipling, and illustrated by the members of the Society of Illus- 
trators—Parsons, Pennell, Abbey, Macbeth, Sandys, Crane, Wyllie, 
Stacey, Millar, Fulleylove, the Sullivans, Partridge, Manton, 
Raven-Hill, Phil May, and all the lot of them, not forgetting the 
beautiful, beautiful Beardsley ; a delightful book. 


Monday.—Went tosee my auntinthecountry. Got expectations 
from my aunt. Had lunch with my aunt. My aunt took me fora 
drive in the afternoon. Dined with my aunt. Came back to town 
thoroughly knocked up. Don’t know what happened anywhere 
else. 

Tuesday.—In bed all day. Always like that the day after I’ve 
been to my aunt’s. Oh, money! how you do run us into bilious 
attacks ! 

Wednesday.—Attended Francy Dress Ball at Covent Garden. 
Sir Augustus Fanci-apparel-lanus failed to recognise me in my garb 
of Oom Paul. Too astute for him, this time. 


Tre SPOTTER. 











NOW ON SALE, 


“FUN ALMANAC’ 


FOR 1896. 


Price Twopence; Fost Free, 2id. 


Fun Almanac has an illustration of the European nations playing at foot- 
ball. Apparently there is no referee in the game.—South Eastern Herald, 


Fun Almanac is the interesting Christmas number of the popular comic 
paper. It has got its motto and tit-bit for every day in the year, and these a 
very amusing reading. There are sketches, satirical poems, jokes, and illus- 
trations in number.—Reynolds Newspaper. 


Fun Almanac for 1896 has just been issued. Fun is an old favourite, but age 
does not wither, nor custom stale, the quality of its humour. Every page 
contains, not one, but many laughs, al the man who cannot find two- 
pennyworth of amusement in the present issue deserves never to smile again.— 
North Wilts Herald, 


Fun Almanac, full of jokes and laughable illustrations, is well up to the 
mark, and may be looked upon as a big two pennyworth.—The Stage. 


Fun Almanac has much that is amusing. The cartoon is serious enough. 
It represents the Great Powers as footballers, and the tussel that is on foot is 
fierce and determined.—Northern Ensign, 


Fan Almanac for 1896 is brimful of wit and humour, and no more agreeable 
companion could one have to while away a leisure hour. The calendar for each 
month is very cleverly compiled, satire and witticism being most happily com- 
bined. It is excellent value for twopence, and certainly occupies a foremost 
rank in comic literature.—Limerick Chronicle. 


Fun Almanac is excellent, full of clever pictures and smart letterpress, and 
a merrier twopennyworth of mirth will not be purchasable this Christmastide, 
The Almanac well sustains its big reputation.—The Sun. 


Fun Almanac is a decidedly lively and enlivening Christmas number, the 
drawings bold and well executed, the jokes daring, as per example (a suitable 
cartoon illustrating the text): Theatrical Manager.—*‘ Can you dance the Can 
Can?” New Ballet Girl (showing off her shapely limbs and “ figure ”).—*“ No, 
Sir! I can’t, can’t.” But there is much more “Attic salt” than that to be 
found if you will only purchase this excellent “ two pennyworth.”— Birkenhead 
and Cheshire Advertiser. 


Fun’s Annual for 1896, which has just reached us, is full of bright, well drawn 
pictures and funny stories, besides innumerable paragraphs, calendars for the 
month, etc. The paper forms a bright contrast to the dullness of most of the 
year’s Christmas numbers, and the small price at which it is published will 
make it deservedly popular.—Boston Guardian, 

Comic Calendars are, as a rule, yg eee | reading, but an honourable 
exception must be made in favour of that which appears in Fun Almanec. 
The record for October 1, 1896, “The Emperor William grows a beard to the 
sound of trumpets,” is particularly happy.—The Globe. 

There are certain plants which improve by being periodically transplanted, 
and Fun seems to be one of these. The ordinary numbers have been much 
brighter lately, while Fun Almanac is full of really good illustrations and 
humorous matter.—Society. 


Fun Almanac, in addition to the comicalities of the Eee pasnes, 
contains a burlesque calendar and a series of short articles on “‘The Whole Art 
of Shopping.” — Daily Graphic, 


Order at once, to avoid disappointment, or send 24d. 
to ‘‘ Fun”’ Offices, 23 and 27, Bouverie Street, 
London, E.C. 
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‘A SOVEREIGN REMEDY.” 


“T find that your Carbolic Ointment is a soueenan remedy for Chilblains, It at once 
relieves the sore and irritating pain, and a few applications complete the cure,”—From 
Wa. VauGHan, Esq., Clark’s Green, Capel, Surrey. 


‘‘A MIRACULOUS OINTMENT.” 


“ Having a very sensitive skin, much affected by cold winds, it made me a victim to 
great suffering, although having tried numerous remedies. A friend insisted on my 
trying your Carbolic Ointment, and gave me tog of ite efficacy. I applied it also for 
a very burn on my hands, which, after a few applications, ts entirely relieved, and 
having used it beneficially for other purposes, I can only describe it as a miraculous 
Ointment.”—From W. J. Wax, Esq., Nunhead, London, 





CALVERT'S CARBOLIC OINTMENT 


Is unequalled as a Remedy for Chilblains, Chapped Hands, Piles, Scalds, Neural 





Rheumatic Pains, Sore Eyes, Earache, Cuts, lusect Bi-es or Stings, Throat Colds, and 
other Skin Ailments. 
Large Pots, 134d. each, at Chemists, &c., or Post Free for value, 
F. C. CALVERT & CO., MANCHESTER: 
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HE BODEGA COMPANY Ltd 


Wine and Spirit Importers and Merchants. 




















Branches :— 
LONDON: 


42, Glasshouse Street, Regent Street, W. 


2, Bedford Street, Strand, W.C. 


5 and 6, Bucklersbury, — E.C. 


72, Mark Lane, E 
86 and 87, Bishopsgate St. Within, E.C 
Cowper’s Court, Cornhill, E.C. 
87, Coleman Street, E.C. 
45, Chancery Lane, W.C, 


BIRMINGHAM : 


York Passage and High Street. 
18, Temple Street. 


MANCHESTER: 


Commercial Buildings, Cross Street. 


LIVERPOOL: 
11, Dale Street. 


EDINBURGH: 
7, South St. Andrew Street. 


DUNDEE: 
3, Murraygate. 


BRIGHTON : 
10, Ship Street. 


RYDE: 
74, Union Street. 


DUBLIN: 
Commercial Buildings, Dame Street. 

















Agencies :— 


LONDON : 


The Arches, Ludgate Hill, E.C. 
37, Hereford Road, Bayswater. 
62, Woodgrange Road, Forest Gate. 
158, Stroud Green Road, Crouch Hill, N. 
17, The Parade, Cricklewood. 


BIRMINGHAM : 


17, Temple Row and Bradford Passage, 
Corporation Street. 
120, Great Hampton Street. 


HASTINGS: 
24 and 25, Robertson Street. 


GLASGOW : 


11, South Exchange Place. 
St. George’s Cross. 
225, New City Road. 
Charing Cross. 

183, North Street. 
Kent Road. 


Also at 
MANCHESTER 


And elsewhere. 








66 
The BODEGA 7 system of business has been established more than 


a quarter of a century. 





The opportunity of tasting the Company’s shipments in the Original 
Casks, at reasonable prices per sample glass, enables customers to 
familiarise themselves with Wines which are pure, and therefore 


eee. 


wholesome. 





| 


Head Offices: 88, Bishopsgate Street Within, E.C., London. 


Telegraphic Address: “BODEGA, LONDON.” 


PRICE LISTS OBTAINABLE AT A 





NY OF THE ABOVE ADDRESSES, OR THROUGH THE POST UPON APPLICATION. 


Telephone No. 1,297. 
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Wednesday.—Once more was on the spot at the St. James’ Hall 
ballad concerts. Recitations much better suited for purpose this 
week. ‘Major Namby,” given by Mrs. Bancroft, and Calverly’s 
** Gemini and Virgo,” given by Mr. Bancroft, much more to the point. 
Good concert otherwise—gave me appetite for dinner. Had pre- 
viously been down to the Central Criminal Court. Mrs. Gordon’s 
case rather fizzled out. I was inspired to write a poem upon the 
subject. I call it 


WHOLESALE ROBBERY. 


The tale she told was one of dread, 
And filled the honest mind with loathing 
They stole her gold and deeds, she said, 
And even took away her clothing. 
And when into the court she came 
Her character they laid a hand on, 
And, having taken her good name, 
They left her scare a leg to stand on. 


Thursday.—Great activity in Naval Department. Recruiting 
heavily. One Johnnie wanted me to join. Had it been in the 
old press gang days, I believe he would have bad me. As it was, 
we cheered Chamberlain and parted friends. 

Saw Miss Kitty Loftus lose her law suit—it wasn’t her suit 
exactly, but you know whatI mean. Of course, her suit would 
have been a “ boy’s”’ if she had had her way. 


Friday.—Just dropped in to hear some arguments in the arbitra- 
tion case beween the Tower Subway and the Tower Bridge people. 
The former complain that the latter damages their business. 
Should say that was so, but what can youexpect. Improvements 
always damage somebody, besides, a subway’s just the thing to go 
under, isn’t it? Anda bridge is just the thing to run over things, 
isn't it ? 








JANUARY 28, 1896. 
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Saturday.—Took a trip to Ashanti. Just in time to help General 
Scott occupy Coomassie. Helped to bring the King along part of 
the way down to the coast. Beastly country, though, so soon got 
tired of it and came away. Cheered for—well—I don’t know. 
Haven’t we almost had enough of it, seriously ? Our Colonial Seo- 
retary behaved uncommonly well in an awkward crisis, and nobody 
can grudge him hearty applause, but—well—there’s another 
view of it, which may not have struck you. Once more am I in- 
spired to poetry. The trill this time is 


UNCOMPLIMENTARY. 


To all it’s plain that Chamberlain 
Has, in a crisis, ‘‘ acted splendid,” 
But all these cheers when he appears 
May give a notion unintended. 
Each Briton pays his meed of praise, 
But let’s be decently collected, 
Gush without stint may seem to hint 
His firmness wasn’t quite expected ! 


Monday.—This was a great day for America—at least for that 
portion of it comprising the United States. They made a lot more 
brand new Monroe Doctrine. It’s not much like the real article, 
not even such a good imitation of the reality as their wooden 
nutmegs, though, perhaps, a little more spicy. However, we don’t 
complain—it amuses our Cousins “over there,’’ and, lor’ bless you, 
it don’t hurt us. 


Tuesday.—Only one thing of interest happened to-day. Every- 
thing else set aside and at a standstill for the moment. Everybody 
reading the Daily News. Jubilee number and fac-simile of the 
first issue, edited by Charles Dickens. Capital record capitally 
written. Sat down and read it all day, like the rest of them. 


Tue SPOTTER. 


Why should He be Punished P 


Father (to eldest son).—* John, I think it’s time you got married.” 
Son (aggrievedly).—‘* What for, guv’nor? What have I done?” 





Tue hearts of a United Kingdom, in which the Colonies are 
embraced, go forth in pathy and consolation to our 
beloved Queen and her widowed daughter, Princess Beatrice. 
The latter has invariably been the Queen’s domestic, home- 
loving daughter, and it seems that she is intended to fulfil 
that position permanently, now that Prince Battenberg is no 
more. He has met his death in the fulfilment of duty. His 
loss is, at present, the only grief-stirring incident in the blood- 
less Coomassie campaign. 
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Shopkeeper.—‘* Well! What is it?” 
Customer.—“*I want two packets o’ black lead. It must be 


NIXEY’S, Mother says, 'cos it’s the only thing she blacks Father’s 
eyes with.” 








The Advance of Education. 
Scene: A National Schoolroom. 


Q.—* Now, boys, I shan’t ask you to write an essay, but I want 
to see what you know of natural history. For instance, what 
can you tell me about the dog ?”’ 

A,—“ I dunno,” 

Q.—** You don’t know! Does your father keep a dog?” 

A.—*I ain’t got no father.” 

Q.—* Well, next boy, do your parents keep a dog?” 

A.—* My father keeps the Lion.” 

Q.—*“ What lion is that?” 

A.—* The public-house at the corner,” 

Q.—"I don’t want to hear about that, Which of you boys hasa 
dog at home? ”’ 

A,—* My brother has.” 

Q.—" Very well. What can you tell me about it?” 

A,—* It’s got the mange.” 

@.—" No, no; I don’t want details. Tell me something about 
dogs in general; What sort of living creature is the dog? ” 

A,.—“ A lurcher,.”’ 

Q.—" What do you mean?" 

A.—* My brother Bill's is a lurcher.” 

Q.—Oh, bother your brother! Look here; how many legs has 
the dog ?”’ 

A.—* Four.” 

Q.—“Quite right! And, therefore, you call it——?” 

'A.—*Jumbo,” 

Q.—“ Great Scott! how dense you are! An animal with four legs 
is called @ quadruped, is it not? Very well. A cat is a quadruped. 
Now, how would you tell a cat from a dog?” 

A.—* Look at it.” 

Q.—" Yes; and what would you see?” 

A.—“A cat.” 

“ You are excesssively stupid. 


Oan’t you tell me the obvious 


erences between # dog and a cat? 





99 
7 ‘ A.—* Dogs has to have licences: cats doesn’t. 
Wf ne Q.—I see it is no use asking you any but the s mpl.st questions. 
~ a Na A dog barks. Does.a cat bark?” 
if No VG ai A" No.” 
¥ : Q.— Quite right ! Can youname any other animal besides a dog 


that barks? ” 
A.— Our goat got loose and barked all the apple trees last 


winter.” 
Q.— Well, I give it up. Too much of your learning would soon 


make me mad. Good morning.” 


The Cripplegate Lodge. 


A CINDERELLA dance was given at the Cannon Street Hotel by 
the members of the Cripplegate Lodge. Dances and music were 
all that could be desired. The Cripplegate Quadrille, a dance made 
up of various figures taken from well-known dances, was capital. 
Over 100 sat down tosupper. Bro. Saul Groner, W.M., pee 
“The Health of the Ladies,” and Bro. S. J. Groner, P.M., 
responded. Bro. T. 8. Anderson, I.P.M., gave “ The Health of the 
Past Masters.” The stewards included Bro. James Westerby, 
P.M., Bro. Claud A. Hooper, P.M., Bro. W. P. Hodgson, P.M., Bro, 
T. S. Anderson, I.P.M., Bro. F. Page, 8.W., Bro. J. W. Murray, 
J.W., and Bro. Charles Rean. The M.C.’s were Bro. G. P. Pointer, 
P M., Bro. S. J. Groner, P.M., Bro. A. F. Scott, J.D., Bro, A. 
Woolf, Bro. F. W. Reddell, and Bro. A. L. Unthank. Bro. W. 
Medwin, P.M., the secretary, wins F'un’s congratulations on the 


success of the evening. 


Time “ Up to Date.” 


I’ve grown so very weary of 
My light and airy clothes. 

They did not half protect me 
From the cold and winter’s snows. 

The north-west wind that used to wrap 
My form in its embrace 

I have discarded, in its stead, 
I wear the golfer’s face. 

I used to wear my beard unkempt, 

' Bedraggled, hanging down. 

T’was hoary white. I’ve changed it now, 
It’s dyed a lovely brown. 

My dull old Scythe I’ve laid away, 
And in its place I swing 

A golfing club, I’m “ up to date” 
In every blessed thing. 


My bald old pate you'll see no more, 
I wear a fetching cap. 

An eye-glass now adorns my eye. 
Oh! I’m a gay old chap. 

My hour glass now is all I’ve kept 
Of my old-fashioned frills. 

I keep it just to time me when 
I go “‘ the pace that kills.” 

Now that I’m “ faked” up all so fine, 
Ah! Demme ! dontcherknow ! 

I’m sorry that through ages past, 
I’ve been so very slow. 

I might have passed through eons as 
A dudelet most sublime, 

For it is such an easy thing 
To get good clothes * on time.” 


My missus, too, has followed me ! 
It’s a thing I don’t half like 

To see her portly form astride, 
With * bloomers ” on a “ bike.” 

I wish I'd left the blessed thing 
Behind me in my pace, 

It’s turned a torment now to me 
To see the human race. 

Thauk goodness! how the century 
Is coming to a close; 

And I don’t wonder if the girls 
Will take another pose, 

I’m sick of all their silly rot, 
Their gabble, and their tricks : 

I hope to goodness that they'll change 
in Kighteen-Ninety-Six. 












































JANUARY 28, 1896. 








sil ' ' ‘ 
y\ SY Wy 
Nw . NN 
\ TW iy 
‘its 
y 
. 


Viqek 

AMAA 

Woy’, | 

WA | 
\ 


‘N 


\) 


\\ NI Ni) 


SAMY 
\y 


\ 
\ 
\ 

\\ 
\\ 
\\ 


IN 
NN 
bi 
ia. 


" 
a | 
.% 
| 
| 
| 


FUN. 








. 


i 
Hh 
it 


BALL ROOM NOTES. 
































age 


oe 











ie i ee 


Nig SRA IE ABE et alge 


ge ORS 


LER ROR IRIM Bm 


Piet, Mle: 








- ~~ ws 
OS I CNBR RAS. A i a8: 


ae 





Sanrio pn 





ste coo eee 








» 


& 


SRI mass 


ie 


a canine 





JanvudRy 28, 1896. 








Cartoon Verses. 
KinGc PrREMPEH :— 


CoLtoneL, Colonel, do not shoot sah ; 
Dis yer coon, sah, am come down, 
Colonel, let me kiss yer boot, sah ; 
Colonel, Colonel, why you frown ? 
Golly, Colonel, dis am awful, 
Prempeh swear, sah, at your feet :— 
“ Nebber more do things unlawful, 
Him be careful what him eat!’’ 


(He grovels.) 


Butt (soliloquising) :— 
Bah, these kings are like each other— 
Lily-livered braggers all. 
Prempeh and his Prussian brother, 
** Fain would climb but fear to fall !’’ 
Hear them talk about their power— 
Talk, they talk you deaf and dumb— 
They can talk—but see them cower 
At the rattle of a drum. 


If I rest in calm seclusion, 
“He is weak,” the nations say: 
* All his power’s a delusion, 
He's a that’s had his day. 
Come, let’s plunder him er, 
All together, who’s a ? 
For his wealth is but a tether 
And it binds him to his trade!” 


Still, remembrance makes them linger, 
“Is he weak indeed ?” they think : 
Though they point with mocking finger, 

Wisdom holds them on the brink. 
If I for a moment slumber , 
“ See, he’s dead at last,” they cry, 





And my colonies they number 
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Slowly, slowly, forward creeping ; 
‘Is he really, truly dead ? 
Hark, what's that ; hischildren weeping ? 
Forward brothers, nought’s to dread.”’ 
Bah, I yawn, and helter-skelter 
Gone are all my sneaking foes ; 
Hastily they seek them shelter, 
“* Peace,” they cry, ‘* he did but doze! "’ 


“* Peace!”’ they shout in voice of thunder. 
Peace? an armed and threat’ning 
peace ! 
*Pon my word, I often wonder 
When the farce will have to cease. 
I am rich, oh, that’s undoubted ; 
Very slow to take offence ; 
But if I am mocked and flouted, 
Should it be at my expense. 


Flying Squadrons ; Expeditions; 
If they’re only for display, 
If they’re merely exhibitions, 
Those who want them ought to pay. 
Free display, well, it evinces 
Folly of a sh sort ; 
Wise men made the sport of Princes, 
Make the Princes pay for sport, 


Is it just, when this poor devil 
For his folly has to pay, 

That the Prussian, ’spite his revel, 
Should go freely on his way? 

Humph !—Get up there! Stand up- 

right, man, 

You were foolish as you see— 

But, good heavens! why this fright, 


man ¢f 


ry 


(Prempeh still grovels.) 

Oh, it’s really too disgusting ! 

Hi, there, take this King away. 
To my patience feebly trusting, 

How these monarchs go astray. 
Pseudo-civilised or savage— 

Rotting trees or weakly shoots— 
First they threaten war and ravage, 

Then they come and lick my boots. 











Parliamentary Rhymes. 


Youne Evelyn Hubbard 

Has gone to his cupboard, 

At Brixton, to find a bone, 

But when he got there 

The place was quite bare, 

And billed and canvassed by Nunn. 


“ Tum Story of Another Suez Canal,” 
by Henry J. Rouse, M.I.C.E., is being 
issued by the Bouverie Publishing Com- 
pany. The author dedicates the volume 
to the profound and abiding patriotism 
of his fellow countrymen. The essence 
of the entire scheme, herein promulga- 
ted, is its practicability in all respects, 
and probable suppression of the existing 
Suez Canal. So rouse ye up, my merry, 
merry men. “ I] nous faut de l’audace, 
et encore |’audace, et toujours l'audace,” 
quoth Georges Danton, and freely trans- 
lated means—‘“ Sea Power! and, again, 
Sea Power!! always Sea Power!!!” 


AMATEUR GARDENER is informed his 
friend was wrong in describing the 
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KING PREMPEH.—“ GLAD YOU NO SHOOT, COLONEL. THIS NIGGER HAVE COME DOWN.” 
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4 By tHe “ Esrast TERRIBLE.” 
I nEAD that after King Prempeh 
Ny had submitted, he “placed his 






L head between Mr. Maxwell’s feet, 
clasping it meanwhile with his hands.” 
The telegram goes on to say that it 

rire ~..  ‘‘ was a most impressive ceremony.” 


ie -y . * » 

oe, 7 | \) After this, one may expect to learn 
| from Reuter’s agents in various parts 

of the globe little details of this de- 


} 
' . . 
scription :— 
' | A very impressive sight was witnessed at 


the Cannibal Islands yesterday. On the oc- 


\ casion of the hoisting of the Union Jack the 

J King flayed a missionary alive, boiled and ate 

him, and gracefully scattered a few drops of the soup upon the flag of Great 
Britain. 

The victory of the United Kingdom over the allied armies of France, 


Germany, the United States, Austria, Russia, and Brazil was celebrated by the 
black subjects of the Queen of England in right royal fashion. A huge circle 
was formed by the men, women, and children of the locality. In the centre 
was placed atub of boiling oil. In their innocent merriment to honour the 
Mother Country, the natives took the weakest among them, and—despite their 
shrieks and struggles—placed them in the vat and held them there until they 
were dead. It was most exhilarating to see the innocent glee of the onlookers, 
and to understand that their gambols {were actuated by affection for the 
British Crown. 
* * * 

It is no use getting excited because some silly Venezuelans have 
burned Lord Salisbury in effigy at Caracas. What does it matter? 
We can afford to smile at the puerility of the babies of Caracas, 
and—to use an Americanism—we need not Caracas. I mean 
*‘ care & cuss.” 

* * . 

I like that honest speech of Admiral Gheradi, of the U.S.A. navy. 
“The English are just as stubborn as ourselves, and just as proud,” 
he says. ‘‘ We have inherited these traits from them. I can assure 
you that England will fight, but the last people whom she wishes to 
fight are oureelves.”’ 

a * * 

The Ameer of Afghanistan may not be Ameer—that is, a mere 
Sultan to be bulldozed. But we cannot allow him to exterminate 
the friendly Kaffirs who believe themselves to be under British pro- 

ection. The Ameer is a valuable ally, but, though we can standa 
good deal, we cannot (Afghani)stand that. 

So now Brazil has joined in the fray and threatens—if we do 
not relinquish the Island of Trinidad to her—to “ break off diplo- 
matic relations with Great Britain.’’ Good heavens! what will 
become of us? Our trade supremacy will be shattered unless we 
can patch matters up. We shall be invaded, captured, pulverised, 
unless we give way. Discretion is the better part of valour, and 
no one can blame us for knuckling down to Brazil? Who could 
withstand so mighty a nation? The strength of its language 
alone would demolish all Europe. 

* * * 


We call England the Mother of Nations. Brazil wants to be 
known as the Trini-dada. 
* ¥ ™ 


“FUN” LYRICS, (No. 10.) 
A FRaGMENT, 
Good-bye, sweetheart; nay, no crying, 
Hear the sound of fife and drum! 
See the flags are gaily flying, 
Think no more of death and dying, 
rhough the shot around be flying, 
Home to thee, dear, I shgll come. 
Love, they say, is King of all, 
f death think not a jot 





Mr. Blunt (to waiter).—* A steak ; and look sharp!” = 
Waiter (who has been run off his legs, savagely).—* You can 
have a steak, but we don’t keep any ‘ look sharp’ here! 


A Harum-Scarum Sorter Chap. 


Tue rat ran through the boudoir fair, 
Where the Sultan’s wives were sitting, 
And the thousand shrieks that rose in air 

Were wild and ear-drum splitting. 


The rodent raised his head with pride, 
The rodent’s laugh was mellow; ! 
‘‘By Mahomet’s beard!” the rodent cried, 
‘I’m @ HAREM-SCARE’EM fellow!” 


His Criterion. 


Magistrate (to prisoner).— Your hand was found in the gentle- 
man’s pocket. What have you to say?” ’ 

Prisoner (disqustedly).—“ Genelman’s pocket, hindeed! Call 
‘im @ genelman? Why, there was nothink in ’is pocket |” 


On the File, Mary! 


We’ vE placed it on the file, Mary, 
Your song in which the tricks 

So well foretell of ‘‘ The British Belle 
In Nineteen Ninety-Six.”’ 


We’ve placed it on the file, Mary, 
And the Editor then alive 

Shall print your lay about Christmas Day 
In Nineteen Ninety-Five. 


We've placed it on the file, Mary, 
And Fn will his name affix 

To a cheque for you, worth two-pounds-two, 
In Nineteen Ninety-Six. 


Worth Her Weight in Gold. 


THE gay adventurer in his arms 
Did the loving maid enfold: 

‘To me, my sweet, with your priceless charms, 
You are worth your weight in gold!” 


But, when he had left her, his heart was chill, 
And the glance in his eye was cold: 

‘“‘ Yes, yes, I have read her dead father’s" will, 
And—she’s worth her weight in gold!” 


Must be Sacrificed. 


THE dame bas donned her Trilby cuff, 
And tied her Trilby laces, 

And powder from her Trilby puff 
Fair-sprinkled on her face is. 

She’s fixed her Trilby watch and chain, 
And squared her Trilby bonnet: 

Her wee pet dog in arms she’s ta’en, 
And dropped a tear upon it, 

‘* Alas, I needs must sell you now! 
My heart will sore and chill be; 

But, since that you’re a male bow-wow, 
I cannot call you Trilby! ”’ 
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[BER ¢ r workers seeking to establish a fund which will enable them to send daily a fresh supply of periwinkles to one of the group of the 
South Sx 1 Islands, on which is! ed a tribe of cannibals. It is most firmly believed that that universally-esteemed and most dainty delicacy, the periwinkle, 
will s ly wean t : nd degraded South Sea Islanders from their brother-devouring propensities.” 
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A circular, somewhat to the above effect, is handed to your maid, accompanied by a‘card, bearing the name of, say, “ Silas Spiderleg.” Should the gentleman 
in question (who humbly craves a small donation towards the periwinkle scheme) be left in the hall, a moment or two will suffice to enable him to deposit sundry 
umbrellas and walking sticks placed in the stand inside his enormous “ mother gamp”; or, if it suits his purpose better, to add a few overcoats to his eminently- 
respectable and sleek form, If invited into the drawing-room, until mistress or master is informed of his visit, then woe to all portable costly trinkets handy. 
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: eS Agent.—' Anything in my line to-day, 
' pk ie ef | gir? I travel in fishing hooks.” 
| ae Shopkeeper (savagely). —‘'No; you 
| pie SP | don’t catch te with any of your con- 
| | founded hooks!” 
Agent.— And yet you seem ina biting 
mood, too! Good-day, sir!” 


- wee 


ii | Had to Hook It. | 


-_ 


‘ pa The Bus was Full. 


she Mr. Gayleigh (to Miss Matwre).— 
t Sit on my knee, ma’am.”’ 
: Miss Mature (indignantly).—" Cer 
ook tainly not! I've never sat on & man’s 
Pp \ knee in my life!” 
fi & 5; 7 Mr. Gayleigh.— Well, it’s never too 
fh, y p™& ‘A i late to learn, ma’am!”’ 
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oy Z A Taking Young Lady. 


: ree. fe Mr. Welthy.—“ Yes, you can have my 
SH a ff : \ daughter if you like, young man; but I 
| : ought to tell you that she takes after 
) SGuih rs = | me, and I am very bad tempered.” 
' A vif? ~ foray ’ Young Man.—‘'I don’t mind, sir, so 
ie7 | long as she takes after you when you are 
; | er—called away !”’ 


\ Never Mind. 


) First Working Man, — * Fancy the 

a ' Hemperor of Germany sending that 

( ie BA: there telygram to Old Kruger! I should 
say he was out of his mind,” 

| Second Ditto.— Out of his mind? 

Well, I should say he was in it, for he 

\ must ‘ave bin wandering in his mind!” 





I. | = \ Truthful William. 


\ “Ban, bah, William! Have you any 


f 
| f 
‘ y / \ sense?” 6 
. j ‘‘ No, sir; no, sir; I’m too dense! N 
. jrag is my master, and Bounce is my a 

\ dame, 
\ And I’m always up to some idiotic 


WA, te Mein ey seal game!” 


Y OF 


yf 





Dry. r 


Mr. Richtrade (to doctor).—"' I dunno P 

‘xactly wot'sthe matter with me, doctor ; 

NOT ro BE EXPECTED but I ’ave sich a bloatered feelin’ arter 
‘4 9 breakfus’,”’ 


Wy, ‘ Arriet, ‘ow is it you've broke it horf wiv Bill 
“Couldn't stick ‘im out. I'd put bh p wiv ‘im meetin’ me wivout raisin’ ‘is ‘at, but Doctor Sarkasm.— Perhaps you eat 
too many bloaters?’’ 


when it comes to sayin’ ‘Good evenin’, ‘arriet,’ wivout the haitch—I cawn’'t stand it.” 








Sam Wellerisms. by vere v + Ate we 

0 Tes, Aten! » auitelend iol mmry? | aa B regret to have to record the passing away of Mr. William 

[Lt dismiss the subject with ety rd," as the Queen of Mada. Whitfield. The deceased gentleman most assiduously assisted in a — 

gascar said when she answered ‘ No” to the Lord Chamberlain's securing the prominent and world-wide notoriety of this ‘ 

offer of marriage, periodical. He collaborated for a period of 25 years. This 

“There's # divinity which shapes our ends," as the man observed simple fact is the brightest of all that can be said of a colleague 
in the way of eulogy, now that he has gone to his long rest. 


when his sweetheart presented him with a nose-machine. 
‘She is passing fare,"’ as the fellow in the ‘bus remarked when a 


peony * myrere ae penny v0 =e conductor. Messrs. Dunvitie and Oo. Limited, the famous whiske 
' While there's life there's soap,”’ as Pears hopes. distillers in Old Ireland, havs issued a blotting book, which 
includes an English Dictionary, comprising the ordinary and 
newest words in the language, together with other useful matter. 
Day morning. To the journalist, who cannot invariably boast of orthographic 
ray . it . | | | ability, this handy blotting book will come as a boon and a 

.his is @ ohinchiller,” as the furrier explained when he received blessing. There is nothing underhand about it, although, para 


, 
peaking, the boon w be immediately at and under hand Ni 


Nil tam difficile est, quin querendo investigari possit. Vale. 














‘In memory of my late husband,” as the old woman said when 
she fondled the copper-stick on the stairs at 2 o'clock on Boxing 
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TRIBBY OR! NOT TRILBY ?—THAT IS THE QUESTION 
SHAKESPEARE BROUGHT UP TO DATE. 


Little Girl (to Crossing Sweeper).—‘* Who do you call a poor, 
shoeless little begger? Ain’t you never seed a lady a-going to a 
fancy dress ball as Trilby before?” (C rossing Sweeper takes a 
bach seat.) 


Good Doggie. 


Says The Cyclist: ‘‘ Dogsin Holland appear to have a particu 
lar aversion to cycles.” We are not at all surprised or concerned 
to hearit. Not that we have any decided dislike to cycles our- 
selves, but we are pleased to find that the Dutch bow-wow is an 
animal of some feeling and discernment, and not a dull, impassive, 
wooden-headed doggie like a painted Dutch dolly. We had rather 
an impression that he must bea heavy stolid sort of joker like 
mynheer his master. It is refreshing, therefore, to find that the 
only points of resemblance between them are that they 
both go about taking schnapps; the dog at pneumatic tyres, the 
master at, or from, bottle or glass. The instinctive aversion of 
the Dutch bow-wow to the rubber thus resolves itself into a very 
natural and quite national proclivity. Our lively little contem- 
porary does not tell us whether the Dutch dog is most averse to 
male or female cyclists, but it seems to us that the sight of a buxom 
Dutch vrouw in aiken! costume, spinning along on « safety, is a 
something rather too much for even the best regulated bow-wow of 
any nationality. Finally, from inquiries we have made, we are 
given to understand that when the poor dog in Holland is lying sick 
and ill, and tenderly sympathised with by sorrowing friends, it 
is not the cry of “ Rats” that galvanises him intoa sudden access of 
life and vigour. For a picture like this, by a Dutch artist, the 
underwritten legend must of course be ‘‘ Who said Cycles!” 








For Refined, Delicate Palates. 


BIRD'S 





Enhances the acceptability of every 





CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. 
NO EGGS REQUIRED 


palate ; 


CGadbur 


cocoa 


‘Refreshing and Invigorating {fo the | KP > 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
and absolutely unadulterated.” 


Faasttiy’ FHonoTrToeerF orgs Flonse, Rastcheas, 2.0 


K Al 


Rochefou—Cold, without Sugar, and with a 
Slice of Lemon. 


Men may be divided into two classes, those who run after the 
women, and those who run away from them. 


Before marriage a man often feels like squeezing a girl to death, 
and afterwards he too often regrets that he did not do so, 


There are many women who would rather have a bad husband 
than not be married at all. 


Wom 1n's inhumanity to man makes countless thousands mcurn, 
Charity (when organised) dis-covers a multitude of sins. 


The Lord loveth a cheerful giver, but the parson doesn’t care 
what mood he’s in. 


When a woman commences life, she looks for a hero as a 
husband, After a lapse of a few years, she would prefer a genius, 
then she seeks for a capitalist, and finally she puts up with a fool, 


A rich woman sometimes makes a poor wife, 
Man proposes, woman disposes. 


Extremes meet. 
oare. 


A fool and a philosopher both say they don’t 


He Got Nothing. 


Tue other day two young fellows came acrass a beggar with a 
board on which was inscribed ‘‘ Deaf-and-dumb.”’ Doubting the 
genuineness of this statement, one seid to the other 

‘ T’ll toss you, Tom, to see whether I shall give him anything or 
not. If I lose, of course I'l] give him something; but if I win 
he gets nothing. Now, heads I win, tails you lose!” 

This was too much for the « deaf-and-dumb ” 
shouted— 

“'Ang it all, guv’nor, toss fair! Don’t try to swindle a pore 
deaf-and-dumb feller! ’ 


beggar, who 


The Weak and the Strong of It. 


Wren Bimkin, in his best array, 
On pay-day afternoon 

For recreation wends away 
With his companions boon— 

If Bimkin prove so scant of brain 
That, when he’s had enough 

Strong drink to drink, he still must drain 
The fateful, fiery stuff, 

Till, in a Bacchanalian fray, 
He batters barmen three, 

Of Bimkin, then, we wondering say: 
‘* How weak his head must be! "’ 


When Bimkin, on the Monday morn, 
Is from his bridewell lair 

To magisterial presence borne 
In Black Maria’s care, 

And doomed to feed on prison food 
Till fourteen days have filed, 

Gruff growls he, in defiant mood: 
“ T’ll do it on my head!” 

Then change the verdict, which we passed 
On Saturn's night, do we; 

And say of Bimkin, much aghast, 
‘‘ How strong his head must be!” 
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I went to have another look at Drury Lane 
pantomime the other evening, and found 
Cinderella as beautiful as, and a great deal 
more funny than, before. The show scenes 
now go with admirable precision, and the 
comedians have built up their parts with the 
celerity of a jerry-builder—only that there is 
no danger in their handiwork. Messrs. Camp- 
bell, the stout, and Mr. Le(a)no, the slim, 
= ¢ work together with a will, and to hear the 
“Fayre. 8 great audience shout with laughter is a sound 
not easily to be forgotten. Their scene with the flunkey outside 
the Royal Palace would make a cat laugh. I use this simile 
because it is generally accepted, not because I quite understand 
its applicability. : 987 
Miss Isa Bowman is a dear, dainty hit of a Cinderella, and Miss 
Ada Blanche the best and brightest of principal boys. Miss 
Alexandra Dagmar’s splendid voice seems richer and fuller than 


before. It is, indeed, a wondrous show. 
GOSSAMER, 


Dion Boucicault’s great drama The Colleen Bawn, or the Brides 
of Garryowen, was presented at the Princess’ Theatre on Saturday, 
and will continue for a few weeks. The play was well received, as 
it is an old favourite with theatre-goers. All concerned acted 
heartily. The new scenery by Messrs. Cecil E. Hicks and J. 
Johnstone is very realistic. Mr. Thomas Baker has composed the 
music. The latter, in parts, is very sweet and plaintive. 


The Shop Girl at the Gaiety is as popular asever. Miss Ellaline 
Terriss has re-appeared in her role of Bessie Brent. Her song, “ I 
want You my Honey,” is very becomingly rendered. Mr. Seymour 
Hicks has also resumed his part of Charles Appleby. His singing 
and gyrations generally are intensely amusing. The farce could 
not get on without its Miggles, upon whom the principal fun 
appears to settle. His humour keeps one laughing continuously. 

bere are several new songs introduced, and ‘‘ Dear MoTHER 
ENGLAND,” written by Clement Scott, is most stirringly sung by 
Mr. Colin Coop, who plays the millionaire. The house receives 
this song, which is profoundly patriotic and appropriately topical, 
with ringing cheers and encores. Go on, Shop Girl; may your 
shadow increase. 





“FUN ALMANAC’ 








NOW ON SALE. 





FOR 1896. 


Price Twropence; Fost Free, 2jd. 


Fun Almanac has an illustration of the European nations playing at foot- 
ball. Apparently there is no referee in the game.—South Eastern Herald.| 


Fun Almanac is the interesting Christmas number of the popular comic 
paper. It has got its motto and tit-bit for every day in the year, and these are 
very amusing reading. There are sketches, satirical poems, jokes, and illus- 
trations in number.—Reynolds Newspaper. 


Fun Almanac for 1896 has just been issued. Fun is an old favourite, but age 
does not wither, nor custom stale, the quality of its humour. Every page 
contains, not one, but many laughs, and the man who cannot find two- 
pennyworth of amusement in the present issue deserves never to smile again.— 
North Wilts Herald. 


Fun Almanac, full of jokes and laughable illustrations, is well up to the 
mark, and may be looked upon as a big:two pennyworth.—The Stage. 


Fun Almanac has much that is amusing. The cartoon is serious enough. 
It represents the Great Powers as footballers, and the tussel that is on foot is 
fierce and determined.—Northern Ensign. 


Fan Almanac for 1896 is brimful of wit and humour, and no more agreeable 
companion could one have to while away a leisure hour. The calendar for each 
month is very cleverly compiled, satire and witticism being most happily com- 
bined. It is excellent value for twopence, and certainly occupies a foremost 
rank in comic literature.—Limerick Chronicle. 


Fun Almanac is excellent, full of clever pictures and smart letterpress, and 
a@ merrier twopennyworth of mirth will not be purchasable this Christmastide. 
The Almanac well sustains its big reputation.—The Sun. 


Fun Almanac is a decidedly lively and enlivening Christmas number, the 
drawings bold and well executed, the jokes daring, as per example (a suitable 
cartoon illustrating the text): Theatrical Manager.—* Can you dance the Can 
Can?” New Ballet Girl (showing off her shapely limbs and “ figure ”).—* No, 
Sir! I can’t, can’t.” But there is much more “Attic salt” than that to 
found if you will only purchase this excellent “ two pennyworth.”—Birkenhe 
and Cheshire Advertiser, 


Fun’s Annual for 1896, which has just reached us, is full of bright, well drawn 
pictures and funny stories, besides innumerable paragraphs, calendars for the 
month, etc. The paper forms a bright contrast to the dullness of most of the 
year’s Christmas numbers, and the small price at which it is published will 
make it deservedly popular.—Boston Guardian. 


Comic Calendars are, as a ru’e, depressing reading, but an honourable 
exception must be made in favour of that which age in Fun Almanrc. 
The record for October 1, 1896, ‘The Emperor William grows a beard to the 
sound of trumpets,” is particularly happy.—The Globe. 


There are certain plants which improve by being periodically transplanted, 
and Fun seems to be one of these. The ordinary numbers have been much 
brighter lately, while Fun Almanac is full of really good illustrations and 
humorous matter.—Society. 


Fun Almanac, in addition to the comicalities of the ordinary number, 
contains a burlesque calendar and a series of short articles on “The Whole Art 
of Shopping.”—The Daily Graphic. 





Order at once, to avoid disappointment, or send 24d. 
to ‘*Fun”’ Offices, 23 and 27, Bouverie Street, 
London, E.C. 
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PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining «‘ HOVIS,” ori . 
what is supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please — 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed)-t0 


S. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “ Hovis" 
do so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps 


Wh vTY c — stra! » ana +h hall 2 ns : . 
holesale Agents for Australasia and South Africa—Gordon and Gotch. London. Melbourne, Sydney, Brisbane, and Cape Town. 


Printed by Tux Oo-or . @ Societ 7 luder Street ' a 
7 Ce-crmnative PRawei ET MIMITED, « uder Street, New Bridge Street, Londen, E.C.. and Published for the Proprietor by M. ELTon & Co., 27, Bouverie® 


Fleet Street, in the City of Lenden.—Tuesday, January 28th, 1896. 
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re By THE ** ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


A GERMAN military paper tells 
us that it is nonsense to talk 
about the impossibility of invading 
England. ‘It has always been dared, 
and never been impossible,” says the 
sapient scribe. So that, you seo, it is 
not ‘‘impossible,”’ only it can’t be done. 


* * + 


They have funny ideas in America 
of what makes an impartial tribunal. 
Mr. Condert, one of the American 
\ | gentlemen appointed by the President 
care — to see that naughty, wicked England 

' does not hurt a hair of the head of 
dear, innocent Venezuela—Mr. Condert 
has called England ‘‘the bully of Europe.” 


* * 








Exit the Transvaal and*American excitement; enter the goose- 
berry. The good old gardener has once more captured the news- 
papers. There is one extenuating circumstance. It is not the 
size of the gooseberry, but its earliness that led to its appearance 
in print. 

* * x 

You can naturally always rely on a good “ fish story’ at a meet- 
ing of the Piscatorial Society. At its last meeting a big pike was 
brought by a member to show his admiring fellow ciubmen. After 
the inspection, the fish was given to a waiter to be washed. While 
being bathed the pike came to life again! 


* * % 


We have at last a magistrate whose chief desire is apparently not 
to prove that the law is a “ hass.” Mr. Paul Taylor has sent Jane 
Cakebread to the workhouse infirmary asalunatic. Bravo! It 
may take nine tailors to make a man, but it only wants one Taylor 
to make a wise magistrate. Most of his confréres are merely 
‘* learned.”’ 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent im. 


VILLAS LOCO 





hEBRUARY 4, 1896. No. 1,604. 


We [are told that ostriches can see behind them owing to the 
position of the pupils of their eyes. Lord Salisbury might employ 
an ostrich at the Foreign Office. He might then learn in good time 
when some dear friend and ally is preparing to stab us in the back. 


* a ” 


Mr.’ John Burns cajls the British working man ‘cowardly, 
ignorant, apathetic.’’ Dear, dear! I wonder what the British 
working man thinks of John Burns. Jobn Burns with a holy fire, 
but he must take care that an extinguisher is not put upon him. 
John Burns gas. 

* * . 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 11.) 
LEAP YEAR. 


Dear Mises, you ask me to be yours, 
You say you love me true, 

How can I know that I dare trust 
My happiness to you? 

They tell that poor careless heart 
Is cold and callous too ; 

And, if unfaithful you should be, 
Ah me, what should I do? 


Nay, do not squeeze my hand, nor kneel 
Entreatingly to me, 

My heart you’ve won, I must confess, 
And yet it cannot be. 

For I’ve been told you wayward are, 
And love not faithfully, 

So I must bid you go, fair maid, 
'Tis best, you will agree. 


You gamble, miss, and drink, and smoke, 
I've even heard you swear ; 
I arm too timid, I’m afraid, 
Too fragile and too fair 
To be the mate of such an one, 
My life would be all care ; 
Your faithlessness and cold neglect 
I would not, would not bear. 


So let us speak no more of love, 
It pains me, as you see, 
For, though you swear you're constant, y« 
I fear you'd tire of me. 
But we may still be honest friends; 
You shake your head, mats out ! 
Come, take my hand, I promise that 
I will a brother be. 


l No contributions can be returned 
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SPRING FASHIONS 1896 








Tue ‘* KAISER.” Tue * Dr. Jim.”’ 





Tue ‘‘ CHAMBERLAIN,.”’ 


Lower Still. 


She (hesitatingly).—‘‘I—I ought to 
tell yon, George, that—that my father’s 


in trade.” . d 
He (airily).—‘“ Don’t mention it— 


mine’s in prison ! ” 


- Putting his Foot in It. 
Magistrate (to prisoner).—‘* What are 
you? Live from hand-to-mouth, I ex- 


ect.” 
Prisoner. —“ No, I live from hand-to- 


foot—I’m a chiropodist!”’ 


Not Always. 





Tommy —‘‘ Does experience always 
| teach, pa?” 
| Mr. Secondtime (feelingly).—‘‘ No, 


| my boy. For instance, some widowers 
marry again !”’ 


An Oratorical Effort. 


Mrs. Boozer (to Mr. B., in the small 
hours of the morning ).—‘* You disgrace- 
ful creature! Why, you’re speechless!” 

Mr. Boozer (cheerfully ).—‘‘ Nearlysh, 
m’ dear. Made sho many speeches at 
clubsh allsh me orat’ry ’shausted ! ” 


THE ‘“ KRUGER.”’ 
Very sensible. 
A first-rate outfit 
for stormy 
weather. 


< 





Very cheap. Very popular. Very smart. 
Made in Germany. Warranted not to The thing for the 
shrink. Colonies. 


Many “smart” cyclists are at present having their machines 
painted all the colours of the rainbow, and many more besides. 
It is not pretty—only vulgar. We would like to remind them that 
the Princess of Wales—and her taste in most things is worth 
copying—rides a simple, black tricycle, enamelled black, with no 
fancy decorations at all, 


Our brand-new Poet Laureate once said of Lord—then Mr,— 
Tennyson that he had only one fault—that of not being great 
enough to commit any others. Lord Tennyson, however, in 
speaking of his predecessor, Wordsworth, could only find it in his 
heart to say “Of him who uttered nothing base.’”” Comment, we 
should imagine, is needless. 


The Chili Widow goes to Paris to play for one night only 
(Sunday), and returns to town for the usual Monday night per- 
formance. This sort of thing is spreading. Madrid and Rome will 
be done next; ‘after that, Coomassie, Timbuctoo, and Cabul. It is 
all the result of that wicked longing to “‘ cut record,’ however silly: 
the same brilliant spirit that drives people to seek the North Pole, 
to walk round the world on their heads, or to send idiotic tele- 
grams. 


“ A celebrated Irishman ”’ has lately been interviewed in France, 
and he gave the French many things to ponder over. He pointed 
out, in his heartless way, that Ireland and India were seething with 
discontent, and were open tothe first of the Queen’s enemies whocame 
along. The one unsatiable desire of the Americans, he continued, 
was to humiliate England, and the English knew it, and were very 
much afraid. Never, he said, since Napoleon’s escape from Elba, 
have the perfidious English been so frightened as by the President’s 
message from Washington. 


This is the sort of language used, at the present crisis, by a 
subject of the Queen! Only, of course, he sneaks away to France 
to say it. Luckily, it is not the first time the French have come 
across “‘ celebra Irishmen’; they esteom them at their proper 
worth—nowadays. In olden times their idea was different: the 
man who licked Napoleon was a “ celebrated Irishman.”’ 


Maie aie! Our Trilby engaged—alas! We could selfishly have 
wished otherwise. We had almost hoped ... ! But we 
have been too late in the field—we can only salute the lucky little 
Billee—alias Mr. Harry Irving. Hun wishes them a life free from 
Svengalis of all descriptions. 


It is rumoured that a “ black Shaksperian Company ” is coming 
to London, one of the plays in its repertoire being “a special edition 
of Hamlet.” It does seem hard. Here we are in the middle of 
winter, with rumours of and things, and blood-curdling 


Frivolets. 
| 





war 





Armenian atrocities—and now this further norror may come upon 
us af any moment. 


The Money-Spinner has lately been played at Court. Butjthe'é 
is no truth in the rumour that Her Majesty has conferred on th® 
author the title of Sir Arthur Money-Spinero. 


An American inventor has just called his flying machine ‘“‘ The 
R. I. P.,”” under the impression that these letters usually signify, 
on tombstones, ‘‘ Rise If Possible.” 


It is falsely reported that William the Wirer is having a special 
cable laid to Venezuela for his own personal use. 


Dialogues for the Decade. 


Interlocutor.— Doubtless the first thing that struck you 
arriving in this country was our great freedom ?” 


Intelligent Foreigner.—* You are right. Scarcely had I landed 
when somebody was so very free as to borrow my purse without at 
all troubling about my consent.” 

I.—* You are, of course, aware of the contempt with which a 
true-born Briton regards the employment of knives in a dispute. 
Nature’s weapon’s are our weapons! We knock aman down. We 
do not perforate his abdomen with a stiletto.” 

I, F.—* Ah, yes! and it is there that your conduct is at variance 
with your motto. This says, ‘ Diew et mon droit.’ You say, ‘God 
and my—left.’”’ 

I.— After a year’s residence in England, what do you consider 
the chief characteristic of this glorious nation—our wealth, our 
valour, our enlightenment? 

I. F'.—“ None of these; but your bittersarcasm. There is among 
you @ creature paid by the hour—‘ trades-Union Jack,’ I have 
heard it denominated—that you call the ‘ British Work-man.’ ” 

I.—‘“ Your cosmopolitan experience has, I am sure, made you 
cognisant of the fact that the words, ‘ Made in Englanc,’ are con- 
sidered by all nations a guarantee of perfection in an article.” 

I, F.— It has. I find that a very large class of commodities has 
become identified with one English word— Brummagen.’ ”’ 

I.—‘Is not the British Constitution the greatest and most 
advanced in the world? ” 
| I. F.—* Your governmental system is an incomparable illustra- 
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tion of the adage ‘ Legislators are born, not made.’’ 
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THE new Empire ballet, La Danse, might 
have been called Galatea up to Date, or 
D> ncaa Ruddigore, or The Statue that 
But, after all, what’s in a name? It is a 
very pretty and a very lively ballet. A certain 
stern parent forbids the marriege of her 
daughter to the son of the master of a dancing 
¢ academy. This is perfectly reasonable, but 
sx ¢/ the youth and the maiden are not to be coolly 
; separated in this fashion. So, at the ball, 
various statues step down from their pedestals and various pictures 
from their frames and enter into a general conspiracy to render 
the course of true love smooth and the story of the ballet 
interesting. They evidently do their thinking with their legs, 
because they used them very energetically, and I will make 
affirmation that nobody uttered a word. 


Well, after a very great deal of earnest conference with their 
feet, the immortals return again to their customary stolid in- 
difference, and, for a time, leave the path of matrimonial 
agency to carry out their more conventional duties as a part 
of the decoration of the establishment. Then the mortals 
arrive and indulge in saltatory evolutions on their own 
account. The young man arrives—also his dear mother. 
Madame not only objects to her daughter’s marriage, but to her 
depravity in taking lessons in dancing. Just then the stage 
becomes very conveniently dark, Terpsichore once more steps 
from her perch, gives mamma a very severe talking to without 
opening her mouth, and then gives her a pas seul all to herself. 
Mamma is enraptured with Terpsichore’s grace, and says if her 
child could dance like that she would forgive everything. Then a 
wonderful thing happens. Terpsichore smiles a sweet smile, and 
changes into mamma’s cherub of a daughter. And that is the end 
of the story. 

The mounting of the ballet is very beautiful, as is every spectacle 
at the Empire. The dresses are not so gorgeous as some we have 
seen here, but they are the perfection of taste and artistic loveli- 
ness; each costume is delicately charming, and the blending of 
colour in the “altogether” (not in the “ Trilby” meaning of the 
word) is beyond description. Mme. Irmler, the new premiére 
danseuse, has a very difficult task to perform ; she has to represent 
Taglioni. Not having seen Taglioni, I cannot say whether the lady 
who represents this much-vaunted dancer is her equal in the 
intricacies of the business, but Mme Irmler is a very pretty 
woman and dances delightfully. Mlle. Zaafretta, the beautiful, 
as the lovelorn young lady and as Terpsichore, is as graceful and 
charming and as graphically pantomimic as ever; Miss Paston, 
Miss Vincent, Mr. Will Bishop, Mr. Ridley, and the rest well 
sustain their reputations. Wilhelm’s dresses, Telbin’s scenery, 
Ford’s music, are all capital, and Mr. George Edwardes and Mme. 
Katti Lanner, who are responsible for the ballet, may well con- 
gratulate themselves. 

The general programme at the Empire is Al. Those who cannot 
laugh at the Marco Twins may as well live in monastic retirement 
from this time forth. I do not know which is the funnier, the 
giant or the dwarf. Miss Alice Atherton’s laughing song is 
delicious ; Mr. Santley, junior’s, singing pleased me much, Paulus 
is in fine form, and Stiv-Hall, the man who imitates Yvette 


Guilbert, is a marvel. 
GOSSAMER. 


I cannot congratulate Mr. Fergus Hume upon his new and 
original comedy in three acts, The Fool of the Family, whigh was 
roduced at the Duke of York’s Theatre last Thursday evening. I 





remember having witnessed a very similar comedy, Home, by T. W. 
Robertson, at the Ha et, some quarter of a century back. 
That was an adaptation of “L’Aventuriére.” Mr. Hume has 
plagiarised Home very liberally, even to the cornet, which a 
as a cover to some love- in Home. The theme of 
Fool of the Family is nothing more than the idie member of the 
family, having been drugged and robbed by a couple of adventurers, 
tracking the same pair to the house of his uncle, who has driven 
him out of his house. The nephew unmasks the 
adventurers, and pounces out upon them from a safe, which they 
mene? to rob of £30,000 worth of diamonds, known to be there 
eposited. 

here is very little to‘commend in the comedy. Miss Marie 
be plays the part of a husband-hunting ancient spinster, some- 
what humorously. Mr. H. B. and Miss Gertrude Kingston 
respectively play the adventurers. The former makes up very 
cleverly as an old man, and resembles, in that disguise, his dis- 
tinguished father, Sir Henry. Miss Lena Ashwell plays the Colonel’s 
ward, and Mr. Charles Cartwright the part of Peter, the nephew of 
Colonel Cardington (Mr. Robert Pateman). The latter is a furious 
old soldier in contrast to his laconic nephew, the alleged fool of the 
are, All ends happily, but I do not think the public will happily 
respond, 


Parliamentary Rhymes. 


Youne Evelyn Hubbard 

Has culled from his cupboard, 
At Brixton, a jolly fat bone. 

What has he left there, 

In the place, now so bare ? 
Nothing—by some pronounced Nunn. 


A Small Steak. 


Customer (disgustedly): “ Waiter, I could put this steak in my 
eye!” 
Waiter: ‘Perhaps so, sir; but you must remember that you 
have very large eyes !”’ 


The Chemist Wouldn’t Serve Him. 
Him Right! 
Funny Boy: ‘ A penn’orth of camomile flowers.’’ 


Chemist : ‘‘ Camomile, my boy ?”’ 
Funny Boy: * Yes, I came a mile {”’ 


Serve 
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Solicitor.— I can't advise you to go to law with Tim Brady. 
You wouldn’t have a leg to stand on!” 


Pat.—“ Oi’ll be advoised be yer ‘Anner, thin! But we'll see 
who'll have a lig to stand on, or an oye to see out av, be this day 
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Auntie (with pride.) 


Beauty and the Beast. 


Beware! O beauty, pray beware! 
The Beast may say you're passing fair, 
His love for you he may declare, 
In accents low and tender; 
But beasts are beasts, whate’er betide, 
No Prince, now, in the shagey hide 
Comes masquerading as your guide, 
Your lover, and defender. 


Your eyes he praises and your feet; 
He calis you “ innocent" and ‘ sweet” ; 
He calls you “‘ good '""—he means to eat : 

Choice feeding is his pastime. 
His false regrets will be profuse, 
Your weakness will be his excuse ; 
He longs to serve you—a la Russe— 

he first time and the last time. 


He nearly caught you once before, 

He maimed you, mangled you, and tore; 

And atill, they say, he’s rather sore 
Because the Lion tricked him. 

But as he comes in friendly guise, 

A lover's languish in his eves, 

You'll probably express surprise 
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LET SISTERLY LOVE CONTINUE. 


You'll say: ‘* Can lover be so base?” 
You'll cry: “Oh, mine’s an awful case!” 
You’ll murmur, ‘‘Is there nota trace 

Of chivalry in Bruin ?”’ 
And echo will alone reply 
To your distressed, astonished cry, 
| ‘‘There’s not a trace!’ and you willsigh 

To see your sudden ruin. 


Aye, mark him, Beauty, how he smiles, 
The master of a million wiles. 
A century, a thousand miles, 
| Are nothing in his scheming. 
From age to age, from place to place, 
He speeds upon his eager race, 
‘*The East” his summit, and his base 
His Pansclavonic dreaming. 


Think you he cares for your poor charms ? 
He longs to clasp you in his arms ; 
He suffers from extreme alarms 

Lest someone else shall clasp you ! 
It is not love that draws him near, 
Nor jealousy that makes him fear, 
It’s simply, solely, hunger, dear, 
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‘* People always believe me to be Dot’s mother, you know.” 
Mother (prou ‘er still.) —“ Quite likely, dear; you see, J look so young.”’ 
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Oh, lean on him, if that’s your will. 
Of foolish fancies take your fill, 
And play at courtship, dear, until, 
The play of courtship’s finished. 
When that day comes, as come it must, 
In your old lovers put no trust, 
From out your life have they been thrust, 
Their love for you’s diminished. 


No murmurs then, no feeble moans, 

No shrieks for help, no frantic groans, 

No sight of blood, no crunch of bones, 
Will make them rally round you. 

Your false, thrice false, who looked so fair, 

Your promises! air, empty air; 

For simple truth when did you care ? 
False, false, all false, we’ve found 

you! 


Ah, Beauty you are on the brink 

Of ruin, yet you do not shrink, 

Perchance, O false one, still you think 
We'll haste to aid the sinner. 

And very likely haste we may, 

But not to drive the Bear away, 

On, n thas time we're bound t BY 
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‘ Well, at any rate, Professor, I have the bump of imagination, 
I hope.”’ 

“Well, yes; I think I may say your brain is principally 
imagination.” 


ae ne 


Machine Made. 


It was a busy popular restaurant, where the viands were of the 
best, and the service of the neatest and nicest order. A dosen 
pretty, active, and graceful girls, light of foot and deft of hand, in 
neat black frocks and snowy aprons, with wide white sandals or 
braces across their backs, were flitting and fluttering to and fro, 
serving customers or providing for their wants. 

Teas were a feature at this symposium, and bread and butter a 
a item for this frugal feast. One tall shapely lass, dark of hair, 
and rosy of tint, perhaps because she was the prettiest tart in the 
room, was busily and appropriately engaged in cutting up the tar- 
tines, as the French an slices of bread and butter, which, however, 
they seldom or never eat. 

She might -ave looked very interesting at this occupation, only 
she used for her work a dreadful, deadly engine with an action like 
a jack plane, and a suggestion of the guillotine. She put the 
innocent loaf into the frame of the machine, and with a lateral, 
instead of a vertical, action of the knife she shaved off slice after 
slice of ‘‘tommy,” which tumbled into a basket for all the world 
like the heads that fell beneath the grisly instrument of the Reign 
of Terror. To be sure there was nothing like gore, but the bread 
crumbs in the basket suggested sawdust. 

Then she gathered up her heads or shavings, and deftly and 
daintily buttered them, what time a crabbed-looking individual, 
who seemed like a poet or something out of work, reflecting at one 
of the tables, glared at her proceedings gloomily. 

On bis way to the door, after finishing his meal, he passed close to 
this priestess, and regarded her rites with critical but sorrowing eyes. 
‘Ah, I see,” said he. ‘ Doorsteps up to date. Very pretty.” 

The priestess turned upon him a bright, arch glance, with a 
delicious smile. 

‘‘Hum,” sighed this strange commentator. 
way Charlotte cut the bread and butter.”’ 

She bent on him a troubled look of perplexity and inquiry, as 
who should ask What Charlotte, pray? but before she could get out 
the question he went on— 

‘I’m afraid Werther would never have fallen in love with you 
if he had seen you guillotining that Tommy loaf!”’ 

And then he went away and came no more, and to this day the 
dear child, who has never read Goethe nor wept over the Sorrows 
of Werther, cannot think or imagine what to goodness the old 
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A Young Shaver. 

Many years ago, when I, Peter Poltwattle, had little whiskers and 
a long moustache, and what my baby boy used to call “‘an imp- 
lililil”»—he could get no nearer to “ imperial”—a barber who was 
performing his tonsorial duties upon my manly contenance said the 
operation was like landscape gardening. 

Yesterday morning when I was shaving with my new apparatus, 
I was forcibly reminded of this. The new lawn mower-like machine 
made it mower like landscape gardening than ever. 

I lathered my face in the old way, with my bonny badger brush, 
as Jan McLaren“might say, rubbed it in, and gingerl laid the 
machine on my etiolated cheek, and drew it down—all the way— 
like a ’bus journey—to my chin. Failure! It did not scrape 
ascrap. I tried the other side—the same result—under the chin 
—and all round—ditto. Iran my fingers over what I expected to 
find still a strong stubble—but, lo! it was clean and smooth. Was 
it my own or my wife’s blooming cheek I stroked? Oh! All 
right! J was there. 

I had never sown—(unless you count a button on the back of my 
trousers the night before)—but it was evident I had reaped. 
Reaped the reward of my labours, though I had never before heard 
that term applied to the combination of mingled hair and lather 
one wipes on the paper. Still, there I was—fit to kiss anybody— 
who'd let me! 

I had a mind to hang on my swelling bosom a label @ la itinerant 
blind man 





I AM TOTALLY 
SHAVED. 











and go about shouting, like a Salvation Army captain, ‘‘ Hallelujah! 
I am shaved, my friends! Oh, I am shaved! ”’ 

The first girl I met and spoke to said, ‘‘I like your cheek.” I 
said, ‘I knew you would, and, in the words of the Nabob Sauce 
advertisement, ‘ If you like the cheek, try the chin!’” 

But her sole reply was ‘‘ slaps.”’ 

My cheek, which was like the Daily Graphic—published every 
morning, illustrated with cuts—was now like that Heathen Chinee’s 
smile—childlike and bland. 

So delightful was the process of barbering myself, that I am 
seriously thinking of shortly taking a holiday and having a day of 
it all to myself. 

My beard was always kept sufficiently under if I mowed it every 
other day. Now I am going in for all the patent hair restorers and 
beard producers that fill the advertisement pages of the ladies’ 
pictorial newspapers. The mantelshelf in my bedroom is fast 
assuming the aspect of a flourishing patent medicine vendor’s 
shop, with the assemblage of bottles, pots, and boxes. 

I rub in bear’s grease and paraffin oil; I rub in wool-fat and I 
rub in dubbin, and all to give me an opportunity of utilizing my 
new razor. 

When I get downstairs to breakfast, one of my dutiful offsprings 
remarks to the other: ‘“‘ Freddy, look! Papa hasn’t cut himself 
this morning!” 

[Application from patent shaving apparatus makers to have 
their names inserted in the above, must be made to Peter Polt- 
wattle personally. | 

(No, they must not! 
Kd., Fun.) 


All communications must be addressed to 


A Sovereign Remedy. 


Sapple.-. “‘ You're @ regular Republican, aren’t you, Wittle? ” 
Wittle.— Oh, no! I only wish I could see sovereigns raining 
everywhere! ” 


Punctuation. 


First Lady Writer.—I say, dear, how do you put your stops in 
when you are writing these horrid—ahem !—I mean, dear, delight- 
ful articles ? ”’ 

Second Lady Writer.—‘‘ Why, dear, I always put a comma when 
I —_ & fresh dip of ink, and a full stop when I have to wait for 
an idea,”’ 

First Lady Writer—“ But how about}. the colons and semi- 
colons? ”’ 

Second Lady Writer.— Oh, I never use those now. I find its of 
no use. The reader or the assistant editor, or some wretched man 
or other, always cuts them out. So, what’s the good?” 


A MAN exchanged a pair of boots with a fisherman for some soles 
&nd eeis, so they were both soled and (h)eeled. 
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THE (UN)WILLING UNEMPLOYED.—OUR LATE COOK. 


A & 





“Your new smoking cap sp’ilt, Sir ? ‘*Tored hup yer best dressin’ gownd, 
Ow funny. You see, them torsells is ‘ave I, Sir. Well, it do make pretty 
so very andy for cleanin’ a chimberly dusters ; now, dcn’t it, Sir?” 


glarss, Sir.’’ 





‘“‘ One er yer best costumes ter do me ‘‘ Wearin’ your hastracan jacket ter 
kitchen work hin, his it, mum? Well, g0 a-walkin’ with me young gentleman ? 
yer must hadmit, mum, has I’ve got a Yes, mum, I think ’e’ll hadmire hit, 
figger as does it justice, mum.” don’t you, mum ?”’ 





“*T thort you'd like me ter go ter the ‘* A-makin’ a frightful huproar, is we, 
roperer with you an’ master’ mun, if Sir. Some people hain’t got no hear fer 
you think has you won’t be jelers, music, Sir! Hit’sa pity if I carn’t ’ave 


7 
¥ 


mum.”’ a few fren’s ter spend a hevenin’ with me 


“Your ch’icest ‘avanas au’ fav'urite 


meershum gorn 


)) 


That dirty clay pipe 


left in their place, Sir? ‘Ow very vexin’, 


to be sure, Sir. 


It must be the cat! ”’ 


‘¢Got a fash’nable train? Well, mum, 
an’ pray why sh’uldent I has well has you, 


9» 


mum 
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‘“Come hon with them boxes, John. 


Me send ter sich 
karacter, indeed. 


low creetchers fer a 
Not me!” 
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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Ballad concert to-day. Always going to ballad con- 
certs now! It’s the reciting that does it, I expect. Mrs. Langtry 
this time. Recited the ‘ Fan,” with appropriate flirty action. 
Very fetching. Encored like anything; so she gave us the Epilogue 
to As You Like It. 

Heard a rumour that Prince Bismarck was dead—wired to him 
to ask him if that was so. Had a wire back from him to say he 
wasn’t. ‘Swindle (it ran), nothing the matter here.”’ 

Spent a few moments (in disguise) at Caracas. Saw Lord Salis- 
bury shot—in effigy. If a man has to be shot, perhaps the most 
comfortable way of doing it. Very satisfactory. 

After Jingo Davis, cool-headed Walcotc. Splendid speech from 
the latter at Washington. Make us quite ‘ fancy ’’ ourselves. 

Back in time to hear Miss Ella Russell awarded £100 against a 
person for misplacing her name in a printed announcement. Now, 
Mr. Editor, next time you are announcing me among your list of 
contributors, look out! I shall try and make a bit. 


Thursday.—Engineers’ strike concluded—reluctantly at Belfast 
—but concluded. Heard of somebody having discovered a method 
for photographing the invisible. 


A CHANCE FOR DECEPTION. 


I hear (with just a twitch, you know, 
About the muscles visible) 

That someone’s found a means of pho- 
Tographing the invisible. 

So now I'm hoping to obtain 
By means of this facility, 

Some photo's of me showing “ brain,” 
And “humour” and “ gentility.’’ 


This looks like giving myself away, but I always hasten to say 
this sort of thing before anyone else can. 


Friday.—Had a day in Liverpool. Nice place, Liverpool, 
to have a day in, especially if it rains. Heard Sir John Lubbock 
discourse on currency. Strongly advised mono-metallism. I’m 
with him. One metal is good enough forme. Gold and plenty of 
it. 


Saturday.—Pretty little scene at Constantinople. Sawit, Sir 
Donald Currie had to deliver letter from Queen to Sultan. But 
poetry alone can do justice to the situation, 








MOST IN SULTAN. 


The’ Queen’s letter Currie went off in a hurry, 
To boldly, in person, deliver ; 
And the Sultan, they say, in the cheekiest way, 1n 
An ante-room left him to shiver. 
Yet, though Currie was Chili, the Sultan (a silly !), 
In spite of his furs, was a cool one—— 
Oh, say how much longer (Great Britain) the stronger, 
This pitiful creature’s to fool one! 


Pleasanter doings in Africa. Lord Hawke’s team against local 
15 (of Natal). Some good play. Poore made 107 for the local 
team. (If anybcdy tells me that is a Poore score, I’ll shoot him 
on sight—I won’t have it.) 


Monday.—Saw Hawkins sentenced to several five years—to run 
concurrently. Not everybody wko can live several years at a time. 
Heard case of a lady who actually objected to a bottle of stout 


with a dead mouse in it. 


EXPECTING TOO MUCH. 


Though I do not think, when I take a drink, 
That I’m anyway over particular, 

There’s a thing I do take exception to— 
Let me whisper it in your auricular— 

When a fellow brings out, say, a bottle of stout, 
At a bar, or at home, or some testing place, 

I don’t think it’s nice, when you find that mice 
Have made it their final resting place. 


Went round by Hanover Square, and heard (with a lot of other 
Authors) Mr. Hall Caine, who has been to Canada to see about the 
copyright question, tell us all about it. 


Tuesday.—A day big with great events. The Cambridge Music 
Hall burnt down. 

Death has been terribly busy this week! Battenberg, Rogers, 
Leighton, McMillan, Barnby, Childers, to say nothing of poor 
Turnerelli and the 50 miners of South Wales. Art, Literature, 
Music, Royalty, Theology, Politics, and Industry—each alike 
has suffered from the sweep of the deadly scythe. Peace and 
honourable rest to them! Comfort to the mourners! 





Appropriate Exclamations. 


QUEEN Victor1a-—Good gracious me ! 
Miss Florence Nightingale—My goodness ! 
Authors—Great Scott! The Dickens! 
Astronomers—My stars! Good heavens! O Jupiter! 
Lawyers—Oh, lor’ ! 

Dentists—By gum ! 

Buttermen—Bosh ! 

Costermongers—O, Jerusalem! 
Singers—La! 

Musicians—Zounds ! 

Fishermen—E-cod ! 

Debtors—O(h)we! 

Male Lovers—A-las(s) ! 

Female Ditto—By George ! 

Babies—Pa-h! 








Marza Wine checks & prevents colds, chills, & lung 
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Lincoln Postage Stamp Album and Descrif 
Priced Catalogue (Tenth Edition). Illustrated by * © 
Engravings of Stamps, and containing Atlas of 16 4 
Maps, with spaces to hold over f,000 Stamps, and givilf ~ 
dates, colours, and values of every Stamp, and me ~ 
values of most of them. The little notes in this 





information will be found very useful. Bound in cl 
post free, 5s. 6d. 














Set of Five Congo Stamps, oblong. ° ee ee 2s. 6d, 

Set of Seven U.S.A. Columbus Stamps, oblong 2s, 6d. 

S@t of Seven North Borneo .. oe ue ais a xe ee 1s. 6d. 
One Shilling Lincoln Stamp Album. New Edition just published, with space# te! 


Stamps, bound in cloth, post free, 1s. 8d. 
ILLUsTRaTED List or CHEAP SETS OF STAMPS CHEAP PACKETS OF Stamps, PosTaGE Stamp A¥ 
; CRESTS AND COINS, 1895, SENT POST-FREE. 
Please Note the New Address— 





| W. 8. LINCOLN, 2, Holles St., Oxford St., London,’ 
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AT COOMASSIE. 


IMPROVEMENT” 
Ashantii Beauty.—‘‘ Yaw! yaw! Golly! massa ingleesh! how 


THE “MARCH OF 
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Great Eastern Railway Company. 


Lorp CLaup JoHN HAMILTON is a chairman who believes in the 
integrity of this company, over which he so ably presides. Listen- 
ing to his speech at the half-yearly general meeting last Tuesday was 
a pleasing occupation, and that portion which referred to the com- 
pany’s attempt to benefit the condition of the British farmer 
sounded like‘ love and tenderness,” as Sairey Gamp once proposed, 
a very unusual feature with hard-lined railway companies. I have 
always had an implicit belief in the substantial character of the 
Great Eastern Railway Company, and I am not now disappointed. 

‘In privy corner private merit lurks, 
While public worth shines forth in public works.”’ 


The Straight Tip. 


Customer: ‘‘Is it usual to tip the waiter, here 
Waiter (sadly): *‘ No, sir, I’m sorry to say it’s very unusual ; 


#99 


people are so mean ! 
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NOW ON SALE. 


“FUN ALMANAC’ 


FOR 1896. 


Price Twopence; Post Free, 2id. 


Fun Almanac has an illustration of the European nations playing at foot- 
ball. Apparently there is no referee in the game.—South Eastern Herald, 


Fun Almanac is the interesting Christmas number of the popular comic 
paper. It has got its motto and tit-bit for every day in the year, and these are 
very amusing reading. There are sketches, satirical poems, jokes, and illus- 
trations in number.—Reynolds Newspaper. 


Fun Almanac for 1896 has just been issued. Fun is an old favourite, but age 
does not wither, nor custom stale, the quality of its humour. Every page 
contains, not one, but many laughs, and the man who cannot find two- 
pennyworth of amusement in the present issue deserves never to smile again. — 
North Wits Herald. 


Fun Almanac, full of jokes and Jaughablce illustrations, is well up to the 
mark, and may be looked upon as a big two pennyworth.—The Stage. 


Fun Almanac has much that is amusing. The cartoon is serious enough. 
It represents the Great Powers as footballers, and the tussel that is on foot is 
fierce and determined.— Northern Ensign, 


Fan Almanac for 1896 is brimful of wit and humour, and no more agreeable 
companion could one have to while away a leisure hour. The calendar for each 
month is very cleverly compiled, satire and witticism being most happily com- 
bined. It is excellent value for twopence, and certainly occupies a foremost 
rank in comic literature.—Limerick Chronicle. 


Fun Almanac is excellent, full of clever pictures and smart letterpress, and 
a merrier twopennyworth of mirth will not be purchasable this Christmastide. 
The Almanac well sustains its big reputation.—The Sun, 


Fun Almanac is a decidedly lively and enlivening Christmas number, the 
drawings bold and well executed, the jokes daring, as per example (a suitable 
cartoon illustrating the text): Theatrical Manager.—‘“ Can you dance the Can 
Can?” New Ballet Girl (showing off her shapely limbs and “ figure”),—* No, 
Sir! I can’t, can’t.” But there is much more “Attic salt” than that to be 
found if you will only purchase this excellent “ two pennyworth.”— Birkenhead 
and Cheshire Advertiser. 


Fun’s Annual for 1896, which has just reached us, is full of bright, well drawn 
pictures and funny stories, besides innumerable paragraphs, calendars for the 
month, etc. The paper forms a bright contrast to the dullness of most of the 
year’s Christmas numbers, and the small price at which it is published will 
make it deservedly popular.—Boston Guardian, 


Comic Calendars are, as a rue, depressing reading, but an honourable 
exception must be made in favour of that which appears in Fun Almanec. 
The record for October 1, 1896, “The Emperor Willtam grows a beard to the 
sound of trumpets,” is particularly happy.—The Globe. 


There are certain plants which improve by being periodically transplanted, 
and Fun seems to be one of these. The ordinary numbers have been much 
brighter lately, while Fun Almanac is full of really good illustrations and 
humorous matter.—Society. 


Fun Almanac, in addition to the comicalities of the ordinary number, 


contains a burlesque calendar and a series of short articles on “The Whole Art 
of Shopping.”—The Daily Graphic, 


Order at once, to avoid disappointment, or send 24d. 
to ‘* Fun”’ Offices, 23 and 27, Bouverie Street, 
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Fox ADVERTISEMENT SHEET, FeBRuARY 4, 186 
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AMERICAN ROLL-TOP DESKS) 


Moet) WATIAINOL OF SORDID OAE.. 


M. W. EDGLEY, 
40 & 41, FLEET STREET, 


IS SHOWING A 


LARGE SELECTION OF 


American Desks 


AT LOWEST PRICES: 

















SIZES— 








DISCOUNT FREE. 

















ANNUAL CLEARANCE SALE OF FURNITURE. 
ANNUAL CLEARANCE SALE OF CARPETS. 4 
M. W. EDGLEY, 40 & 41, Fleet Street) 





M. W. EDGLEY, 40 & 41, Fleet Street 











SPECIAL REDUCTION OFF CARPETS AND RUGS. 
SPECIAL REDUCTION OFF FANCY GOODS. 
SPECIAL REDUCTION OFF SECOND-HAND GOODS. 





/M. W. EDGLEY, FURNISHER, 40 & 41, FLEET STREET) 


(NEW AND SECOND-HAND.) 


HOUSE AND OFFICE FURNISHER, 
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By THE ‘ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 
= So all dogs are to be muzzled. 
This does not apply to the Little 
Englanders. They are only puppies. 


* * * 
| Mr. Henry Labouchere thinks it 
=! - » patriotic at the present moment to go 
ae 7) over to France and tell the Parisians, 
| through a newspaper interview, that 
England could be made to clear out of 
Egypt now if France cared to put the 

' screw On. 
* * % 

This, from an Englishman! It 
makes one sick to read it. Mr. 
Labouchere apparently models his life as Editor of Truth. To 
glorify that journal, he is prepared to do anything—even to add to 
the difficulties of his native land. A patriot, truly. And Mr. 
Labouchere has the impertinence to throw mud at Dr. Jameson 


and Mr. Rhodes—men who have helped to make England great, 
her Empire grand. 





* = cm 


An American journal, the St. Louis Republic, has discovered the 
probability that Lord Salisbury writes a great many political lead- 
ing articles for the Daily Chronicle. Next, please. 


Saal x ™ 


Mr. Labouchere will next be accused of writing patriotic odes for 
the music halls, or Lord Rosebery anti-gambling notes for the 
Echo, or John Morley Jingo rhodomontades in the Evening News, 
ri Joseph Chamberlain “ At the Bar of the House”’ in the Weekly 

un. 
* * * 

At the annual meeting of the Chester Charity Organisation 
Society, at which the Duke of Westminster presided, a sentence in 
the report ran as follows: “‘ During the past year it has been 
forced on the minds of the Committee that there is a growing 
disinclination to work.”’ 











sith | hey 


| 











minds 


was it that impelled this astounding belief’ into the minds of the 
Chester Charity Organisation Society? But no, I cannot believe 
it—even though his Grace of Westminster did preside on this 


auspic 


To wonders of the New Photography I offer no opposition. But 
“a growing disinclination to work.” Never! It is too sudden. 


There is a good story going the rounds just now. The editor of 
the Melbourne mam be e Pg geen Lorimer Fison, a | 
seems to possess a re t, an at any rate, a very con 
smoker. The Board of k ‘ th 
for him and told him that they objected to his smoking—an evil 


habit. 


but—taking a large plug of tobacco from his t—he said “ In 
deference to your opinion, per I ome you this: As soon 
as I have smoked the plug I 

for ever.”” The Examiners were satisfied, and Mr. Fison was 
ordained next day. And now he chuckles as he fills his big pipe 
and tells you, “I've kept my word. I’ve got that very plug yet.” 


What a terrible and unheard of discovery. ‘Forced on the 


of the Commiitee.” Good gracious, what enormous impetus 


ious occasion. In the discovery of argon I have acquiesced. 


2K A * 


xaminers, before they ordained him, sent 


Mr. Fison replied that he could not agree with their view, 


hold in my will cease smoking 


* * * 
“FUN” I.YRIOS, (No. 12.) 
A SERENADE. 


Oh, come to me, love, from your casement, 
I’m shivering coldly down here, 
And if you can’t give me the latch-key, 
At least bring a goblet, my dear. 
Your eyes I can see are a-sparkling, 
They don’t sparkle for me, lady mine, 
But give me a share of it, dearest, 
I'll join you in sparkling wine. 


It’s raining in torrents, my sweet one, 
I can’t serenade you, my dear; 

The wind my umbrella has cavght, love, 
It’s turned inside out, pet, I fear. 

I’m wet through, my own, oh my dearest, 
And cannot get at my guitar, 

My hat down the river is floating, 
I love you, my own brightest star. 


So come down, my love, oh «o quietly, 
And bring me a mackintosh, sweet, 
I'd sing of your beauty, my lov’d one, 
But, oh, I’m so damp at the feet. 
I love you so madly, my darling, 
Bat you must from now understand 
That if you want music at night, love, 
You must hire a German band. 





Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or litera 
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ry, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
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THE WHY AND THE WHEREFORE. 


the Ir. of the Club.—“ Well, Donald, I suppose you are making a bit of sent of the Wandsworth Board of Works, 
re, what with sale of clubs and balls, &c., to say nothing of the tips.”’ gained the case and two guineas costs. 
‘Ob, no that bad ava, but naething tae the Steward, wi’ his dinners, his The Earl-e-Bird was doubtless digging 


whuskies, and his irritated waters.”’ 


Osborne ’. Muggleton. 


Now this at first sight looks like a football match, but it is not. 
It happens to be a billiard match, or, I should say, the final heat of 
Messrs. Orme’s markers’ tournament. Osborne is the marker at 
the George Hotel, Leicester, and Muggleton is ditto at the White 
Hart in the same town. I looked in at Orme’s Rooms in Soho 
Square on Thursday just in time to see the semi-final, when 
Osborne polished off Dunn in double-quick time. Dunn at the 
finish was double Dunn. This left Osborne and Muggleton to play 
the final. Some very fine play was shown, particularly by Osborne 
who, although he won, found Muggleton was no Mugg at the game. 
It was somewhat peculiar that the only two from Leicester should 
be left in the final, and, again, the table they played upon was 
bought for th proprietor of the Bull Hotel at Quorn, Leicester, who 


¥ 
eat ney, 


has sity and (Quorn)tity for his 
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The Fourteenth. 


| Wary this is a time which to lovers 
Full measure of bliss must impart, 
While Cupid attentively hovers 
To quicken the soul with his dart. 
The vow of affection is spoken, 
Is sealed in the usual way, 
| And whispers and blushes betoken 
| Saint Valentine’s Day. 
| The dear little rosy-cheeked maiden 
| Of smiling and sweet seventeen, 
With tribute of worship is laden 
From hearts that acknowledge their 
queen. 
The curate stands forth an attraction, 
Due homage does spinsterhood pay, 
He hails with intense satisfaction, 
Saint Valentine’s Day. 


Yes, this is the season for kisses, 
The love-god is robbing his wing 
To feather the shaft which ne’er misses 
It’s mark to submission to bring. 
So come, all ye lads and ye lasses, 
And trip with a mighty hooray, 
No true heart unheedingly passes 
St. Valentine’s Day. 











The Rising Generation. 


Friend.—“*‘ What are you going to do 
with your son when he grows up?” . 

Father.—“I shan’t dare to do any- 
thing with him. What I am fearful 
| about is what he will do with me!” 


After Her Money. 


Mr. Cashhunter (ardently).—‘' I don’t 
know how to express the depth of my 
feeling for you, Miss Bullion },” 

Miss Bullion (sarcastically ).—‘* Don’t 
try to, Mr. Cashhunter; I know it is as 
deep as it can be! ”’ 


A Blockhead. 


Magistrate. — ‘“*‘ A month’s hard 
labour.” 

Impudent prisoner.—“* Yah! I kin do 
that lot on me ’ead! ” 

Magistrate (drily).—* Very likely. I 
should say your head is thick enough to 
stand anything!” 


No Doubt. 


THE Wandsworth freeholder, Mr. 
Earle Bird, who was some time ago 
charged with removing gravel from his 
own freehold property without the con- 


for his historical worm. 


Mr. Howarp Pavt has written a very amusing volume of anec- 
dotal, descriptive, and characteristic incidents relative to ‘“ dinners 
with Celebrities,’’ which the learned author dedicates to Mrs. Daniel 
Goldsmidt, of Cornwall-on-Hudson, U.S.A.—a perfect hostess, an 
accomplished lady, and a kind friend. We quite agree with the 
introductory remarks, which confirm the famous utterance of Lord 
Stowell—* A dinner lubricates business,’ The volume is published 
by Newton and Eskell, 59 and 60, Chancery Lane, London. 


Time, la.m. Scene, the Street. 


Dasher (meekly).— Pleeceman—take meome, pleash.” 
Policeman.—* Alright, sir. Where do you live, sir?” 
Dasher.—* Dunno. Alma Shquare. Sunjohnshwood, b’lieve.” 
Policeman.—* Remember the number, sir?” 


vena Ut ER eH and i capil pI a ea 








. os r.—‘*N-no. Thash’s allrye. Numbersh on door, m’good 
eliow.”’ 
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IDEA! 


Miss May (disappointed perhaps at her rather modest budget of valentines).—* All those for Miss Lucy, Jane? "’ 
Jane.—"* No, Miss ; these are for me and Cook, please Miss.” 





EEE ee 





The Empire of India Exhibition. 

Mr. Imre Krratry is never satisfied with what he does for his 
patrons, but is always trying to outshine himself. Not content 
with what he did last year at Earl’s Court, he is enlarging the 
scheme by bringing in Burma, Ceylon, and the other Crown Depend- 
encies in the East. He proposes to enlarge the Indian City, to erect 
Burmese and Singalese Villages, and to add to the present number 
of the buildings last year erected at the Empire of India Exhibition. 
He also promises to increase the number of native artisans, and in 
every way to make the scheme far more comprehensive than was 
the excellent exhibition of last year. Not content with sending 
people aloft in the Great Wheel, he has conceived an elevated 
railway on a novel plan, which will convey passengers from each of 
the five entrances over all portions of the spacious grounds, and to 
the principal points of interest about them. No better view of the 
exhibition could be gained than the one which not only enables 
visitors to skirt the entire distance between these various entrances, 
but runs directly over each section of the exhibition. The life, 
bustle, and animation of the scene will be doubly enhanced by those 
who, gliding over the heads of the crowd, will have a bird’s-eye 
view of every movement which takes place in the grounds, as well 
as of the handsome buildings and their picturesque surroundings. 


A Master Stroke. 


Mrs. Ruler (to cook).—‘‘ I'm sorry to say that you will have to 
leave, Jane.” 

Cook.—‘* What for, mum?” 

Mrs. R.— The master doesn’t like your cookery.” 

Cook.—* Why don’t you like my cookery,mum?” _ 

Mrs. R.— I didn’t say that I didn’t like it. I said that your 
master didn’t like it.” ; 

Cook.— Well, you’ve been master an’ mistress, too, all the time 
I've been in the ’ouse!” 











Royal Aquarium, Westminster. 


WESTERN and Diana (lady and gentleman) gave an exceptionally 
fine shooting act on Monday. 

The lady commences the show by extinguishing 25 candle lights, 
which form the initials of her name, then follows a running deer, 
from which Pro. Western shoots off small objects in rotation, and 
shoots through a finger ring which the lady holds between her 
fingers, and breaks an object at the back of the ring; splits cards 
and shoots in various positions from bottles, also shoots two objects 
from the lady’s head with two pistols, breaks them at the same 
time, etc. 

Diana performs & very marvellous trick, which has never been 
done by a4 lady before, that is, shoots an object from her own head; 
then is introduced the bullet-proof cuirass. The lady dons the 
cuirass and faces a Lee Mitford, and discharges the gun by firing 
against the trigger with a shot from her revolver, receiving the 
bullet in the cuirass ; after which she opens the cuirass and shows 
what it contains. Prof. Western introduces the bullet-tricycle 
invented by himself. 


A Home Thrust. 


To man it wees the sad fact home, 
He’s getting old, and full of care, 
When he no longer wants a comb 
To help to dress his scanty hair! 


Revenge. 


Little Son (after being thrashed by his father).—“ As you're a 
volunteer, pa, if an enemy was to come into England you'd have 


to fight against him, wouldn’t you?” 


Pa (shortly ).—“ Yes.” 
Little Son (vindictively).—‘* Well, I should join the enemy ! ” 
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For It Is Our Opening 
Day. 

STEP up, step up, from far and near! 
Give up all verbal fencing. 

Make haste, make haste, it’s very clear, 
The shows about commencing. 

The show that elevates the mind 
And watches how each tax works. 

That show more moral and refined 
Than Jarley’s famous waxworks. 


No waxworks here, but living men, 
The finest in creation ! 

Who are and will sustain, we ken, 
The credit of the nation. 

Here’s Chamberlain, whose clever plan 
Destroyed the Afric crisis, 

"Spite Walpole's saying, here’s a man 
Vho far above all price is. 


And here's Balfour, who knows the ways 
Of Clare and Tipperary : 
The Irish Question's ev'ry phase, 
And how its phases vary. 
For Irish wishes—gone awry 
He diligently caters 
Remedial measures tempered by 
Impris ned agitators , 








AT A BAL POUDRE. 


Here’s Salisbury! his guiding hand 
Britannia feels upon her ; 
And trusts to him to bring the land 


Once more to Peace—with honour. 


No Little England Peace for him, 
No humble-pie Convention! 
Nor yet & war to please a whim 


Vith good or bad intention 


Here's Goschen conjuring a fleet, 
An Admiralty Aladdin, 

In half the time the quacks we beat 
Would take to float a Fad in. 

Here’s—well, a host of men as true 
As ever pulled together— 

And Britain it’s as well for you 
Considering the weather. 


Our home distresses will not be 
The sport of fad and faction. 
The Union unanimity 
Is sure to lead to action. 
Relief for all our honest woe 
To ease our social tension— 
Not boluses made up for show 
And stuffed with good intention. 





Old Flirt.—* Oh, yes; I’m the Duchess of Devonshire—the beautiful Duchess, you know.” 


Young Gallant.—‘ Er, yes——of course you are. I’m sure the greatest duffer could see that.” (Old Flirt feels delighted.) 


The quacks may puff a panacea, 
And wrap a * Program ”’ round it, 
The quacks may strike a false idea, 
And foolishly expound it. 
Why need we fear such weak attacks, 
Their ‘faith cures’ and_ their 
drenches, 
We have the science and the quacks— 
The opposition beuches. 


Here’s Agriculture waiting, Long, 
Long has he calmly waited, 

His hope at last is growing strong, 
He's eager, agitated. 

He’s agitated, that’s the word, 
But not yet agitating, 

That being so, those quacks absurd, 
Would always keep him waiting. 


To scorn him must be surely wrong, 
The backbone of the nation, 

But you'll not keep him waiting Long 
For here comes Education. 

Step up, step up, from far and near, 
Give up all verbal fencing ; 

Make haste, make haste, it’s very clear 
The show's about commencing. 
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Trilby, Charley’s Aunt’s younger sister, is 

still running. From present appearances Tree'll 

be an old man before Svengali. One great 

/é improvement has been made in the cast since 

Wij; the first night. Mr. H. Esmond is now the 

R// Little Billee, and a capital Little Bill he 

Uy makes. No wonder, then, that on the 

‘2 “hundredth performance the enthusiasm was 

y 4 ° 6 great as on the first night. And so it 

ot Se was. Dear delightful Dorothea Baird is 

“ance “* just as sweet and insouciant as of yore; 

so graceful and natural is she that it seems impossible to 
believe that this is a novice unknown hitherto in London. 

Fea souvenirs distributed to the audience were very handsome 
indeed. 

The Carl Rosa opera matinées at Daly’s—afternoon performances 
are particularly appropriate at Da(i)ly’s—are very interesting, from 
many points of view. Faust was most excellently done from Faust 
to Metanerthe, in fact from Faust to last. It was played in four 
acts instead of five, and yet we missed none of the splendid music. 
It was done by a different arrangement of the scenes, and I can 
cordially recommend the example to other managers. We might, 
for instance, have The Silver King presented as a panorama with 
no waits between the scenes. 

Returning to Faust, however, Mr. Hedmondt was a fine Faust, 
and gave many interesting bits of original business. Miss Alice 
Esty, too, was a charming Marguerite, and the playing of these 
two artistes in the Garden scene was a moving piece of passionate 
acting; Miss Esty also sang the jewel song charmingly. Mr. 
William Paull’s Valentine was by no means an “ugly one”; on 
the contrary, it was a thoroughly excellent performance, Mr. Alec 
Marsh was a satisfactory Mephistopheles, Miss Graham a pleasing 
Siebel, and Mme. Amadi @ capital Marthe. 

The revival of The Flying Dutchman was a most interesting 
affair. It was chiefly remarkable for a repetition by Mr. Ludwig 
of his striking portraya] of the ill-fated mariner bound down by a 
terrible “‘ cuss." This character is Mr. Ludwig's masterpiece; in 
singing and acting alike it was a most impressive performance. 
Miss Ella Russell’s Senta was a very afnileskle effort; in various 
scenes she rose to a very fair dramatic height, and, vocally, she 
filled the part most adequately. Other characters were, generally 
speaking, well sustained. 


By-and-By, ® new “comedy romance” by a gentleman who 
disguised bis identity under the extraordinary nom de guerre 
of A Non Ymous "—which, I daresay, is very clever—occupied the 
St. George’s Hall for a week. By-and-By was an extraordinary 
affair. The story tells of wrongfully accused heroes, of stolen cash, 
ofa husband who turns up again after long years, his wife being 
happily married again, of a scheming adventuress, and of a 

onial muddle that I cannot attempt to explain. 

The acting was far too ier for the piece. Miss Mary Allestree 
was very nice indeed, and Miss Annesley was also pleasing. Mr. 
Albert E. Rayner did the best possible with his part, and certain 
other ladies and gentlemen were so-so. 

The Colleen Bawn is running merrily at the Princess's, while 
George R. Sims and Arthur Shirley's new melodrama is in pre- 
paration. The (Great Tank is the “ star artiste” of the show, ably 
supported by Miss Agnes Hewitt, Mr. Tom Terriss, and the rest of a 
capital all-round company. 










4 
Z 


GOSSAMER. 


INQUIRER is informed he is correct in surmising that when 
the chain pier at Brighton is demolished—it will disap-pier | 











Chuckle-Headed Proverbs. 


SEVERAL months ago I exposed in these columns a few of the 
humbugging adages and feeble truisms we have all been taught to 
as sapient maxims. Iwill now deal with one or two more of 

these absurdities—“‘ You can’t make asilk purse out of a sow’s ear.” 


Now I should like to know—and in asking the question without 
resort to disorderly language Iclaim credit for my forbearance— 
where the blamed idiot could be found who desired to essay such & 
manufacture. The inherent imbecility of the author of this grand 
old sow—I mean saw—must have been truly colossal. I don’t 
know why the harmless necessary pig should be specially singled 
out for disqualification. I suppose you wouldn’t get any better 
purse from the organ of hearing of a sheep, or any other quadruped 
or biped. One thing you are quite sure of being able to make if 
you try to produce silk goods in that way, and that is to make an 
ass of yourself, and your probable removal to a celebrated resi- 
dence at Hanwell would, I fear, limit your opportunities for 
developing an entirely original phase of lunacy. 

“ You may lead a horse to the water, but you can’t make him 
drink.” 

I notice that the writer of the above says, ‘You may lead a 
horse,” not that you can. Horses often have their unsurmountable 
prejudices on these occasions. ‘‘ You can’t make him drink.” Why 
on earth should you want to make him drink, especially if it’s only 
water? You, no doubt, are always ready for a drink, but not from 
the chilly tap which you have so shabbily placed before your too 
trusting equine companion. It would be more consistent and 
manly of you to offer him wine or beer, which he would probably 
accept promptly, drink up all he could get, and leave the water (if 
there was any) for you. This genial characteristic of the horse has 
been entirely overlooked by those who have written about him. 


“ Barly to bed, early to rise, makes a man healthy and wealthy 
and wise.”’ 


I myself proved the proverb to be a fearful fraud. I used to goto 
bed every night in the small hours of the morning (I am an Irish- 
man) after smoking and drinking whiskey with my bachelor friends. 
I got up as late as I could. My health was splendid, and business 
did well. I was also looked up to as @ wise counsellor. Just before I 
surrendered bachelorhood I lost in a financial crash most of what I 
had. For that reason I was glad to marry Sophronia Boneweller, 
a widow, who had a considerable amount of money, but was a 
teetotaller of the deepest die. I was constrained by my wife (who 
had, unhappily, a good legal hold of her money) to try the virtues 
of the “ early-to-bed”’ business. I went off to bed at 10 p.m. and 
came down at 6 a.m. The former proceeding at once resulted in 
my old smoke-and-whisky friends throwing me over as a hen- 
pecked nincompoop, while the early rising involved my tumbling 
every morning into the housemaid’s full dustpan and over the cat, 
both of which domestic nuisances usually lurked in ambush on the 
landings or stairs. My health certainly didn’t improve, and as business 
fell off (largely through friends being offended or thinking me dotty), 
I had much less wealth. Even the wisdom which was to come 
failed to put in an appearance, and I was far from gratified at 
overhearing a former bachelor friend say, ‘‘Old Budder must be 
going quite off his chunk.” That very day I had a great row with 
the relict of the late Ebenezer Boneweller, and told her that early 
hours and teetotalism were all rot, and that I intended to have 
pipes and whisky that night, hunt up all my bachelor (or pro tem. 
bachelor) friends and sit up till the small hours. I resumed my 
old habits, and my wife said she could never forget my great 
relapse and apostacy, and I should not have a penny of her money. 
In a few weeks time I had recovered all my health, and been so suc- 
cessful in business that I could be independent of the late Mr. Bone- 
weller’s money, while the world at large acted towards me as in the 
days prior to my “ early to bed ” fit of insanity. 


A Melancholy Humorosity. 


THE one funny thing in connection with a nation’s mourning 
was heard as the cortége moved slowly up Ludgate Hill following 
the body of the late Lord Leighton to it’s last resting-place in St. 
Paul’s on February 3rd. A stout lady, asocmnpenten i two boys, 
stood on the edge of the pavement to see the procession; the 
smaller boy was fidgetting :— 

“Gordon, stand still!’ said the mother. 

Pees He says he doesn’t know what he’s come to see,” said the elder 

y. 

“Why, you little stupid,” said the mother, “I told you before we 
came out. It is the Lord Mayor’s funeral.” 

And then an otherwise mournful crowd laughed. 
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THE (UN)WILLING UNEMPLOYED. 
THE LOAFER WHO Is sTiI~tL A GENTLEMAN, THE GENTLEMAN WHO IS EVER A LOAFER. 





A starving loafer stood shivering in the winter cold, a frozen tear on his shrunken cheek, and the biting blast gaily toying with 
the ugly rents in his musty summer suit. ‘‘ Help me in God’s name,” he pleaded of the passer by, ‘or I shall perish of cold and 
my dear old friend Brown,” gasped Jones. ‘Heavens: and reduced to such a plight!” 





hunger!” ‘ What ? 
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‘Why, bless me,” added Jones, a few hours after. ‘‘ A square meal, new suit, and a drop of the good old crusted, and you're 
again my dear old chum of ten years back. . , . . There, I’ve bought you the freehold of that snug little villa—celight your 


wife and little uns, J know. . . . . I’ve drawn out half my banking account, deposited it in your favour, and here’s a few 
flimsies just to start with—and—and—why, we’re actually crying like two old fools!”’ 
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After a few years’ interval.—Brown : ‘‘ Things have prospered with me, Jones, since you did your old school chum that turn. 
I’m so sorry to hear that they have gone the other way with you, though. You want a “ fiver” just to keep the wolf from the door. 
I’d do it with the greatest pleasure, dear old boy, but,” etc., etc. ** Had three nights without shelter: had you now? Felt sure 
you’d get the price of a lodging when you caught sight of me, did you really? It’s freezing cold standing here, and I’ve no small 
change about me—so, good night.” ‘Hang, you, Jones, how dare you follow me with your confounded segar lights? You've 
always been a fool to yourself, and must expect to suffer for it. I carn’t be seen talking to such @ scare-crow as you present. Go 


away, or I'll call the*police! ”’ 
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By tHe Party on THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Looked in at the opening of the new “ Rowton 
House” at King’s Cross Road. Kind of “ Flats for the working 
classes,” you know. “ Philanthropy and five per cent.” Clean, 
airy, well-planned and appointed. Run a good deal to tiles, per- 
haps, but none the worse for that. Can’t complain that they're 
not well tiled in, anyway. 

Just heard a queer tale from Russia ( Warsaw Courier). Anewly- 
engaged domestic was sent for by her master to the dining-room ; 
directly she entered the room the standard lamp blazed up to the 
ceiling, three oil pictures fell from the walls with a crash, a clock 
fell from the sideboard, and a barometer was hurled across the 
room and shattered. This is a new form of the Electric Girl, and 
beats the Little Georgia Wonder all to small pieces. We once had 
& very similar experience, however, with 


OUR GENERAL. 
She came with a neat and tidy air, 
And a manner most respectful ; 
She wasn’t, as far as I'm aware, 
Of her work at all neglectful; 
But she'd scarcely joined our peaceful tents 
When, like a fate, came flashing, 
On dishes and plates and ornaments, 
An orgie of wholesale smashing. 
Thursday.—Weights for Spring Handicaps just out. Studied 
them all day. 
Friday.—Took a long walk to get an appetite. Got it, and dined 
with Lord Salisbury and the Nonconformists in the evening. 
Saturday.—Got hold of “ Fire and Sword in the Sedan,” Slatin’s 
enthralling book. Sointerested could hardly break myself away from 
it. But had to go and dress, and make my way to the National 
IceHouse—or Skating Palace, if youinsist upon exactness, Hockey 
match on between England and Canada. Very spirited and jolly. 
Odds on Canada, but England did it, three goals to none. Only 
fancy |! 
NOT PLAYED OUT. 
The Canadian is in the van 
For games when the frost is freezing 
(While the blanket-guise, and the sparkling eyes, 
Of their ladies are more than pleasing). 
With the hockey stick they'd ‘‘ do the trick,” 
You'd think, to admiration, 
But England stout is not played out— 
Here's hockey-lar demonstration. 








Monday.—Didn’t go out to-day. So many funerals und political 


meetings about, was afraid to. 72x;" * 
- Tuesday.—Down to Plymouth. Saw Rhodes come ashore. _ Also 
came to town with him. Wouldn't tell me anything, so sat in my 


corner and sulked. 
THE SPOTTER. 


Frivolets. 


KrvuGeR says that there is only one person braver than Jameson, 
“and that is the devil.” Kruger seems to have a pretty good all- 
round knowledge. His Satanic Majesty will doubtless make a note 
of the compliment, 

Hats off to the “Cornish miners,” who, if report speaks truly, 
cleared out of Johannesburg at express speed at the first crack of 
the rifle-shot, fighting women and children for space in the fugitive 
train, and in many cases ousting them from their seats to save 
their own precious hides! These gentlemen admit, with indigna- 
tion, that they have been jeered at all the way from Johannesburg 
home. It does seem hard! Why cannot the poor, ill-used British 
workman travel if he likes? Surely the nation can more easily 
spare their women and children than such specimens of sturdy 
manhood? Jeer at them! poor darlings. Did ums laugh at ’em, 
then, the naughty people, then? 

When we were young, at school, we learnt many little stories 
about the extremes of every quality, such as “ the height of impos- 
sibility,” “ the height of coolness,” etc. We have just discovered 
“the height of impertinence”’ in a mighty monarch who, having 
lately rejoiced, per sixpenny telegraph, over the death of English- 
men in South Africa, now desires to have twelve torpedo boats built 
in England! As a London cabman would say, it looks as if he had 
been saving up some little time for this treat. Fancy, twelve new 
boats to play with—all his very own, too! 

Many rumours are about at this time, and Fw feels it to be his 
duty to put things right. Thus, it is quite untrue— 

1. That the Spanish troops have completely driven out and ex- 
terminated the Cuban rebels, as was stated in a recent telegram 
(from Madrid). 

2. That William the Wirer has generously offered to hand over 
Alsace-Lorraine to the French, if only they will support him against 
the consequences of his own telegraphic folly. 

"ane he has equipped a Flying Squadron of his own within a 
week. 

4. That Her Majesty has conferred a peerage on the editor of a 
certain would-be-clever Radical weekly for his intensely patriotic 
conduct during the late crisis. 


From an Irish paper :— 


‘ WANTED, smart young lady. Personal attractiveness essential. 
Ladies who put their beauty on every morning are requested to 
leave it at home when they call. Nature only dealt with.” 


There is @ certain frankness about this, and also a subtle know- 
ledge of life, which we cannot but admire ! 


Straws show how the wind blows. Recently, at Galata, some 
Italian sailors were ridiculed by some French and Russian blue- 
jackets in a café, and fighting was narrowly averted by the Italians 
leaving the place for anotherdrinking-shop. Here they met two or 
three British tars and became friendsatonce. Enter once more the 
French and Russian tormentors, and at once a free fight ensued, in 
which the English and Italians won comfortably. 
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PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if 
what is supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


8. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” 
do so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Gd./or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 


: 
| 









Sora 














ll wy | 

















te 








’ or if 
please 
d) to 


lovis”’ 


tamps. 





bes pi at tes EE 2o ee ORR Se 
FRY Rah 4s 





BIRD’S 





Fesrvary 11, 1896. 


FUN. 














AL ° 
y iy - we 
Y 4s#A 
SY - 
% , 
. rs ’ ‘. 
Z 4 
‘ _/ . 
. 
‘ , 
’ JAA 
.¥ bs P 
‘ 4 
4s 
“4 y 4 
se : 
7, “4 
‘ 4 
p “G 
y ‘oe z 
4 A Pow Z. 
, 4 7% y Z 
g ‘ 
: A 
/ > 44 
¢ A 
Z 7 
7 a 
GY 
y 4 AN 
tii 
£ ¢ 
YH 
’ 4 Ys Ly 
y Z y 
CS Lid 
, ny 
7 j 
V4 7 
an id 
A 4 , 4 
4 y 444 
‘ A yf 
“bo 4/ / 
£4 e  4W 
J ty d 
eee Z 2 “4 
(On oy 3°U4 
r a 4 V4 
Var 
Z 
ff 
oy 


SSS 
MAS SAA 


\ 
\\ 


KS 
NEN 
NN 


N 


KM Mwa 
aN WN ‘ 
NK 
\ . sense : AN 


iB 
A 
NN 





UNAPPRECIATED. 


The New Woman (to spinster relative): “Did you ever know 
anything more absurd, Aunt? Here’s a Valentine sent to me, and 
with the words ‘To a Member of the Ballet !’” 


The Old Woman: ‘ Yes, Indeed! The one I’ve received is far 
a sr puacai Why it’s actually addressed ‘To a Prim Old 
al ’ >? 








An Appropriate Valentine. 


Ir was St. Valentine’s Eve and Edwin was in the last stages of 
despondency. It was a clear case of death or dishonour, and 
Edwin, like our old friend Brutus, ‘‘ was an honourable man.” He 
had lost two stone in a fortnight, he had become haggard and pale, 
and still the question, the momentous question, was unanswered, 
_ appeared to be unanswerable. And to-morrow was Valentine’s 

ay. 

What should he send Angelina? 

‘‘A miniature coloured print with a frill round it,” he discarded 
as preposterous. Gloves, scent, fancy boxes, had been done before, 
and he was nothing if not original. Jewellery, good, beyond his 
means ; cheap, nasty ! 

He paced his room till the gentleman underneath used language 
strong enough to break a South African speculator. “ But nothing 
came of it. I mean the pace, not the language. But the pace 
couldn't last, and the gentleman underneath knew it, or he would 
probably have come upstairs and argued the point. At length 
Edwin ceased pacing, and rushed out into the street. With 
his hat drawn over his eyes he went along like one in a dream, and 
the innocent pedestrians he collided with called down curses on his 
head. But they need not have done so, the curse was already 
there. 

What the—here he caught the eye of a passing Bishop and 
pulled up in time. It was a near thing, but he didn’t say it, and 
the Recording Angel who knew what was coming and had already 
got it down, had to drop a blot on it and spoil the look of the page. 





a 


What the dickens could he send Angelina? 

Where was he? Let him think, had he lost his way? No, he 
was in the Strand. He walked on. Presently he stood staring 
into a shop window seeing nothing. Then an idea struck him. 
Perhaps Providence had led him to that shop. Perhaps there was 
something in that window suitable for Angelina’s valentine, What 
was there? Lambswool underclothing! Mockery! 

He hurried to the Gaiety bar to drown his sorrow. What would 
he have? Ah, what would Angelina have? Six of lambswool and 
& split underclothing! Preposterous! He drank, and came away 
unrefreshed. , 

Two minutes afterwards he was on the Embankment, gazing 
at the silent river, as it flowed sullenly along. Was life 
worth living? Certainly not. Then he remembered that he 
couldn’t swim. It would be suicide, and suicide was illegal. 
To commit an illegality is dishonourable. It would be death 
and dishonour. He might be mad. Indeed, he thought he 
was; but he would be logical, come what might come. A 
policeman came. ‘“ Fine evening, Sir,’’ said the man in blue. 
“Yes, it’s all very fine,” replied Edwin; ‘“ but how about to- 
morrow.” ‘Sir?’ cried the policeman. ‘“ It’s Valentine’s Day,” 
screamed the distracted Edwin, ‘‘ and I can’t make up my mind.” 
‘*You’ve been drinking,” said the policeman, who saw a job; 
“Come with me.” A sovereign changed hands, just as if it had 
+ sovereigns, as one might say, and they parted 

ends. 

On, on strode Edwin over Blackfriars Bridge, on, on, into the 
unknown wilds of peaceful Peckham, He knew by instinct where 
he was. He had not been there before, but travellers had told him 
of that weird lone spot, and it looked so like it that he recognised it 
at sight. There was a Rye there. Things were mostly awry every- 
where, and—— 

What the —— ought he send Angelina? 

And the Recording Angel murmured softly, ‘‘ Got him this time, 
anyway!” 

What was that organ playing. Ah, ‘‘A Naughty little Twinkle 
in her Eye.” The thought of Angelina's eye on the morrow, and 
he spoke of St. Valentine to that extent that the Recording Angel 
took him down in shorthand on a slip of waste paper. 

Where was he. Rye Lane! Well, it is a long lane that has no 
turning, anda Rye Lane must naturally be nothing but — 
So he walked on. He ncticed how happy people looked, and he 
hated them for it. Their valentines were, no doubt, by this time 
in the hands of the Postmaster-General. 

Good heavens! Was it the voice of an angel? Well, you never 
know, but it didn’t look like it. I mean the angel, not the voice. 
It was an ’Arriet-voice, and it said, ‘‘Oh,I sye, look at them fancy 
brices; in’t they er knock-art?’"’ Edwin looked. Fancy braces. 
Why hadn't he thought of them before? The very thing! Two 
and eleven three farthings. He rushed in and bought a pair, and 
came out another man. His honour was saved, and Angelina 
would be happy. 

It was the old, old story. He was in love, and she was a New 
Woman ! 








NOW ON SALE. — 


“FUN ALMANAC’ 


HOF 1896. 


Price Twropence; Fost F'ree, 2jd. 


Order at once, to avoid disappointment, or send 24d. 
to “Fun” Offices, 23 and 27, Bouverie Street,’ 
London, E.C. 











For Refined, Delicate Palates. 





CUSTARD 


POWDER 





Enhances the acceptability of every 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO EGGS REQUIRED. 








Gadbury’s 


cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating fo the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—KFAMILY DOCTOR. 
— NO ALKALIES USED 


ESTABLISHED 18m. 
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Bole Manufacturers : 


London Office: St. George’s House, Kastcheap, E.0 
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JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 
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PR A CRE 5 ALLO EARLE Pee 


A Delicious Antiseptic Dentifrice and Mouth Wash. 


CALVERT S 
DENTO-PHENOLENE 


Prepared with CALYERT’S purest PHENOL 
(Carbolic). 


Excellent for Sweetening the Breath and preserving the Teeth and Gums 


A Boon to Smokers 
USEFUL TO PREVENT INFECTION. 


Editor of Health says: ‘‘The most effective preparation for 
ridding the mouth of the aroma of tobacco, and leaving a pleasant 


taste.’ 
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is. 6d., 2s. 6d., and 1-lb. 7s. Gd. Bottles, at Chemists, &c., 
or Post Free in U.K. for value. 


— ae $$$ <2 $$ ——__—— 


A few Drops in water make a delicious mouth-wash, for sweetening the 
breath, and leaving a pleasant taste and coolness. 





Medical Press and Circular reports: ‘It is a very pleasant, 
agreeably-scented preparation, in which the odour of the phenol is 
masked by blending it with aromatics.” 


“A SOVEREIGN REMEDY.” 


* “4 find that your Carbolic Ointment is a sovereign remedy for Chilblains. It at once relieves the sore and irritating pain, 
and a few applications complete the cure.’—From WM. VAUGHAN, Esq., Clark’s Green, Capel, Surrey. 


"A MIRACULOUS OINTMENT.’ 


sé = a eas . 
TW on pe yyw skin, wee affected by cold winds, it made me a victim to great suffering, although having tried 
sits foe Mendiod Made cme mee “¢ my trying your Carbolic Ointment, and gave me proof of its efficacy. I applied it 
ae, ny hand, w uch, after a few applications, it entirely relieved, and having used it beneficially for 
purposes, 1 can only describe it as a miraculous Ointment.’’—From W. J. WARE, Esq., Nunhead, London, 
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CALVERT’S CARBOLIC OINTMENT 


IS UNEQUALLED AS A REMEDY FOR 


Chafed Skin, Piles, Insect Bites, Scalds, Cuts, Sore E 

» & : : : , yes, Earache, Neuralgic 

and Rheumatic Pains, Chapped Hands, Chilblains, Throat Colds, and Sirin 
Ailments generally. 
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Large Pots ls. lid. each, at Chemists, Stores, &c., or Post Free for value. 





NUMEROUS TESTIMONIALS HAVE BEEN RECEIVED ABOUT ITS EFFICACY, 


F. C. CALVERT & CO., MANCHESTER. 
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KruGER, then, is probably about to visit London, and will 
attend service in Oom Paul’s—I mean St. Paul’s. We hope it will 
not boer him. The gentleman with the eyeglass at the Colonial 
Office will have something to say to him—something about a 
“ tortoise putting its head cut,” we believe. Then, over Dunville’s 
Irish, they will discuss Jameson’s horse. Then, perhaps, Oom Paul 
will go over and thank William, the Wirer, and oversauer kraut they 
will talk of sour grapes. That, we believe, is the official programme 
as at present arranged. 


The Benefit of the Doubt has caught on in New York ; the leading 
papers of that city, including the Herald, Sun, and World, unite in 
calling it ‘‘the best-written play they have had there within 
memory.”’ In England, too, it was hailed as a masterpiece, and 
ran for—afew weeks. Something was wrong with either the piece 
or the intelligence of the public. Personally, we side wish the 
piece. 


We are rather alarmed at the possibilities presented by the new 
photography. They can photograph through walls, trees, and 
even the human body! A lady sitting comfortably at home will 
easily be able to prove to her husband that he was not at the club 
last evening till such an unearthly hour by the aid of this infernal 
machine. It will be impossible to wear old shirts. It will be 
useless to tell your doctor that you never touch whisky. All this 
is bad enough. But if the confounded thing is going to photograph 
through our clothes—heaven help us! We might as well begin, 
all of us, to dispense with our clothes at once, without pretence. 
These ‘‘ snapshots’ would fetch enormous prices—but the result 
would be just a shade too French! The least those idiotic 
scientists can do is to invent something really opaque—some- 
thing that that fearful photographic eye cannot penetrate, and we 
shall have to wear it, even if it be of iron. Or else—go about in 





Norice.— The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent tn. 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


the dark. And even if we did this, some brilliant benefactor of the 
human race would trot out a patent ten million horse-power 
magnesium light, and then where, oh where should we be ? 


A question that arises out of the Haggerston election petition is, 
** How long may a constituency be said to be nursed?’’ Answer: 
So long as it is fed from the bottle. 


‘“ What! only twelve shillings and sixpence for this watch? It 
must have cost that to make!” ‘ Yes, sir, it did.’ ‘‘ Then where’s 
vour profit?’’ ‘Well, sir, I’ope the gent as buys it will let us 
repair it, sir.” 

‘‘GRACE BEFORE MEAT.” 

A headmaster recently had cause to chastise two boys just before 
the dinner hour, One said the grace before the meal :— 

“For what we have received may the Lord make us truly 
thankful.” 

The master was furious, and told the young gentleman to visit 
him in the study once more after dinner. Whereupon the poor 
oe Se not to make the same mistake again, prayed, after the 
meal :— 

‘*For what we are about to receive Lord make us truly thankful.” 


Mr. Facing-Both-Ways Valentine. 
I. 


'Twas midnight’s hour: the season brief 
Of Valentine was ending. 
And in her chamber, charged with grief, 
A young, young maid sat rending, 
With velvet paws her silken hair, 
And all her ivories cranching, 
While with the hue of wan despair 
Her bloomless cheek seemed blanching. 
Of all the sad hearts in our clime 
That night, you’d find more sad nove: 
The valentine-receiving time 
Was past——and she had had none ! 


II. 


‘Twas midnight’s hour: St. Valentine 
Had from our earth retreated, 

And in her chamber, mad, malign, 
An old, old maid was seated. 

Some pictures in her hand she held: 
Awhile her tear-drops damped them ; 

And then a shriek of rage she yelled, 
Aa ’neath her heel she stamped them, 

And from her lips, I grieve to say, _. 
There fell of phrases bad some: 

The valentine-receiving day 7 ApHe 
Was past-——-AND SHE HAD HAD some! 


~~ 
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A FRIEND IN NEED. 


JOHN BULL.—“YOU'VE A PRETTY STIFF ORDEAL TO GO THROUGH, Dr. JIM, SO TAKE THIS CUP OF 
MAZAWATTEE TEA TO STEADY YOUR NERVES.” 
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By THE “* ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


THE Venezuelans feel very up- 
set about it. United States Secre- 
tary Olney advises them to apologise 
to Great Britain for certain transgres- 
sions. ‘“ But,” says the Venezuelan 
Government, “‘ Great Britain threatens 
to send her fleet to us if we don’t 
apologise.” ‘* Better apologise, then,” 
says Mr. Secretary Olney. 








** You’ve puiled the lion’s tail, and now 

Salt tears bedim your eyes, 

The British fleet is fleet indeed, 
You’d best apologise, 

You’ve naughty been; I’m sorry, but 
I think you would be wise, 

The Flying Squadron’s on the sea, 
So please apologise.” 


* * * 


The Pall Mall Gazette is noted for the alliteration and the puns 
of the headlines of its leading articles. May I suggest an appro- 
priate one: ‘“‘ Cust Bust” ? 


* * * 


A Daily Chronicle paragraph is headed, ‘ Missionary Breakfast 
at Oxford.” Have we gone back as far as that ? 


* * * 


Rhodes came, saw, and remained silent. So silent, indeed, that 
Wo must now call him Asphalte Rhodes, 


* * * 


When President Kruger comes over I hope our Government will 
show him every possible politeness, including the Crystal Palace. 


%* * * 


The Unionists may congratulate themselves on the result of the 
election petitions. Mr. Cremer does not think politics quite so 
créme de-la-Crémer since the Haggerston business. He spells it 
Haggardston now. 


* * * 


{So the poor little Prince Boris of Bulgaria is not to be allowed to 
call his soul his own, and is to be solemnly received into the Greek 
Church. Poor little chap. 


To be a Bulgarian Prince 

May mean many grandeurs and glories. 
But I’ve come to this feeling long since, 
It probably rather a Boris. 


* * ¥ 


I know that I have already inflicted upon you a large number of 
patriotic songs lately ; but, as three wd cao musicians have set 
the same number of “Fun Lyrics” to music, I can only suppose 
that they retain their popularity. The following will shortly be 
sung in a well-known provincial production :— 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 13.) 
“Too LonG In Peace.” 


In peaceful fields too long we've toiled, 
Have worked with book and pen, 

But pen and ploughshare will not keep 
Our freedom, Englishmen. 

The hour has come to cast aside ¢ 
The ledger and the quill, 

The weapons you must look to now 
Are weapons meant to*kill. 


Our country needs each son, 
To hold what she has won, 
To keep her honour bright, 
. ‘To prove egain her might, 
Let “ England " be your ory, 
As you march to do or die 
With the Union Jck unfurled and floating high. 


stEFRIAN — 
We must show yet once again, . ; 
That we still are Englishmen, * ; 
Who will fight for England’s fame, ff need=be back to back, 
As we fought long years ago 
So to-day we'll meet a foe 
For our Queen and for our country, beneath the Union Jack. 


We care not for the foreign hosts, 
Though countless they may be, 

Who fight because they have to fight, 
Our men, at least, are free. 

Though millions they may number, yet 
Old England has no fears, 

She has her British redcoats and 
She has her volunteers. 


REFRAIN :— 
Your country needs, etc. 

“ Defence and not defiance " is 
The motto of our land, 

We seek no quarrel, but we shall 
Let rivals understand 

That not an inch of England's soil 
Shall foreign foot invade, 

We'll keep the Empire that our sires 
With British blood have made. 
REFRAIN :— 

Your country needs, etc, 


Puff. 


Alltung.—“ It is reported that Miss Gadder powders dreadfully.” 
Whittle.—“ There is generally some report attached to powder.” 














GOING AT A RATE. 


Parson.—“ Ah! Swigsby, Swigsby; I am sorry to see you all 
over the pavement like this.”’ 

Swigsby.—“ Shorry! Wha’ a got to be shorry about (hic), 
hastn’t a man a right to take hash much room as he likes con- 
shiderin’ how heavy he hash to pay for bis paving rate.” 
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Cabby.—“ Correct fire ! 


Sweet William—Soured. 


PRESIDENT KruGer (looking at 


Bull's House) : 


H’m! It looks a pleasant place 
Big, substantial, not too new. 
Bull stands on a firmer base 
Than the Prussian Parvenu. 
Here one sees no tawdry gilt, 
But a mansion firm and grey. 
Not a stucco, jerry-built 
Monarchy of yesterday. 


Strength displayed but not too much, 
And with comfort it is full, 

There is something very Dutch 
In the homeliness of Bull. 

Prussia, spite of all it’s brag, 
After all is little game: 

Bull's a friend 'twere well to bag, 
Iam very glad I came. 


(Tie knocks.) 
WILLIAM (observing him) :— 
What! Old Kruger? Hangit all! 
After all my fond display, 
Here he comes a morning 


a 


v7 





Herr Stohwasser.—‘ Bot I haf you your correct fare given ! ee ee 
W’y, I b’lieve as this ’ere bloomin’ shillin’ was mide in Germany ! 


"Ave yer ? 





_ —— 
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Cutting me, who telegraphed, 
Wired, careless of expense ! 

There must be a vein of craft 
Running through his commonsense. 


Dare he scorn the greatest King 
That has e’er composed a song ? 
Does he think that its the thing 
To put William in the wrong? 
Does he know my lofty birth, 
Know the prowess « f my sword, 
Has he reckoned up my worth 
Like his British over-lord ? 


Heavens! Can it really be 

That my friendship’s cast aside, 
And that ‘“‘ made in Germany ”’ 

Discounts all my kingly pride ? 
Must J suffer Britain’s scorn, 

Who should be from scorn exempt, 
Hate and anger can be born, 

sitter is a foe’s contempt. 


Out-mancuvred and defied. 
Dragged from my exalted place, 

Laughed at, mocked at, and decried, 
Kurope noting m‘ 


race. 
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>? 


[ must grin and bear it, too; 
Of my foot Bull has the length. 
What on earth can Prussia do 
’Gainst old England’s sturdy strength ? 


I might bluster—what’s the use ? 
Bluster will not hurt a foe. 
Empty boasts and vague abuse 
I have tried them, and I know. 
Then, to own it, I’m afraid, 
I at last can understand 
Britain holds my sea-borne trade 
In the hollow of her hand. 


Say allies—but who'll ally ? 
That way’s very far from plain, 
France ?—she keeps a longing eye 
On Alsace and on Lorraine! 
Austria ?—-we took her place ! 
Italy ?—h’m, that’s absurd ! 
Dare I e’en to Russia look ?— 
Isolated! pon my word! 


William, there’s but little doubt 
You must be exceeding low. 
You must mind what you’re about 
Or your Fatherland will go. 
Kruger ? Well, a straw wil] show 
When the wind beg ns to tack. 
And » straw we also know 
Often breaks a camel’s back. 
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SWEET WILLIAM.—“*OH! THE OLD BLACKGUARD. 
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DAT KNOCKIN’ AT THE DOOR. 


VHO WOULD HAVE THOUGHT IT, AFTER ALL MY 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 64.) 






























~—_ REL Ra agg 


A cong ee noe 


ne Reteecnemnimsdigeres 


Pee > haem 


eset ee he 


go ee 





Frepruaky 18, 1896. 




















7 4 j i > : ” U 
yf OAT 
4 ws yy, D 
y MBH ty, " ) 


snp 
Pid Vey, 


Child (after being shewn picture of, and talking about, Christian Martyrs).— | mas. 


** Are those the same tomatoes Papa eats at dinner?” 


The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE FOLLY OF PUFF TUPP. 


Puff Tupp, the Eagle, sitting alone— 
Hoch! Hoch!! Hoch!!! 

Wagging his beak on hia rickety throne— 
Hoch! Hoch!!! Hocht!! 

Working away at a beautiful sonnet, 

A sword in lie claw, a bee in his bonnet, 
Hoch! Hoch!! Hocht!! 

Puff Tupp, the Eagle, scaling the sky, 
Hoch! Hoch!! Hocht!! 

Winking a wink with hia glittering eve 
Hoch! Hoch!t! Hocht!! 

Preaching a God-hleas-the-Fatherland sermon 

In phtlosophic but flowery German, 
Hocht Hoch!! Hocht!! 


Puff Tupp, the Eagle, proud of his place— 

Hoch! Hocht! Hocht!! 
Talking tall of his marvellous race— 

Hoch! Hoch!! Hocht!! 
Singing songs of his own composing 
To a bored-to-death universe, quietly dozing— 

Hoch! Hoch!! Hoch!!! 
BUNGLE Sone. 

Purr Turr, the great Swell-headed Eagle, came of a very old 
stock. It was that old, old stock known as the Laughing Stock. 
He had no sense of humour, but, for all that, he was very funny— 
very funny indeed. Often and often, in the warm summer evenings, 
would Jon Bool, the Lion; Franki Panki, the Monkey : Hungri, 
the two-headed Vulture; It Ali, the little Eagle; and Bowski, the 
big Bear, gather round Puff Tuppin a circle and draw him out, and 
Jaugh at bis unconscious but ingenuous buffoonery till the welkin 
rang again. 

‘ Ah,” Puff Tupp would say, “ have you noticed what a very fine 
bird I am, and what a beautiful nest I have built, and what equisite 
songs Ising? Oh, there never was such a downy old bird as Iam, 
never! Don't you all wish you were as big and clever as I am! 
But you never will be, never. Oh,I ama superbcreature. Hoch! 
Hoch!! Hoch!!!" 

Of course this was very entertaining, and the circle used to be 
very amused. But, unfortunately, their loud ané continuous 
laughter made poor Puff Tupp think that he was a wit indeed ; so 
he took to making practical jokes which were not nearly so funny. 

The deluded Fowl had often been a leetle jealous of Jon Bool 
the Lion, so he began by playing a few practical jokes at his 
expense. Now the Lion is @ sturdy, straightforward animal, very 
slow to take offence ; and there is a general understanding that up 
to a certain — he will put up with anything, but that when that 
point is reached he has a very obnoxious way of making himself 
exceedingly unpleasant. The awkward part of this was, that the 








Theatrical. 


An actor’s children were discussing 
their parts. ; 

Harry, aged six, was going to play 
Willie Carlyle in East Lynne at the 
Town Hall for an amateur Thespian 
Club. 

Tom, aged four, was playing Paul in 
The Octoroon with his father at the local 
Theatre Royal. 

At about 7 o’clock, Tom said: ‘“‘ Are 
you ready, Harry? I’m off to the 
theatre.” 

“N-no! I’m not going to-night,’ 
replied Harry, “I’m engaged at the 
Town Hall.” 

“Oh! I know!” sneeringly remarked 
Tom, aged four, “to act with a lot of 
blooming amateurs.” 


Tit for Tat. 


Counsel (cross-examining).—‘{How old 
are you, madam?” 
Witness (savagely).—‘‘ Forty-one. How 


old are you? You look about ninety!” 


| Our Old” Friend: ‘One Who 
Wants to Know,” asks what is the 
proper key to open the heart at Christ- 
Why a tur-key, of course! or 
whis-key. 


point used to vary, and no one ever felt quite sure whether that 
point had been reached or not. So when Puff Tupp began twisting 
Jon Bool’s tail and pulling hairs out of his mane, the other mem- 
bers of the little circle got a bit nervous, and their laughter became 
spasmodic and a trifle feeble. This nettled Puff Tupp, for through 
long custom he had become to look upon hearty laughter as his 
honest due. So he rose and said: ‘‘My brothers, ye are but 
cowards; this silly old Lion is worn out. There is ne go in him. 
See me pull his tail off!”’ and he pulled. 

As he pulled Jon Bool arose, and, with his mane bristling and 
his teeth showing, he gave one awful roar and began to waltz round 
in & way that made poor Puff Tupp wonder if he could let go with- 
out dashing himself to pieces. However, when he could hang on 
no longer, he flew into the arms of Bowski the Bear, who was 
looking grimly on, and was not at all pleased, and asked Puff Tupp 
where the dooce he thought he was coming to. 


Still the Lion waltzed round snapping and hitting in all 
directions. 

“H’m,” said the Bear to Puff Tupp, “ pretty meas you have got 
us all in with your blithering foolishness. Holy Moses, look at 
him now! Oh, you’re a funny old bird, you are! ” 

** Yes,” said Franki Panki, ‘‘ he’s a nice respectable sort of fowl 
to go pulling tails, he is! Why, he’s got alot of my furon him 
now.” 


‘“‘ Ah,” cried It Ali, ‘‘if he’s going to upset us like this I’m off!” 

‘Same here,” muttered Hungri ; ‘‘ did you ever see anything like 
the way he’s going on now?”’ 

For the Lion was positively raving and pawing the air, and im- 
ploring someone—anyone—just so much as to look at him, that was 
all ; just to look at him. 

However, they pacified him at last, and got him home. And I 
don’t think Puff Tupp will ever be intentionally funny any more. 


Personal, Etc 


To Art Critics.—The advertiser wants information regarding a 
PICTURE which has been in his possession, and occasionally in that 
of his uncle, about 100 years. It is an original painting (99 by the 
other 9) and was one of nine which had been lying (emphatically) 
for more than 50 years up aloft at the wrong-end. It represents 
the Angel (not at Islington) seated on the ground (as Christmas 
carol singers howl) jeering at a dense mass of coke in the distance. 
The Angel wears eye ei with Moore—not Burgess—beside her. 
Interpretations to be addressed in the first person singular to 23, 
——— Street, top attic. Vide Times (February 11th) agony 
column, 
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THE (UN)WILLING UNEMPLOYED. 
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TT bate n. 


Alas! a Page, unlike wine, improves not with age! When he first came he was fairly promising, as Pages go. It is true that he had a weakness for 
practical joking, but we expect to meet with such trifling weaknesses in the composition of an average Page boy. 
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His habit of walking up stairs on his hands saved the carpeting. That Page grew older. Then acrisis came, He wanted our consent to his marriage 


with Susan, the Cook. 
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The New Barmaid at the Avenue Theatre 
fulfils all modern requirements to perfection ; 
Messrs. Frederick Bowyer and W. E. Sprauge, 
the authors, and Mr. John Crook, the composer, 
have done their task thoroughly. I can con- 
scientiously give all three of them a certificate 
of efficiency (with honours) in the manufac- 
ture of a musical comedy. 

7 The first scene of The New Barmaid occurs 
nd Se at the Owlett’s Club. I do not know what 
: the qualifications of membership are, but I 
should say the chief one was that you should appear to be wearing 
evening dress for the first time in your life. Minor rules probably 
enjoin the shouting of inane ditties as often as possible, and doing 
things generally that would make a sane man wonder what possible 
excuse you cap have for living. 

Captain Lovebury, a member of this delectable institution, has 
written compromising letters to Brenda Louth, the old barmaid, 
who threatens him with an action for breach of promise. The 
exact motive that she bas for this is the more obscure from the fact 
that the fair Brenda is secretly married to William White, the head 
waiter of the club. 

Captain Lovebury, who seems to be a peculiarly unfortunate 
individual, is in love with the New Barmaid, who, of course, is a 
—_ lady so reduced in the world that she chooses the position of 
varmaid in a gambling club as the means to earn her living. To 
further add to the general probability of the thing, William White's 
brother Bertie is a member of the club, having been left a fortune 
by an inconsiderate uncle. Mixed up with all this is a colonel who 
has lost his daughter, who, of course, turns out to be the New 
Barmaid. 

Scattered about through the story are a party of impossible lady 
journalists, headed by Dora—a most fearful and wonderful creation, 
who does the most extraordinary things in the most extraordinary 
manners 

Miss Lottie Collins, the aforesaid “ lady’ journalist, had very 
little to do except to cavort about the stage, but she did that little 
very well, and sang a bicycle song with spiritand humour. There 
is one other passable ditty in the piece, “A Little Bit of Sugar for 
the Bird,’ delivered by Mr. J. J. Dallas. Mr. Harrison Brockbank 
sang nicely, but did not act at all. Mr. J. L. Shine, Mr. Charles 
Rowan, Miss Agnes Delaporte, Miss Maria Saker, and Miss Maggie 
Hunt did their best. It was a most extraordinary evening. 
GossAMER, 


I was present at the concluding performance of Wolff's great 
Continental Circus at the Crystal Palace. The horsemanship was 
attended with that brilliant finish which accuracy and familiar 
association alone can confer. The intervention of the comics was 
cleverly conceived. Clown Tanti Bedini, the Namruys (musical 
eccentrics), Messrs Jones and Robinson (mimics on the parallel 
bars), end Little Fred (with his comical little happy family) were 
far above the usual rdle of fooling. To see Little Fred ride off at a 
very sharp pace upon a very large porker was a sight I kad never 
previously seen, and the feat created s:upendous and long-con- 
tinued applause. 

The Silbons (acrobats) are now appearing at the Crystal Palace. 
and perform a variety of aerial flights. The troupe hail from the 
United States, and have never performed in England previously. 


A light comedy in three acts, entitled Jedbury, Junior, by 
Madeline Lucette Ryley, was produced at Terry’s Theatre on 
Valentine's Day. It is a curiously constructed comedy. in which 
there is abundant humour, latent and ot! eek is si 
posed t Cla DS«* LW ! f +’ &l 
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between the latter and the final act. Mr. Frederick Kerr sustains 
the part of Christopher Jedbury, jun., and Mr. John Beauchamp 
that of Mr. Christopher Jedbury. Major Hedway is represented by 
Mr. T. L. Mackay. Messieurs Playfair, Bellamy, Beecher, Far- 
quhar, and Power commendably played their respectively allotted 
parts. Misses Cross, Chester, and Moore play the several parts of 
Mrs. Jedbury, Mrs. Glibb, and Nellie Jedbury, and Miss Maude 
Millett played Dora Hedway in her conventionally taking way. ; 


Emprre.—The eight Welshmen who took the first prize at the 
Chicago Exhibition for glee and part-singing made their first 
appearance at the Empire Theatre on Monday, 17th. 


Something Carbolic. 


SHOULD our readers be desirous of improving their appearance, 
dentally, facially, or orally, they have only to rally round and use 
Calvert’s (Manchester) tooth paste (you’]] never want new teeth) 
ointment (utterly’ routs chaps—not males—and chilblains) or 
Dento-phenoline, a most delicious mouth-wash, the aromatic 
properties of which are permanently agreeable. Our Editor has, 
since using Calvert’s toilet soap for shaving, grown very juvenile 
and energetic. The entire staff have taken to Calvert’s soap 
vigorously, and since have used no other. 


In Exeter Cathedral. 


THE six elderly gentlemen in white bedgowns who carried the 
collecting bags were marching up the centre aisle, when Prater 
asked in a whisper :— 

‘* Are they the tenors or the altoes ? ”’ 

‘‘T can’t see whether they are all toes or heels! ”’ said Wagley. 

** Stupid! I mean——” 

‘Oh, yes! I know what you mean! 

‘* How do you know ?”’ 

‘Because they are pillars of the church, of course, and bases 
always carry the capital! ”’ 

And then the organ played. 


They’re basses.”’ 


























HE WAS THIRSTY! 


SCENE—A Carp Parry. 
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hope you’ve come to enjoy yourself.” 
nk boy : ud sali . for er!" 





shee 








~~ Law AA > Se a 



























A Se aie eames 


Bit Rates 
ee 


Pos 


Ye Sedat) sat tas 
VOSS Sa 


Day! BE pe ee 
Yi ee 
SES 


ee aee 


CS AISY Ye oe 


om 


Re 
3 








Fepruarky 18, 1896. 


FUN. 

















— 














FUTURE PHOTOGRAPHY. 











Psychical Research, 
AN UP-TO-DATE GHOST STORY. 


THE strange experience, I sing, of Robert Henry Church, 

That victim of economy and psychical research. 

Ah, I have heard him laugh at ghosts a sneering laugh of doubt, 

Now, mention “ghosts” and see him throw himself (and you) 
about. 


’Tis said of Church, and rudely said as if it were a fault, 

That ‘‘ to turn an honest penny he would turn a somersault!” 
Indeed, so very very great is Robert’s love of pelf, 
Occasionally he’s been known to overreach himself. 


One day a short advertisement beneath his notice came, 

But not ‘‘ beneath his notice ’’ was the popes of the same ; 

“A haunted grange to let!’ he cried; ‘‘the thing for which I 
Osa 


long ; Hei 
Good gracious ! 


A haunted grange! I shall get it for a song.” 


He saw the agent; viewed the grange; thought £30 a year, 
Considering a headless ghost, was really very dear ! 
‘‘A headless ghost!’? he shouted. ‘ Awful sight! 
alive, 
’Twould kill me! 


The bargain struck, to ‘‘Gargoyle Grange”’ did Robert Henry come, 
And his advent made the neighbourhood with gossip fairly hum ! 
At ghost and gossip Robert smiled, a smile of mute disdain— 

But, like our old historic friend, he never smiled again ! 


Why, man 


So, suppose we put the rent at twenty-five?” 





| 
| 








A week passed peacetully away ; no ghost disturbed the Grange, 
Indeed the tenant seemed to look the better for the change. 

Que little week, and then, alas! for Robert amy Ferns 

To Gargoyle Grauge came pioneers of Psychical Research. 


Till then Church never knew that he so many friends could boast, 

From far and near by scores they came, attracted by the Ghost. 

They’d ‘been at school with Robert,” or “‘ had known his Uncle 
James,” 

And to his hospitality they thus asserted claims. 


To stay the longest at the Grange, one with the other vied, 
And seldom came a night that found a bed unoccupied. 
Till Church at last could plainly see that anything a year 
For his magnetic residence was r ally very dear ! 


His guests not only ‘ broke his bread,"’ they also broke his rest, 
For every eve detachments went upon a spectral quest, 

They sprang upon each other from most unexpected lairs, 

And made the nighttime hideous by falling down the stairs. 


They knocked Church up to make to him ridiculous appeals ; 

They drove his servants from the house; they quarrelled at their 
meals ; 

Their psychic conversation didn’t interest him a bit, 

And they drank his Irish whiskey till he nearly had a fit. 


Though one from time to time would make of spectral clwes a 
boast, 

As you will naturally suppose, they didn’t find the ghost. 

It seems that ghosts have made a rule (I hardly think it right of 
’em) 

To only come and visit those who hate the very sight of 'em. 


Unwilling to disturb his guests, but feeling very ‘‘down,” 

Our hero left the Grange and took a bedroom up in town. 
There day by day he sat and poured o’er ancient mystic books, 
And night by night he used to go to Maskelyne and Cooke's. 


Their spectral tricks he grimly scanned; regardless of the fun 
He used to sit and wonder how the dickens “ it was done,”’ 
And disregarding utterly a conscientious prick, it’s 

Said he even tried to bribe the man who sells the tickets. 


A month passed by, and to the Grange our hero then returned, 
And in his lambent eye the flame of coming vengeance burned. 
That night the spectre-hunters had their courage sorely tried, 
For their psychic curiosity was more than gratified. 


Bells rang, bones rattled, groans were heard, with yells prolonged 
and weird, 

And ’mid phosphoric fumes and flames hobgoblins then appeared ; 

In frantic haste the searchers then their bedrooms did regain, 

To leave the place next morning by an early ‘“‘ workman's train,” 


Once more the Grange is empty, and is advertised to let, 

And Church is living in a flat that is not haunted yet; 

But though he once would laugh at ghosts a sneering laugh of 
doubt, 

Just mention “ghosts” and see him throw himself (and you) 
about. 


Naturally. 


At the bankruptcy examination of a once-popular musical com- 
poser last Tuesday, it was gravely stated that some of his works, 
which had brought thousands to the publishers, had been pur- 
chased from the composer for a ‘‘ mere —_ “ 

Surely they hardly expected a ballad to be sold for ‘‘a mere ora- 
torio ” or *‘ cantata ”’? 1g2 

It is singular that a judge cannot make an oratorio-ation and 
cantata—er—can’t utter a word without some irresponsible 
paragraphist seizing on it for comic copy. 
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| “Refreshing and Invigorating {o the 
| jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
_ palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” | 


—FAMILY DOCTOR. 
NO ALKALIES USED 


ESTABLISHED 10%. 











Polishing 








and Brilliant! — B Coppee, tin Dettomaie M 
y ng Drass, ’ ’ 
Platinold, &. everywhere. 

Sole Manufacturers : 


London Office: St. George's House, Eastcheap, E.0 





Needham’s 
veost an, BSCS 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 
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““Saturday.—Had a bit on the Staines Handicap Steeplechase, 
Pulled it off. Won by a Greek Irishman, I think, by name— 


O’Kuspodos. 


Monday.—Miss Birdie Sutherland’s breach of promise came off 
—oron. £5,000damages A nice little sum, which was the cause 


of another 
IMPROMPTU. 


‘«« What does little birdie say 

In her nest at break of day?” 
Hush, I’ll tell in half-a-minute. 

Birdie, it must be confessed, 

Has got, while feathering her nest, 
A nice-ish egg for putting in it. 








Tuesday.—Opening of Parliament. Leaders all in very good form. 
Previous night’s dinner must have agreed with them. 


To Westminster flees the tribe of M.P.’s 
From the arms of the wife or the mother, 





By tHe Parry ox THe Spor. 











Wednesday.— Pottered about the Grafton Gallery all the morning. To twist and invent and misrepresent 
What is called the “ Barbizon School ” of lateial an view. Found The objects and views of pa other. 
the work sincere and attractive in its skill, but felt a gloom settling And hysterical joy (I believe you, my boy !) 
on me before long. Subjects mostly rather depressing, particularly Is a throb in the veins of the nation ; 
Jozeph Israels’. Corot, Diaz, Dupré, Jaque, Millet—all there. For—hip! hip! hooray! it’s the opening day 
Beautiful work, but you want to be rich, handsome, virtuous, and Of the House of Misrepresentation. 
well-dressed to counteract their saddening influence. Renouard’s 


graphic and powerful sketches rather liven things up, but even they Helped the Duke and Duchess of York to open the first block of the 











1Gbh Y ‘ are & bit of a jerk—they are so active and real, the others so quiet new Church House at Westminster. Then ran round the corner to 
| 1B and poetical ! assist at the uncovering of the Bright statue by the Duke of Devon- 
| | BY : shire in the Central Hall. Also assisted at the election of a clerk 
aah. | sin avert to the County Council. Bustling scene and animated debate, Mr. 
i sig In transport sloops* the British troops C. J. Stewart elected finally. The (Jack) Dawe from Hull 
| With officers starred and gemmulate, exclaimed, ‘‘ I'm a Devil—I’m a Devil.” 
All put to sea for Ashanti . : 'o Bini 
bare ‘ Dropped in again at Thurston’s Billiard Room, and saw another 
4 vit Highness of pete emulate. heat 5 Tscsondd Victuallers’ Championship. Thisis catching 
Wh b a re luck to a — pluck on very strongly with the public and all concerned in the trade. I | § 
But wa A th . a bys se ate / a think Messrs. Thurston are to be congratulated on the happy idea | | 
7 Tha de sod t . ai Ve a ae of starting this most interesting tournament. The play improves | | 
4 ee ae Se Cy: each round. Mr. Haine, of The Woodman, Westow Hill, and Mr. 


Moore, of the Gtosvenor Hotel, Highbury New Park, contested the 
first heat of the day, and provided very good sport, as it was a ding 
dong game all through, Mr. Haine proving successful at the finish 
by 29 points. The second heat was between Mr. Harvey, of the 


Thursday.—Passed a pleasant hour at the Mansion House—not 
in the dock this time. Special meeting of Council of Hospital 
Sunday Fund to elect Prince of Wales vice-patron. Did it. 


Friday.—Went asa Church of England temperance deputation Caledonian Arms, Caledonian Road, and Mr. Clenshaw, Sultan’s 
(along with the Bishop of London and others). Not exactly a Head, Clapton, and won by Mr. Harvey by 20 points. 
temperance person myself in that sense, but always identify myself THE SPOTTER. 


with the Establishment. Very satisfactory interview with Lord enw ems 

Salisbury and Mr. Balfour. Don’t think my drinks are in much 

danger yet at any rate. NOW ON SALE. 
By the way, heard that Mr. Balfour nearly came to grief on his 

bicycle the other day out Whitechapel way. Immediately wrote 


the following impromptu on the subject :— , ‘FE UN A LMA NA BG 
Let the Radicals chi-ike ) 


Just as freely as they like, HOR 1896. 


For I'm as cool as any icicle (twm-te-twm)— 
But I guess they cried hooray ! Price Twropence; Post F'ree, 2jd. 
When they heard the other day — 


That I'd come to grief i -te- ‘ . , 
_ve HE may Meyole (iemetetem).' | Order’ al once, to avoid disappointment, or send 24d. 


ns saci | to ‘‘Fun”’ Offices, 23 and 27, Bouverie Street, 


° ot course they were not sloops, but the claims of rhyme are paramount. 
+ Who “ marched them up the hill and then he marched them down again.’ London, E.C 
b | . . 
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SMOKERS SHOULD USE 


Rear y Calvert's Den nolensd 
scram Dy - ert's Dento-Phenolene. 


: 1s. 6d., 2s. 6d., and 1-lb. 7s. 6d. Bottles, 


R S. ~At Chemists, &c., or Post Free for value. 
USED 
PAETROPOLITAN 


A FRAGRANT LIQUID DENTIFRIC 
ASYLUMS BOARD 


A few drops in a wine-glass of water make a delicious mouth wash® 


sweetening the breath, preserving the teeth, and leaving a pleasant 
[Quay wieson Si wonaon. £2 SOs F. CG. CALVERT & CO., Manchester 
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strengthening the gums, and ridding the mouth of the aroma of tobace® 











Editor of Health says:—‘ An agreeable tooth wash, most efficient . 


. Awarded 72 Medals and Diplomas, " 


ry “a5 d SATit hy fF pj . — ~ 4 ; T «a ., . 
11a a uth Africa—G raon and Gotch,. London. Me bourne. Sydney, Brisbane, and Cape Town. : 
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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Abbey and Mr. Solomon J. Solonion. 
By the way, I really must say— 


A WORD ABOUT THE WEATHER. 


When day succeeds to-day to bring 
The sunshine beaming brightly, 
With air as balmy as the spring 
And stars are a-shining nightly, 
When there’s a mildness that’s unpre- 
Cedented altogether— 
Can it be wondered at if we 
Converse about the weather ? 


Thursday.—Heard rumours of Nansen. May be all right—may 


be sheer Nansence. 


Friday.—Dreadful excitement! Story of unheard of tyranny 
reached me. Was told that the female gardeners at Kew are 
compelled to go to and from their work wearing the——-well there ! 
But it isn’t true. They only have to wear them during work, as 
skirts damage the plants, and they change the—things—in @ 
private room they have at the gardevs. Much relieved to hear 
this. The man who would so behave would indeed be 


PAST PRAYING FOR. 


The party who'd seek on the humble and weak 
To practise the arts of oppression, 

Is a party in whose bad bebalf I'd refuse, 
To encourage the least intercession. 


Wednesday.—Joined in an Election of Associates’ game at the 
Royal Academy. Two good men came out ahead—Mr. Edwin 


And the worst, by a score, is the man who'd ignore 
The moral that history teaches— 

That no woman Ps sure) can ever endure 
The thought of assuming the —— 


Screeches interrupt the flow of poesy. 


Saturday.—Ran over to Paris to ‘‘ greet and meet ”’ (I might say 
‘meat ”’) the Fat-Ox Celebration and Procession. Commencement 
of Carnival. High jinks. Also high kicks and the rest of misrule 
rollicks. Confetti and “streamers” flying everywhere. Most 
untidy. Rather like children these shrieking, dancing, yelling, 
singing, fantastically-dressed creatures ! 

Took a run to America to investigate a new discovery—an affec- 
tion of the nerves brought on by too early rising, which they call 


THE MATUTINAL MANIA, 


Though all through the day you might lollop and yawn, 
’Twas held as a virtue to rise with the dawn ; 

But recent researches, I’m pleased to remark, 

Declare it’s unhealthy to rise with the lark. 


The practice they took to be wisdom appears 
As only a sort of a lunacy, dears ; 

And people who hastily from the bed 
Are simply a little bit wrong in the head. 


I've always considered that so, I may state, 

And never get up till it’s awfully late— 

And now I'll lie later (the thought makes me brisk), 
For—dash it!—J’m not going to run any risk! 


Monday.—To a merry meeting of the Authors’ Society. Member 
moved that the society disclaim connection with the farcical 
‘* Address of English Authors to American” ditto. Address found 
to have imitated well-bred dog. 


Tuesday.—Ate pancakes all day. 
Tue Sporrer. 


Overheard in a ’Bus. 


Quarrelsome Party (after altercation about seats, to Fellow 
Traveller).—* What is your peony of the matter ?"’ 
Fellow Traveller.—“ I think you are an ass to take notice of such 


a trivial affair.” 


Q. P.—** Well, what do you think of him?” 
F. T.—" He must be an ass to take notice of an ass like you.” 


(Both left pondering.) 


A Noted Failure. 


Mrs. Host.—‘“‘ Cannot we prevail upon Miss Squaller to sing?” 
Mr, Host.—* No, we can’t; but 1 daresay we cau prevail upon 


her to screech !”’ 





egy 








Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any 














contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returne l 
un'ess accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Tue revival of On 'Change at the Strand 
was a big success. There is no change in 
the laughter - provoking qualities of On 
‘Change. Nous n’ av On(s) Changé pas cela 
—you must excuse the French for the sake of 
the pun. 

“Sell Trunks” is the key-note of the piece ; 
and as is only right in a play dealing with 
trunks—it shows you how wrong you will go 
i ‘ if you hab-a-dash(ery) at Stock Exchange 

ape gambling withovt knowing anything about it. 
“Trunks” prov» as disastrous to the Professor as ‘‘ Gladstone 
bag’ and beggage policy has proved to the State. 


Please do not be too hypercritical, 

If I drag in « joke political, 

You may believe that that which wit I call, 
Is naught but stupidity mephitical. 


~The irascible old Professor has once again for representative Mr. 
Felix Morris—who will go down to posterity as the man who was 
green enough to buy Trunks before selling them. Was ever perpe- 
trated so remarkable a Stock Exchange operation? The real thing 
is to sell things you never had with money you never possessed, to 
deal with thousands on “ tick'’—the tick of the tape machine, and 
to hand over something you have never seen to an individual you 
never meet. Mr. Morris has elaborated the part until it brims 
over with fun. 

Then there is William Farren, also, to keep the pot a-boiling. 
The Farren-Morris scene at the end of the first act is a masterpiece 
of farcical acting. These two artistes are admirably supported by 
E.weretta Lawrence, Mr. James Welch, Mr. Kelly, Mr. Scott 
Buist, and others. 

On 'Change is preceded by a little one-act play of far more than 
average merit; as, indeed, is only to be expected when we know 
that its author is none other than the versatile and accomplished 
Louis N. Parker. Itis called The Man in the Street and very 
entertaining itis. You have certainly to swallow the “long arm of 
coincidence,’ but it won't choke you, and the effects are rather 
pleasant than otherwise. 

A young artist and his wife are living happily together—when 
the former brings into the house a street musician whose absence 
of cleanliness is only equalled by the vigour of his language. 

The Man in the Street is most admirably played by Mr. James 
Welch, as the itinerant flautist—I had almost called him the 
‘‘ flaut and jeer” ist—by Miss Gwendolen Floyd as his daughter, 
and by Mr. Scott Buist as the husband. 

GOSSAMER. 


Jedbury, Jun., at Terry’s Theatre, is certain to have a good run. 
The comedy is humourous, natural, and up to date. Mr. 
Frederick Kerr plays Christopber Jedbury, jun., in a man! y straight- 
forward style. He is discovered moving his goods ee chattels 
from the first floor up to the drawing-room under the roof. In the 
midst of all the confusion his friends call upon him and are utterly 
surprised at the change, which they attribute to the usual cause. 
Subsequently, his parents give him a lookin. Father and mother 
do not speak to each other, and only communicate by means of a 
prosy ol butler, who expresses the abrupt commands of his master 
in terms provoking unlimited laughter. Mr. Gilbert Farquhar ably 
sustains this part. Mr. and Mrs. Glibb, respectively played by Mr. 
G, E. Bellamy and Miss Elsie Chester, are a remarkalle couple. 
The wife does all the talking, inasmuch as the husband is an 
almost speechless kind of imbecile, a part which requires 
very careful performance, and it gets it. Mr. Christopher 























eplendidl layed by Mr. John Beauchamp, 
w.nis hs = tu pe tape "Dore, Hedway, coyly and cleverly 
represented by Miss Maude Millett. Jeabury, jun., has no 
reluctance to do so, but for an escapade, which he relates to 
nis friend, Tom Bellaby, a young solicitor, fairly played by My. 
Arthur Playfair. It appears that..wnilst on board ship, off the 
coast of Tierra del Fuego, he inadvertently entered a lady’s 
cabin, and is subsequently compelled to sign a contract of 
marriage. Query, is te legally married or not? Well, the 
usual quarrels arise between father and son. The latter is 
packed off to the former’s business house at Bombay. Whilst there 
he discovers serious discrepancies in the manager’s accounts, 
whom he ultimately offers to accompany as far as the police station. 
Everybody engaged in the comedy deems it necersary to go out to 
Bombay. There Dora Hedwey charges Tom Bellaby with being 
the other party to the before-mentioned marriage at Tierra del 
Fuego, and produces the marriage contract, which is signed—Tom 
Bellaby. You cau guess t e lawier’s amazement, but he recognises 
the handwriting of his friend Christopher, and tells Dora so. 

So it turns out that Christopher and Dora are really husband 
and wife, according to the law of Tierra del Fuego. Thie announce- 
ment is consonant with the wishes of every one concerned, and all 
terminates harmoniously. Miss Emily Cross plays Christopher’s 
mother very becomingly, and Miss Eva Moore is a sweetly-capti- 
vating Nelly Jedbury. Major Hedway is played by Mr. J. L. Mackay, 
and Job by Mr. L. Power. Mr. Edward Beecher plays the part of 
Mr. Simpson, manager of Jedbury’s Bombay house. Miss M. L. 
Ryley is to be congratulated upon her histrionic composition, most 
cordially. 

Mrs. Ponderbury, a farcical comedy in three acts, by F. C. 
Burnand, adapted from the French play, Madame Mongodin, was 
produced at the Court last Thursday. The first act is clever, 
bright, and smart; the second actis disappointing, and a trifle 
vulgar ; the third act is ridiculous, and reminds one of the curtain- 
raisers Twenty Minutes with a Tiger and France during the 
Republic in combination. Mrs WPonderbury, an austere, 
arrogant, hectoring lady, has locked up her husband in 
the library. The butler has a duplicate key, and lets him out. 
We are introduced to Mr. Ponderbury, a crushed relic, but eager to 
kick over the traces upon the earliest opportunity. He informs his 
niece and her sweetheart of the tale of nis wife’s encounter with an 
impressionable admirer ‘years ago, and points to a fruit knife, 
mounted upon a shield, hanging upon the wall. The subsequent rela- 
tion of this tale by Mr. Ponderbury, in verger-like style, is killingly 
funny. The introduction of a lady neighbour, who is fresh, in retire- 
ment, from the music halls, and her relations, harmless perfectly, with 
Mr. Ponderbury, who has a habit of looking over his garden wall, is 
replete with merriment. His answer, constantly repeated and adopted 
by Mervyn Thorp, of ‘* My lawyer told me,” caught on splendidly. In 
the third act the tables are turned upon Mrs. Ponderbury, who resigns 
the command over her husband; and the fruit-knife episode is 
proved to be a glaring fraud. Mr. Charles Hawtrey played Mr. 
Ponderbury in a refined and modest tone, and Mr. Eric Lewis was 
a most ardent and persistent lover of Ethel, played very prettily 
by Miss Violet Lyster. Little Jack Rumford was sustained by Mr. 
Brandon Thomas, and Hyacinth Grayling by Mr. Willis Searle. 
Paster, the butler, played by Mr. William F. Hawtrey, is a study. 
Miss Lottie Venne played Countess de Mojeski in a most fetching 

manner, and Mrs. John Wood had Mrs. Ponderbury all to herself. 
The house was filled with lawyers. I suppose the air of the Court 
is congenial to them! 


Through the Window. 


THE defendant's counsel sat down with a glow of triumph on his 
face, and the judge proceeded to take the witness in hand with due 
solemnity and severity. 

Judge.— I hope you are aware, sir, that you are laying yourself 
open to a very heavy penalty. We have the testimony, on oath, of 
four witnesses that there is only one window in the room where the 
alleged assault took place.” 

itness.— Yes, my lord.” 

Judge.— And that you were sitting by the fire with your back to 
that window when defendant entered. Yet you have sworn, and 
twice on your oath repeated, that at that moment you were looking 
through the window.” 

Witness.—‘* Will your Lordship let me explain ? I certainly said 
three times to this smart and learned gentleman, ‘I was looking 
through The Window in ’—— : but each time he interrupted me at 
that point. If he hadn’t stopped my mouth by chiming in as he 
did, I was going to say that, when defendant entered the room I 
was looking through The Window in—— a volume of Tennyson’s 
Poems !!” 

An outburst of laughter rang through the court-house, and the 
face of defendant’s counsel assumed the hue of a bad orange. 


Jeduury ’ 
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A FRAGMENT. 


Mrs. Parsay.—‘‘ How very plain some of the women are here to-night.” 
Mrs. Roseleaf.— One in particular, I thiuk.” 
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Nansen has at last reached the Pole, and nailed the Norwegian 
flag to it. German Colonial party, please note. A fine summer 
resort, with all its vast resources not even “scratched.” Just like 
those grabbing Norwegians! It is unfortunate that, so far, that 
fertile tract of Jand is not yet opened up for telegraphic purposes ; 
otherwise we feel sure that the Emperor of China would have sent 
congratulations to the intrepid explorer! 


The Pelican and African Critic Mutual Admiration Society is 
very fine thing. The first-named says, in its humorous way, 








“Barney’s Bark is not a patch on Wernher’s Beit.” African 


- —— — - —-— - ——- 





Critic: “Excellent! Oapital! Best t we've ever heard!” 
Pelican (next week): ‘“‘Mr. Hess (the editor of the A. C.) is 
a wonderfully good judge of a joke. Praise from him is praise 
indeed!’ Or words to that effect. Sonice! Sobrotherly! This 
is the sort of thing that binds us more firmly to our Colonies. 


Report says that a young lady, who a year ago knew no English 
at all, is to appear shortly at the Savoy in a Gilbert-Sullivan opera. 
A French or German lady struggling through Gilbert’s “ patter- 
songs” ought to be rather amusing, considering that, fo the 
ordinary Englishman even, they are a constant source of tetanus— 
which its other name is lock-jaw. 


‘Give a dog a bad name,” etc. It is now reported that the 
Scottish instinct is so strong in the committee of the London 
Caledonian Football Club, that, in addition to the 6d. for ad- 
mission to matches, they intend charging 3d. to come out. 


oo Gentlemen, 4 bas the Boers !”’ 
orkshireman (eagerly).—“ And so do ah!” 


Books Received. 


“Tus Loxpox Home” for this month is, as usual, a wonderful 
roduction for 1d. It is always up to date and clever. Its cover 
of blue and gold, and its contributions, artistic and literary, are 
equal to the contents of many of the most expensive magazines. 
Our readers may be interested in knowing that “ Blot” (wh 
satires on the (un)willing unemployed, appearing in un week by 
week, are attracting so much attention) is a regular contributor to 
“The London Home,”’ and is responsible for its article on the 
‘* London Bird Market” in this last issue of this publication. 
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ON THE WAY TO THE FAIR. 


Farmer-Dealer.—‘‘ Now, ye young limb, don’t be afther leppin’ that horse, or playin’ anny thricks wid him! 
anyther of yees comin into Ballyduffy Fair wid yer necks broken!” 


I don’t want 


O Princes be warned by me, 
It will be better for you. 
So, say what I do not say, 
And do as I do not do. 
Boris, my boy, I’m afraid 
Your father has made a mistake. 


What can be got out of Rome ? 
Well, it’s a puzzle to me! 

Will my Elysian home 
Simply a Bear-garden be ? 

With the great beast shall I dine, 
Welcomed a penitent sinner ! 


Doubtful Sponsors. 
PRINCE FERDINAND :— 


Boris, my boy, I'm afraid 
Your father has made a mistake. 

Hope seems to dwindle and fade, Will a guest’s status be mine, Hope seems to dwindle and fade, 
Wide-eyed Despair to awake ; Or shall I come up as—dinner! Wide-eyed Despair to awake. 

Luring me into his lair, : 
Giving me hopes of a feast, ——-* : 7 — 





Turkey complacently grins, 


Came the great Muscovite Bear ! ; 
Ah—he’s a treacherous beast ! _ Wonder what's his little game ; Special. 
Boris, my poor little boy, Seems to make light of his sins. 7” - es ; 
Tenilaae te pride and his hope Hm! Iam sorry he came. WE have just received the following 
Punks th an Cathadan tos ie Come they to bless or to curse — telegram from the Emperor of Ger- 
a Poor timid Ferdinand’s work ? many :— 


Playing the deuce with the Pope. 
Russia's acknowledging me, 
Fixes me firm on my seat— 
Will the acknowledgement be 
Simply a “ grace before meat”’ ? 


Wonder which really is worse, 


‘¢ The North Pole has just been reached 
Militant Tartar or Turk. . 


—no nonsense—Nansen isthe man. I 
regret that the British flag was found 
Well, I am in for it now! planted on it, but I am glad to say that 
Pleasant the prospect or grim! on 5 Ware found the words :— 
Dark is the future I vow, , Made ~ Germany. rs 
All the horizon is dim. Hoch! Hoch! Hoch! —" 
Possibly I shall be “ king,” WILHELM. 
Bulgaria one of the pow’rs! 
I shal: intelligence bring, 
Blood, there’s no bluer than ours. 


soris, your Popery drop! 
Thrown like a bun to the Bear, 
Or, shall we say, as a sop 
To the grim Cerberus there ? 
Bluest of Germany's blood, 
What is its good—in a fix ? 
Will it, when stuck in the mud, 
Ferry one over the Styx? 


I, but a shade of a shade, 
Gibbering ghost of an hour; 
But Russia alone can be made 
A shadow of permanent pow’r. 
Priests may point threatening hands ; 
Cry, ‘‘ He's a knave if he yields.”’ 
Well, one can laugh when one lands 
In the Elysian fields. 


Sat Upon. 


Man (savagely).—‘' You’re sitting on 
my hat, sir!” 

Stout Old Gentleman (ditto).—“ So I 
feel, sir! and I hope for the future you’! 
wear soft hats, and not these hard- 
brimmed abominations! "’ 


“King!” Pooh, how hollow it rings! 
How far can I go, how far ? 
A marionette with strings 
Pulled by a humorous Czar. 
Bah! I am fooled and betrayed, 
Brought by my pride to ruin— 
Diplomacy is a trade, 
And the master of it is Bruin! 


‘FREDERICK Took" was the appro- 
priate name of a photographer charged 
at a police-court some time ago. 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 74.) 
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PRETTY DEAR; 


DOUBTFUL SPONSORS. 


4, 
RUSSIA AND THE PORTE,—‘ OH, THE 


MAKING OF HIM.” 
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POPPED. 


‘‘ How is it you've not got your watch on?”’ 
“I’ve got something on my watch instead. 


The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 


THE MISPLACED CONFIDENCE OF CUR LAZI. 


Cur Lazt the Turkey lifted his hea 
With his wattles all ugly and blugagy and red 
Hite cues w cruel ase De ith, and hes 

* Mock chivaly I shall doff tt. 
Hypocrisy’s casy, but goodness ts hard, 
Bool and hia fellows seem all off guard, 
So here's away to they ltry rad 


ultr 
Adi, in the rLuime yw the Prophet. 


' Murdering Poultr capital fun, 
Torture and manale, and, when veu've d 
Gobble‘ Hiemillah!' and off you run, 


Satisfied, full, and gory!" 
This, you see, was the Turkey's view, 
Bou ski, the Bear, said * Well, that’s true, 
But Turkeys, you know, are poultry, too!"- 
But that te another story. 


Cur Laz, the Turkey, had been more or less (mostly less) 
virtuous for some Jittle time. So he naturally felt very fit for a bit 
of mischief, and feeling quite prepared, and seeing that his intended 
victims were quite unprepared, he naturally thought that Allah 
and opportunity were both favourable. Besides, no one was look- 
ing. So off hs went, with a sanctified smile upon his wattles—a 
smile so pure, and good, and tender, that when the chickens saw 
him coming in the old sweet way, it was more than they could bear, 
and they flew screaming to their fathers and mothers without 
staying ‘to say good morning to Cur Lazi, or to wish him well. 
Now, this was against the rules of the vard, and as Cur Lazi mad: 
the rules, he, of course, knew when they were broken, and didn’t 
Hkeidt. But hi ed worse than ever 
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‘‘ My “children,” he gobbled as sweetly as he knew how, ‘“‘ My 
ebitlons: this is not A - ! Iam the father of my people, shall I 
say an affectionate father?” ‘An affectionate father, indeed,”’ 
murmured the terrified chickens. ‘' Thanks,’’ continued the old 
humbug. ‘So Iam a simple, kindly, and evena merry old parent ! 
That’s me, all the time! And the laws I make for all my children 
are made for all my children’s good. You bet! So if my children 
break those laws it is not good, and it will not be good for them. 
However, the least said the soonest mended. Let us get to busi- 


ness.” : 
‘Hullo!’ cried Jon Bool, “something wrong in that poultry 
. I must go and see to it.” 
eer in said Franki Panki. ‘ Who said rats? I mean, Egypt? 
ink I'll go with you!” ; 
‘ ‘They had gone but a very little way when they met Bowski, the 
bear. ‘Fine weather,’’ said Bowski, ‘‘ where are you two for, if I 
may ask? Poultry yard? I’m with you.” And the three strode 
on, quarrelling asthey went. They were just on the point of blows 
when the yard was reached. 

“Hi, you, Turkey, stop that, I say. 
are,” shouted Jon Bool. 

“Oh,” Cur Lazi, said mildly, ‘‘Call that a concert? I call it & 
trio. Besides, I can’t stop, they wont let me, and I am not doing 
anything.” And he didn’t stop. 

‘‘ Look here,”’ said Bowski; ‘it’s not a bit of good doing any- 
thing. Nota bit at present. But I tell you what. Let’s get Puff 
Tupp and the other fellows tocome along.” | 

‘‘ All right,”’ said Bool, ‘‘ anything for a quiet life.’ 

So the whole family circle gathered round the poultry yard, and 
gave its ‘‘moral”’ support to the chickens. 

Every now and then Bool said, ‘‘Oh, I can’t stand this, you 
know,” and made as if to rush, and was with difficulty restrained. 

At length when there were hardly any chickens left, Bowski said, 
quietly, ‘‘ Ithink I will go and have a little chat with Cur Lazi, and 
see what I can do.” “ All right,”’ said Bool, ‘ anything to stop the 
slaughter.”” So Bowski had a little chat with Cur Lazi, and pre- 
sently they marched out of the poultry yard arm in arm as friendly 
as you please. 

‘ Well,’ said Jon Bool, ‘‘ if ever I sing second in a concert again 
may I be a 

“Hush,” said Puff Tupp, “let us be moral. Let us improve the 
occasion. Did I ever tell you what a splendid bird Iam! Oh, I 
am a beautiful——” but the concert was broken up. They could 
stand a good deal, but Puff Tupp on Puff Tupp? not if they 
knew it. 

They say that Cur azi beginning to look back to the concert 
with regret. After all, a continual solo, in an Asia minor key, is 
depressing. 

And, as for Bowski, they say—— 

But that is another story. 


We’re acting in concert, we 





Macaulay Modernised. 
By an ANTIRISINGGENERATIONIST. 


THE method of strewing the orange peel 
With so subtle and smart a knack 

That, tripping the wayfarer’s luckless heel, 
It may hurl the wayfarer back; 

The method of playing, with scant concern, 
Vile jokes on old women and men; 

The method of breaking at every turn, 
The third of commandments ten : 

The method, while fetching the father’s ale, 
Of taking, en route, a sip ; 

The method of reading the blood-fraught tale 
In bed, by the secret dip ; 

The method of whiling each seventh-day morn 
With the sport of the boxing-ring ; 

The method of shunning, with sneering scorn, 
The superb Pierian spring ; 

The method of using a brutish force 
To humble a punier boy; 

The method of uttering cuss-words coarso, 
Glib-tongued, with a ghoulish joy ; 

The method of puffing the foul “ fag-ends " 
That in gutters the smoker throws— 

These, in these days, are the things, my friends, 
That every schoolboy knows ! 


Expensive. 
Binker.—*‘ Does your wife suffer with her head?” 
Spender.— No, but I suffer with it: she’s always wanting 
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THE (UN)WILLING UNEMPLOYED. 
THE FROzEN-OvtT ARTIST. 



































Madder Brown, an artist of the “ old school,” sat in his back-attic studio, frozen out from the art world by the coldness o* the lovers of s 
me to give you the straight-tip-artistic, old laddie!" 


Art.” ‘“ Listen!” suddenly cried an unknown voice. “I am the Modern Art Critic, and am 
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called * Up-to- late 


As the result of that interview, Madder Brown pulled himself together, tied a bandage over his eyes, and painted thusly, on the ugliest piece of canvas you 


ever saw. Then he threw pots of paint at it, and afterwards took the awful smudg: down and danced upon its surface. He framed ‘ 


‘ 


arrangement, made by himself from portions of an old garden seat and an egg chest. These he painted a deadly vermillion! 
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Then the new-baby-art-critics came, and raved about it as the 


A charitable friend exhil ted “the we k” ‘(hanged i } In ni j 
- great art revelation of the age.”” Madder B is] ne of the nempioyed, but ow @ popular artist, and gos in for eccentricity of garb. ‘“ Art 


8 iong,” ’tis said: but cheek can give it a start of mile 











a 


ee ait 


lige 


Ta seme 


— 
La ac 


ie Sol 


Hi 


eee = etd ae ee a a 


jh 
F - # 


sion * erg owt naterrenmine ies to en 
oo. . " ~ b ae 
~ sary oo 
> : 3 oe — rn ~ 
Ba fr 
. J = oe a 
we DP Fmt ea a 
ts t A ty - 7 Pr at. if 


a 


as 


— = 
~«s*< 


aie 


- 
il 





— 


= 


ie RL Rae ag Ra a 
oi ak vote 


emer 


‘ 4. Se . . we, tae a, He er 4 : ae ae a - were 
sn saa a ke-* " ‘ " 


re pete 

































































FEBRUARY 25, 1896. 





FUN. 








After the Ball. 


Jonzs—a gay dog, Jones, when he is out—without his wife—is 
making himself agreeable to Miss Prettyman, a lady he meets 
to-night for the first time. 

Lady Pentonville, the hostees, comes behind and playfully says, 
rather loudly, “ Now, Miss Prettyman, don’t you make love to a 
married man!” 

Miss Prettyman’s chaperone says, ‘‘ Mabel, dear, get your cloak, 
and we'll go home.” 

x * *K mK 


We are really quite sorry for Jones. He is not a bad sort, as a 
rule, but his language that evening at the club, when he told us 
the story, ought to have been reported to the committee. But 
expulsions are very unpleasant functions, aren’t they? 


Wanted—A Situation. 


I HAVE a son, a Janky youth, who’s just turned seventeen ; 
The time has come to put him out to honest work, I ween. 
In fact I’ve tried for many weeks to give the boy a start. 
But oh, a dozen vain attempts have nearly broke my heart. 


If he were only sharp enough, he’d get on very well ; 

He might become a journalist, but then he cannot spell. 

For Army, Law, or Medicine he’s vastly too obtuse ; 

The Church is quite beyond him, for he stutters like the deuce. 


He’d like to be a butterfly, but then he don’t know how ; 
A flaxen-headed ploughboy, but we don’t possess a plough. 
I tried him in the office, where he fooled his time away: 
He’s even swept a crossing, but he couldn’t make it pay. 


Will some philanthropist step up to ease me of my pain, 
And find my boy employment that requires a lack of brain ? 
The London County Council, say, or anything you please, 
So long as he's respectable, and earns his bread and cheese. 


| Cheek. 


Horty (coldly).—‘*I see you’ve got my umbrella that I lent you 
about six months ago, and 1’ll thank you to return it.”’ 
Coole.—*‘ Certainly not; it’s more mine than yours now.” 
Horty (indignantly ).—‘‘ What do you mean, sir? ”’ 
| DrawinG, Music, anp Dancina. Bae Oeee" Why, I’ve had it recovered, and several new ribs put 
} in ! ” 


| The Biter Bitten. 





























Unsuitable. | THE wary angler gets a bite, 
Tae man who bought « pepper-and-salt suit to go to a picnic in, So does the little fish 
because those condiments are generally forgotten on such occasions, When it is caught, and cooked all right, 
is now enjoying himself in a lunatic asylum. | And served upon a dish ! 
The Usual Old Sort. Ge, ye, 
me — | ient).— It’s a great wonder to me, my dear sir, tha 
enna. ae coe, ae just died,” said Gaper to Sinik. “She | you’ve ever dled through this illness,” . 
. : a s+ 7 , ; 1 $ : ; 
“T never enw her,” remarked Givik, “but I suppose she was the | ae So it is to me, but my wife would insist upon calling 
usual old sort of centenarian ? Had all her faculties unimpaired to 
- last ; ee were & needie with her eyes shut; walk 20 miles A Staggerer. 
& day; carry hailf-a-ton of coals on her back ; always went to bed First St ‘The h i ¥ 
; , — t ¢ a r ° 
cht aod got up drank; romembard Giver Cromwell quite wel, | Stand “Bizet ahadlar oes Obs a don't Its a 
oy CFO. ! about it!” 

















PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if 
what is supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be Retell to 


S. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” 
do so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 
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> Big Ben marks time. Little Benn times Marks. Who will 
| a NN “ stay ” the longest ? 
s—is — TU) 
1eets Ga <= PAY A - 7 * 
: ( “FUN” LYRICS. (No. 14.) 
of . THe New PHorocrarn. 
“Tell me, darling,” says the lover, 
oak, “ Do you love me; must I pine?” 
And she answers, oh so softly, 
“ Look into this heart of mine. 
\ By THE “ Enrant TERRIBLE.” Get your camera all ready, 
AS & Turn the light on, full and strong, 
d us yt ee ee ee ape — I think I do, but yet I’m Goubting, 
But 4) tected ’—bless him; but molly- lack ak eet 
coddling could surely not go very much “ Pris’ner at the bar, ‘tis useless, 
further than the latest case of the _ Trifling with the Court won’t do,” 
tyranny of the American alien Im- Said the Judge, ‘‘ We'll find out whether 
<< portation Act. This grave charge is false or true. 
\ Turn the Réntgen rays upon him ; 
* * * Gaoler, what thoughts fill his brain ? 
Messrs. Dobson and Barlow, of Thinks that I'm a * juggins,’ does he ? 
Bolton, Lancashire, sent out four men Ten years you in gaol remain.” 
to New York to set up machinery When you lock your desk, and fancy 
manufactured by the firm. These That you're safe from prying eyes, 
naughty, wicked invaders have been And your little wife knows nothing ; 
>, arrested in New York under the Act, What will be your wild surprise 
and, at the time of writing, are imprisoned. When she tells you that you need not 
Hide the letters from her gaze, 
* * ° And that she’s going home to mother ? 
America, so great and free, How you'll bless the Réntgen rays! 
The best of all the types ; 
The native gets the Stars, maybe ; S 
ee ae eee Truly Caught by the Art Photographic. 
4 I SPENT & very pleasant afternoon at the New Dudley Studio, 
230, Regent Street, which Mr. Lyddell Sawyer has reconstructed 
The experience of Admiral Fullerton, who went out to dine with according to his ideas of the necessary appurtenances of photo- 
the Queen and got lost on the way, must have been very aggravating graphic art. A gently ascending escaler brings one into a fine 
to him. The Admiral left Portsmouth harbour, on the pinnace of reception apartment, in appearance somewhat Oriental, decorated 
jou the Royal yacht, for Osborne. The Queen had to dine without her in style lincrustic, and colour refreshingly creamy. Above this 
guest. apartment is the posing room, of ample dimension, and enjoying an 
* ° 7 pa S30 me —_ 7 wo Mee adjacent robing rooms are ten res- 
sively comfortable. e first-mentioned apartment is h 
put Search was made all night for the boat. It transpired that the collestion of portraiture, iptereningial with ise end ry domme 
engines of the launch had broken down, and the vessel drifted sea- amongst which, conspicuously prominent for artistic skill and 
wards. It was picked up at midnight by a Southampton steamer, beauty, are to be seen “ Waiting for the Boats,” awarded medal, 
and towed into Cowes. —Ooventry, 1889 ; ‘‘ The Castle Garth,” awarded medals at Crystal 
“ ms * Palace, Richmond, Birmingham, and York resspectively, 1889; 
} i. , i “In the Twilight.” awarded the Great Britain Photographic 
The Morning Acvertiser lost a fine chance in not “ booming Society’s medal, 1889; and ‘‘The Boat Builders,” awarded the 
ee? affair on its curious placards. This would have looked very Crystal Palace medal, 1888, and Calcutta medal, 1889. 
well :— 
ADMIRAL ASTRAY. <== aS ee 
at STRANGE SCARE AT SPITHEAD. NOW ON SALE 
FULLERTON FEELS FAMISHED. ° 
ng QRIOUS QUANDARY; QUEEN QUERULOUS. “a Be 
ce 1 ane FUN ALMANAC 
PARCHED IN A PINNACE. | 
Uk ORFUL 'ORROR AT OSBORNE. FOR 1896. 
SAVED BY A SOUTHAMPTON STEAMER. Price Twopence; Fost F'ree, 2jd. 
a ~ * s MOae . 
. rder at once, to avoid disappointmen ; 
The St. George’s election petition makes very good reading. As Orde to “Fun” Offices, 23 an 787 Bo . t, 8 — 24d 
I am penning these lines there seems to be considerable hope that 0 . , uverie Street, 
the case will be concluded by the middle of the next century. London, E.C. 

| RSTABLISHED itm. 

For Refined, Delicate Palates. 9 | 
os aquUpury'> | Needham’s 
BIRD’S 

to ’ 
~ CUSTARD eoecoa Polishing 
ovis” | POWDER “Refreshing and Invigorating to the | <P> Paste. 
| ns | The most reliable preparation for 
| Enhances the acceptability of every | jaded mind and body ’ delicious te the | Seaiesld be.” Gold everywhere irate Merl 
: : : : . ic) Bole Manufacturers: 
amps. POOR Dish ce SeHe- | palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” | joeupu prcKuRING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 
wv NO EGGS REQU | RED. —FAMILY DOCTOR. London Office: St. George's House, Rastcheap, £.0 


NO ALKALIES USED 
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THE BODEGA COMPANY Ltd 


Pos Wine and Spirit Importers and Merchants. 





















Agencies :— 


LONDON : 


The Arches, Ludgate Hill, E.C. 
37, Hereford Road, Buyswater. 
62, Woodgrange Road, Forest Gate. 
158, Stroud Green Road, Crouch Hill, N. 
17, The Parade, Cricklewood. 


Branches :— 


LONDON: 


42, Glasshouse Street, Regent Street, W. 
2, Bedford Street, Strand, W.C. 
5 and 6, Bucklersbury, a E.C. 
72, Mark Lane, E.C. 
86 and 87, Bishopsgate St. Within, E.C 
Cowper’s Court, Cornhill, E.C, 
87, Coleman Street, E.O. 
45, Chancery Lane, W.C. 


BIRMINGHAM : 


York Passage and High Street. 
18, Temple Street. 


BIRMINGHAM : 


17, Temple Row and Bradford Passage, 
Corporation Street. 





MANCHESTER: 120, Great Hampton Street. 
Commercial Buildings, Cross Street. 
LIVERPOOL: HASTINGS: 
11, Dale Street. 24 and 25, Robertson Street. 
EDINBURGH: 
7, South St. Andrew Street. GLASGOW : 
11, South Exchange Place. 
DUNDEE: St. George’s Cross. 
8, Murraygate. 225, New City Road. 
BRIGHTON: Charing Cross. 
10, Ship Street. 183, North Street. 
Kent Road. 
RYDE: 
74, Union Street. Also at 
DUBLIN: MANCHESTER 





Commercial Buildings, Dame Street. And elsewhere. 








th 9 
The BODEGA System of business has been established more than 
a quarter of a century. 





The opportunity of tasting the Company’s shipments in the Original 
.Casks, at reasonable prices per sample glass, enables customers to 

familiarise themselves with Wines which are pure, and therefore 
| wholesome. 
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Head Offices: 88, Bishopsgate Street Within, E.C., London. 


Telegraphic Address: “BODEGA. LONDON.” Telephone No. 1,297. 





PRICE LISTS. OBTAINABLE AT ANY OF THE ABOVE ADDRESSES, OR THROUGH THE POST UPON APPLICATION. 








— 














h Hill, N. 
ood, 




















Vou. LXITI. 





MARCH 3 











Passage, 


pet. 


pet. 





Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
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Wednesday.—Ran down to Plymouth just to welcome the soldiers 
home from Ashanti. Congratulated them on getting back. Made 
my way over to Altcar just to see the Dog Derby make a 
COmRRSA OSE: Ran my eye over the “ barkers,”’ and put my bit 
on Biere. 


Thursday.—Heard of a pauper humourist in South St. Pancras. 
It appears new arrangements in workhouse allow married couples 
over sixty years of age to live together, and have some extra little 
comforts. Artful pauper of sixty-:)x, but single, got pauperess, aged 
sixty-four, and also single, to marry him, and claiwed joint 
occupation of new quarters. It is quite a pretty 


IDYLL IN A WORKHOUSE. 


The pauper (aged sixty-and-six) 
With the single men fated to mix, 
Said of comforts be ne’er saw a scrappier set ; 
The couples allowed by the law 
To live with each other, he saw, 
We’re a palpably very much happier set. 
So he placed a neat project before 
A pauperess (over threescorv), 
And with wedlock they hastened to fetter themselves. 
And no one can truly declare 
Their marriage a thriftiess affair, 
For it’s clear that they married to better themselves, 


Looked in at the Academy to see Sir John Millais made President. 


Lunched the Lenten Lunch. at Lichfield. No mistake about the 
sumptuosity of that lunch, by the way. 


| 
| 
| 
| 








, 1896. 


VERY FAIR FARE, 
I am quite aware that Lenten fare 
Is, at the time of writing, 
(Though hot or cold) by young and old 
Considered uninviting ; 
How “ circs”’ will change a case is strange, 
And yields for thought a rich field— 
I don’t expect they’d much object 
To Lenten fare at Lichfield. 


Friday.— Altcar again. Waterloo Cup. Biere did it! ‘‘ Biere, 
Biere, glorious Biere,” sang I in the gaiety of my heart until a 
policeman put a stop to it. 


Saturday.—Spent the day in America. Some trouble between 
the leaders of the ‘‘ detachment ” of the SalvationjArmy over there. 
Not much danger in it, seems to me, They can fight it out 
themselves. May the best man win. 


Monday.—Spent the day looking for ‘ Dr, Jim.” 


CHASING “DR. JIM.” 

We rose with the lark, or a little before, 
No trouble our ardour could emother, 

We passed all our time in attempting to score, 
And stealing a march on each other. 

One day to Southampton in flocks we’d resort, 
Theu next to the Clyde we cavorted, 

But Gov r’ment scrupied to tell us the port— 
And that's why it wasn’t re-ported. 


Tuesday.—Interesting day at a London School Board meeting. 
One of those games being played so frequent in public bodies, 
How not to do as much work as possible. Not another election for 


nearly three years, you know. 
THE Sporrer. 


“When Thieves Fall Out.” 


Editor of the Comic Cribber.”—* Whas a terrible thing it willbe 


if we go to war with America? ” 
Editor of the “ Comic Ha'’porth.”—* It will, indeed ! 
earth shali we get all our jokes and pictures from?” 


The Penalties of Greatness. 


Mr. Thisman.—“ You must find it very inconvenient to be so 


stout ?”’ 
Mr. Fattiman.—“ Why, yes, it is awkward sometimes. For 
instance, one can never tell if one’s boots are splashed with mud 


or one’s trousers baggy at the knees.” 


Where on 
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unless accompanted by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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POOR MA! 
ler.—‘* Say, Ma, educate George for the Church.” 
What ver for?”’ 


The Dook. 


I’m only a private soldier, Tommy Atkins is my name, 

And I’m more at home with the sword than the pen, so I hopes, 
Sir, you won't blame 

Me overmuch if I makes a mistake, or think I’ve gone off my 
chump 


In sending thie. I only thought—but there! it gives me the 


hump ; 
I'm chock full of thoughts, and I'd give a quid if I only knew the 
way 
To — them on paper, just like you! I've been swotting about all 
ay, 


For a soldier’: 
to night, 

And the sergeant after you all day long with his: ‘‘Shun! Eyes 
left; eyes right!” 

Don't you make no blooming mistake, Sir! 'Tain’t a job for the 
likes of you! 

? ] t , y , tat yrrimm ili ' ’ llad } 

But, ior! when once I gets grumbling, I’m only equalled by few. 

, . ‘ rr , , _ . . , ee 

Now lo come to the matterin hand! Last night, down at 
the canteen, 


life ain't an easy one, with the drill from morning 


8cen 

“The Dook"’ when out last furlough. It would have done you 
good to hear . 

How every fellow in the place sent up a roaring cheer! 

And how they started telling, each man in bis own way, 

Some yarn about H.R.H., and my chum, he says, “I say, 

Old man, you're pretty handy, as I happen to know, with your 
pen, 

Why can't you write to the papers to say we'd be glad to have him 
agen 

A commanding the British Army; for he isn’t played out, not he! 

And there's few understands a soldier like him, or knows what a 
soldier should be ; 

It's = tommy-rot for people to say that he’s getting quite worn 
out, 

There ain't a trace of decay in him; he looks so jolly and stout.” 





Daughter.—** He ought to be pious—his clothes are always in a hol(e)y state.” 


A Falling Out. 


My love and I fell out one day— 
| I ne’er was so upset ; 

| We fell out of a pony-shay, 

And both feel tender yet! 


A Strong Hint. 


Boarding House Keeper (handing 
boarder a cup of ‘‘coffee’’): ‘‘ Are you 
fond of coffee, Mr. Wittle? ” 

Boarder (tasting it): ‘‘I am, madam. 
When are we going to have any? ”’ 


Dear S1r,—I saw in a paper the other 
day ‘‘A woman lovesa man of whom 
she stands in awe better than one who 
shows her the tenderest affection.’ 
This latter is what J have been doing to 
my wife for some years—without effect. 
I am 5ft. 2in. and slight; she is 5ft. 10in. 
and plump. Can you tell me how to 
accomplish the ‘‘ awing” business ?— 
Yours truly, NATHANIEL PECT. 


Deak Sir,—I was thinking of going 
on the Continent for my holiday, but 
having several bad corns on my left foot 
and one on my right, I am afraid of the 
German Corn Duties. Are the authori- 
ties likely to charge them on & 
foreigner ?—Yours truly, 


‘ 


¥ i 
Be 
ire 


4 
| 


wie 


INQUIRER. 


AFTER those tooth-scaling revela- 
tions the other day we doubt whether 
barbers will give themselves such airs— 
for some time. 


Can a pair of boots that are not new 
be rightly alluded to as—second-hand ? 


“‘ Now, look here, old man,” says I to him, ‘‘ don’t give me none 
of your jaw, 
And do the writing yourself, if you please! Do you think I’m so 
jolly raw 
As to go and write to the papers? Why, if I ever did such a job, 
An’ I’m not going to do it——. I'd have the whole blessed mob 
A we round about me,so I won’t go and doit, that’s 
at! 
Well, one word led to another, and I gives him one on the hat 
_— gives me one in the stomach, and we had a regular up-an- 
own, 
~~. smashed the things about awful, and I lost a bob and a 
yrown 
(That’s what you calla copper), and we upset all the beer, 
And I got a lovely black eye, Sir, which I gave him back, no fear! 
Ah! We don’t often get such a chance, Sir! But the worst 
_ part of it all 
Was that they came and took us out; and I heard the sergeant 


call: 

‘Turn out the guard ’’ |——Yes, it’s very hard to get into trouble 
for that, 

But its harder still to be pulled up, while you're still as weak as @ 
rat, 


Before the Colonel, as we two were, and hear the old man Say : 

‘Seven days C. B. (that’s confinement to barracks), and all the 
costs to pay.” 

I looks at my chum, he looks at me; its true as I’m sitting here 

That we two shan’t have any cash, and so we can’t get any beer. 

And as for baccy, that’s all for us an uncertainity I see, 

And —- the Dook’s done with the army, yet he done all this 

or me. 

So now you know why I have sent you this, in hopes that you’ll 
see your way 

To send me something for baccy and beer, and cheer me up to-day, 

For on any in wantofit. I’m jolly sure that you will with me 

€ ’ 

That, though the Dook’s done a bit for the Army yet he’s done 

altogether for me. ¥ 
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It Won’t Wash. 


Bill.—“ Wot’s this ’ere ‘ Order of the 
Bath,’ Tom?” 

Tom (the pot-house ‘oracle’’).— 
‘‘ Why, some o’ them big nobs ain’t no 
more fond of soap-an’-water than us, so 
they gits the straight tip to go an’ clean 
theirselves afore comin’ near the 


Queen !”’ 


The Modern Way. 


Ir I had a donkey, and he wouldn't go, 

Do you think I’d beat him? No, no, no! 

I’d give him some hay, and I’d give him 
some straw, 

And palm him off on the chap next door. 


The Worst of It. 


Mother (to daughter ).—* It’s shameful 
of young Richleigh to have jilted you, 
Laura. But, never mind, darling; re- 
member, there are just as good fish in 
the sea as have ever been caught.”’ 

Daughter (sobbingly )—‘* Ye—yes, ma; 
but—but the worst of it is they won’t 
bi—bite! '’ 


A Helping Hand. 


Miss Hookim (hintingly).—“ Don’t 
you think it is a very bad habit to put 
things off, Mr. Nervus ? ”’ 

Mr. Nervus (wildly).—‘“I do!I do! 
But—but what is a poor bashful fellow 
like I am——Oh! can’t you help me, 
Miss Hookim ?”’ 

Miss H.—“ Well, being leap year, per- 
haps I may without outraging my 
maidenly modesty. Shall I be yours, 
Clarence ?”’ 

Mr. N. (fervently).—‘‘Ob, yes, my 
darling! Thanks!” 


Behind the Scenes. 


WHEN watching some fantastic play, 
My thoughts would often run ; 
And when I saw the grand array 
Of pretty nymphs and pictures gay 
I wondered how ’twas done. 
I thought, for I was simple then, 
That Fairyland was close, 
That all the stage was one vast glen, 
Where dwelt the maids and eke the men, 
In harmony jocose. 


That rosy bowers the maidens had, 
In which to sit and sing, 

Or listen to some love-sick lad, 

Who poured a lay, now sad, now glad, 
And harped upon love’s string. 


For life upon the mimic boards 
To me was all a dream ; 

I had no wish to snap the chords 

Or mar the music youth accords 
And gains from Thespic theme. 


I thought that when the play was done— 
For trusting youth is green— 

They used to dance and have such fun 

The whole night through, until the sun 
Appeared upon the scene. 


In later times a comedy 
Was my especial joy ; 
When sparkling lines appealed to me 
And satire made one laugh with glee, 
No longer then a boy. 
































SOCIAL DISTINCTIONS. 
Shop-walker to Shop-girl.—‘ Kindly show this peRsoNn upstairs to the Lapy in the 


mantle department.”’ 
Note.—As a matter of detail, ‘‘ this person " happened to be a Duchess. 


Of tragedy I took my share, 

When salad days were o’er ; 
Though life to me had scarce a care, 
I loved the tragic muse’s glare, 

And revelled in her gore. 


As yet the real and weary stage 
Of daily strife was closed, 

For peace was all my heritage ; 

So through my adolescent age 
In ecstasy I dozed. 


And then, alas! Experience 

Came flooding through my days ; 
Tne struggle after gold and pence 
Dulled all my old romantic sense, 

And taught me ‘‘ Means and Ways.” 


And then a friend, not over-wise, 
Took me behind the scenes; 

And now I never show surprise, 

Or weep when some stage damsel dies, 
As I did in my teens. 


I watch the players through the mask— 
Their simulation see; 

I know it is their nightly task, 

Behind the floats to pose and bask, 
To make us gaiety. 


The gilt upon the ginger cake 
Is but a phantom sheen: 
A dream from which we all awake, 
Whene’er that fatal peep we take 
At life behind the scene! 
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Dismountel Hiner of Hack Hunter.— All right, yer brute ! 


The Muzzling Order. 


ARTHUR :— 
Tuat's right, William! 


Glad you took to my sug.e 


All their ‘‘ bow- wows,” empty, windy, 
We have stopped for once and all! 

Never more we'll have a shindy, 
Never more their yelps will gall. 


Gone is all our dread ot rabies, 


Dead, my boy, as dead as nails ! 
Now our Hanburys and Labbys 
Mutely stand and wag their tails ! 


WILLIAM :— 


Arthur, I have not objected, 
Often it occurred to me! 
But the Liberally elected 


Must be humoured! eh, you see ? 


Such a job to stick together, 
Such a tantalising job— 
That it was a question whether 


Free speech I could dare to rob. 


You can act on a suggestion, 
For your Party never fails— 


You have got no “ Irish Question,” 
Needn't study ‘ Gallant Wales.” 


Done it nicely! 
See your dogs have “ got 'em on"’! 
Stamp it out, my view precisely, 
And there’s one more nuisance gone. 
Question! Question! That's the question ; 
Check Supply and hinder law 
tion, 
Clapped a muzzle on their “ jaw.”’ 


j 
| 





eet Oe 


TIMELY WARNING. 


They were always yelping round me, 
Lill my mind did they unhinge. 
Gathered round we till they bound me 


In @ snapping ‘ Celtic fringe. 
ARTHUR :— 


”” 


Really, Will, it gives me pleasure 
When I hear you talking thus! 


Thought, perhap-, you’u greet 
measure 


With a lot of platform fuss ! 
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Mind, I only pay your master for half a day!” 


Muzzles! Bless the great inventor, 
Most deserving of his race! 
Doubly blest, when I shall enter 
Once more into pow’r and place. 
Go it—Arthur—solve our puzzles, 
Till again fair Wisdom rules! 
Go it, Arthur, clap your muzzles 
On our bores and on our fools. 





Might have known you're too keen- 


witted 

At this muzzling to be loth. 
It, besides, must be admitted 
That we are Arcadians both 


Equally we both must suffer, 


Both must have our withers wrung, 
When some ill-conditioned duffer 
Has full license for his tongue. 
How they used to snap, and bite us, 
Question, slander, and condemn ; 
"Twas as if they would invite us 


Both to up and muzzle them 
WILLIAM :— 


Arthur, take your William’s blessing, 
You have proved a friend in need. 

The debates when we're Address-ing 
Are enough and more, indeed ! 

Unofficial time, who'd grudge it 


To assist a Minister ? 


When you're running through a Budget 


Time is precious all aver. 


‘What's Sauce for the 


Goose,” etc. 


Mr. Gayboy.—' Have you ordered that 
latcukey to be made that I mentioned 
the other evening, darling ?”’ 

Mrs Gayboy: “Yes; and I’ve ordered 
one for myself, too! ” 


Ill-Bred. 


Miss Mature ( proudly).—‘* When I was 
young I used to be called ‘the flower of 
the family.’ ” 

Mr. Dolt.—‘‘ The flour of the family ? 
I suppose because you used to be—er— 
crusty at times?” 


Superfluous. 


Commercial Traveller (to his wife, who 
has just presented him with twins).— 
‘My dear, one sample would have been 
quite sufficient! ”’ 





—— 
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THE POITICAL MUZZLE 


“THAT’S RIGHT, WILLIAM, THEY WILL GET RECONCILED TO THE SLIGHT RESTRAINT, AND 


MAKE IT SAFER FOR THE COUNTRY.” 


A ].. 


BALFOUR 








(For Cartoon Verses see page 4.) 
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abbreviation of Dr. Jim’s Christian 
name to his intimates. 
” * * 


A right proper name for a gallant commander 
Is the famous old cognomen—that of Leander, 
may * And, though o’er the Transvaal still floats the 
Boer banner, 
\) We'll call him his pet name, for short known 
as Lana. 
x * 3: 

The Missing Victoria was quite as 
popular a puzzle last week as tho 
Missing Word was a little while ago. 
We at last began to believe that the 
slow old boat would not put in any- 

where. 


* * a 








A prisoner aboard a troopship, the Victoria, 

Came he who thought he’d like to make a British town—Pretoria, 
Though beaten yet our Dr. Jim has won unfading glory, a 
Hero—not a victor—he came back on the Victoria. 


King Leopold of Belgium, I read, detests instrumental music of 
any kind. If anyone sits down at the piano in his presence his 


Majesty swiftly vanishes. It was a good job that Belgium was not 
invited to the Concert of Europe. 


a * - 
I came across these interesting facts the other day. The best 
aid cook in the world is, I learned, the head chef of the Czar, who 
is @ “‘colonel"’ in the army, is smothered with decorations, and 


orders and commands twelve hundred subordinates. I wonder if, 
between them, the Czar gets anything to eat. It Czar-d to say. 


* * * 


“NANCY LEE” UP TO DATE. 
Oh, Nansen, he the Polar “ Star ” should be, 
Heave ho, my boys, heave ho! 
They say he’s found the Pole, my lads, d'ye see, 
Na-Pole-eon of the seas is he. 


* * 


“The lion of the hour,”’ according to the Paris correspondent of 
the Daily News, ‘is the Gouffre mountain in the Gard, which is 
moving towards the river at the paca of five yards a day.” If 
Mahomet were only alive now what a fine chance he would have. 
He would simply have to stand on the river bank. 


* * 4 


But I mistrust that mountain—we shall have it marching over 
the German frontier and causing international complications next. 


* * * 


It is all very fine for our peace-at-any-price (the dearer the better) 
liticians agitating for arbitration between England and the 
Jnited States, but what I want to know is this: Why should we 
arbitrate with America—which only recognises an award when it is 
in her favour? We paid up loyally when the “ Alabama” business 
was decided against us, but the Yankees have refused to settle over 
the Behring Sea affair after they lost the case. No; I don’t think 
that America is a country to arbitrate with. We'll wait a bit, at 
any rate. 


= » 


“FUN® LYRICS. (No. 15). 
Love aAxp Honovr, 
Never more will I leave thee, mine own, 
Though the cruel mistress, Honour, may call; 
Too long have I paid my meek court to that jade 
Who takes from a man life, love,—all, 
And then leaves him bereft and alone. 































































Not to Honour will I homage pay, 
For she cheats you and robs with a smile, 

She asks as a right that you slaughter and fight, 
And takes all the credit the while; 

She commands, and you merely obey. 








She would tear me, dear heart, from your side, 
In her service she bids me grow grey ; = 

For her sake, forsooth, I’m to lose love and youth, ws 5 
And throw all life’s pleasures away 

For my Honour, men’s name for their pride. 









Oh, no, no, I will Honour forswear, 
Around others her spell she may cast, 

I’ll stay with you, dear, your sweet face, ever near, 
Shall bring me contentment at last. 

And the others her shackles may wear. 


Time, Gentlemen, Time; Move On, March! 


So here’s another month come round, 
A month of wind, a month of wet, 
When dust per peck is worth a £ 
They say, and mind you don’t forget. 


When hares rush over hill and dale 
In mad defiance of the gun, 
Each looking for his long-lost tail 
Which stopped quite short at Chapter I. 


When anglers’ lies have all been told ; 
’Twere now a matter far too risky 

To say he’s stupified by cold, 
When wifie says he smells of whisky. 


When mammoth vans block up each street, 
Significant of folk “ a-flitting,”’ 

And Lenten fasters shy at meat 
While eggs are bought so cheap a ‘ sitting.” 


When rooklets from their airy nest 
In seasonable windy weather 

A-falling headlong, quite undressed, 
Lie posing for the “altogether.” 


So passes this dull month away, 
Now like a lion, now a lamb; 

And near the end comes quarter day 
When ev’ry tenant mutters—blow it ! 














Major Sparks (severely to inquiring foreiqner.)— No, monsieur, 
that is not one of Her Majesty’s Grenadier Guards.”’ 

















‘Simon 8, 1606. PUN. 

















* 
ae 
“4 
y. 
rg 


repens: nage ce gene 





THE (UN)WILLING UNEMPLOYED. 


THE Demon SALESMANS 
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The Demon Salesman is peculiar to those Stores where everything imaginable, or unimaginable, may be obtaine1, and one of h’'s remarkable traits is that 
he is equally at home in any and every department. ‘I have sold you the latest thing in art ties,” he will proceed, “ you must have our artistic drawing-room 
suite to go with that tie, sir, just to set it off, you see.” ‘‘ Here,’ he continues, getting his victim well under his hypnotic influence, “is the plan of a lovely 
villa, standing in its own grounds of fifty acres,—go beautifully with that tie, suite, hangings, carpets, rugs, etc., etc.” 
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With the ladies the Demon Salesman is simply irresistible. ‘‘ Pale pink ribbon to throw up that lovely child-like complexion of yours, Miss.” (This to an 
elderly lady. Pale pink is the only colour in stock, too!) ‘ There’s a divinely-sweet thing in confections, me lady, latest style out” (to a stout person of 
uncertain age.) ‘May want an inch or two taken in at the waist to fit that willowy, girl-like figure, Miss.” (In stock for the last five years.) “ We've got the 
Cinderella baby slipper, my dear child, but it’s miles too large for you! Smallest foot I’ve ever seen! Must make a special pair. (Size, large ordinary, but 
not in stock.) 





“ Beautiful thing in tobacco pouches, sir. All the rage just now. Oh no, my dear sir, nothing smaller made,” (Nearest thing to tobacco pouches in stock.) 
“That Continental travelling trunk too large,me lord! Well, this is the next size. Lor bless you, nothing between is ever mace ry a tee 
“ This is the new sanatory tooth brush, my dear Miss. Not small enough? That's a matter of taste.” (No tooth brushes in stock.)—— The Demon Salesman’s fas 
great boast is that he can barter anything, from an elephant down toa bent pin minus a head and with turned-up point. His boast is nota vainone. He sells 
his firm every time he opens his mouth, and eventually sells himself, finding his proper level as a gutter merchant, vending small soap-and-sugar globules as 
“the great and only unrivalled panacea for one and all the ills that flesh is heir to.” 
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Mr. Comyns Carr has produced a play at 
the Comedy that is positively brilliant—with 
diamonds; that is highly poetic—in the soft 
colours of its costumes. Gossip provides Mr 

Langtry with a part that is studded with gems 
—of many, many carats, and permits her to 
wear six lovely dresses—not to mention & 
magnificent cloak—in four acts. The authors, 


WN ‘“ Clyde Fitch and Leo Dietrichstein by name, 
‘ +4 42/7 have completely fulfilled the task they pro- 
Ae Am, 2° bably set out to accomplish. 


Gossip tells the story of a woman married to a man she does not 
love and loving a man she did not marry. After some years the 
errant lover returns, and proves to be the peregrinating friend of 
him whose wife she has become. Mrs. Stanford is the woman's 
name, the name of the man is Count Marcy. Then the old, old 
complications arise from this old, old preamble. The faithful 
husband's suspicions are aroused, and he bids bis wife accompany 
him to America, beyond the reach of temptation. This Mrs. 
Stanford construes into an “insult,” and immediately sends 
& message to her one-time lover, telling him she will grant the 
request she but a short while ago had refused. Her letter says 
that she will join him at his hotel that night. 


The freshness and newness of the story will have struck you 
already, but even more daring originality is to come. Sardou, 
Georges Ohnet, Mrs. John Wood, and the rest have done all this 
years ago, most truly; but it is the method of the authors of Gossip 
that stamps their play as different from anything that has gone 
before. To the erring wife comes the guardian angel of the drama. 
Never has such a guardian angel—or, indeed, such an any sort of 
angel-—appeared upon any stage at any time. An American 
divorcée of unimpeachable character, who has been enabled, 
by the charming laws of her native America, to discard her 
old husband as she would discard an old glove, has 
married again, and her wit and espiéglerie, her womanly 
high spirits and her feminine delicacy, revel in reminding 
the fortunate individual who has taken his turn as mascu- 
line companion—a relationship legalised by the “ holy” bond of 
(American) matrimony—of the man who was happy enough to have 
preceded him in her affections. No.1 was an artist; she begs No. 2 
to allow her to sit to him for a classical subject, because of the inti- 
mate knowledge of her ‘ points” that he gained during his six 
months’ sojourn as her husband. There's a good angel for you ! 
There's a fascinating creature ! 


Mrs. Barry works upon the feelings of Mrs. Stanford so pcwer- 
fully—the self-sacrificing and womanly nature of her own life 
making her a convincing advocate of the inviolability of the 
marriage contract—that the poor creature hasa good cry and consents 
to permit this best of good fairies to endeavour to obtain possession 
of the compromising letter. In the methods by which she accom- 
plishes this mission, the authors display the fertility of their in- 
vention. Other writers, they have said to themselves, have 
endeavoured to treat this situation with skill and dexterity. 
America is a great country, and its dramatists rise superior to the 
elegancies and finished style of the Old World! 


What these manceuvres are I cannot tell—space prevents my 
doing justice to a treatment so daring. Let it suffice, then, for me 
to record that the wife's honour is saved, that she turns once again 
to her forgiving husband, and that the curtain falls on a picture of 
domestic felicity as unconvincing as it is reminiscent. 

Miss Calhoun played very finely as Mrs. Stanford; Mrs. Langtry 
wore her lovely gowns and sparkling jewels. Even Mr. Leonard 








boyne could instil no interest into the character of Count Marcy, 
and Mr. Herbert Standing rendered the impossible husband more 
utterly impossible even than the authors. Other parts were in 


efficient keeping. G 
OSSAMER, 


The first performance of For the Crown, & romantic play in four 
acts, done into English by Jobn Davidson from Francois Coppée’s 
“ Pour la Couronne,” was given at the Lyceum on Thursday last. 
The acting is savagely prominent, the scenery is superbly grand, and 
tle tout ensemble excellent. The first act opens with a scene, “A 
Citadel in the Balkans.” The conception of this scene is magnifi- 
cent. The altitude of the snow-covered mountains is splendidly 
depicted, and the artist, Walter Hann, must be congratulated. We 
are here shown the bearing of the plot, conflict between human 
or eg ambition and jealousy. Stephen is proclaimed King of the 

alkans, much to the disappointment of Prince Michael Brancomir, 
who considered the position his own. His young and beautiful 
second wife, Bazilide, prominently played by Miss Winifred Emery, 
is longing to be called a queen. She, tempted by Ibrahim, a secret 
agent of the Sultan Mahommed II., and disguised as a gipsy, 
represented by Mr. Macintosh, beguiles her husband to betray his 
country to the Turkish monarch, who promises a throne as 4 
reward. All is overheard by Militza, beautifully played by Mrs. 
Patrick Campbell, who confides in Constantine, son of Prince 
Michael. Mr. Forbes Robertson takes the part of Constantine. 
The latter’s amazement at the relation of his father’s proposed 
treachery is splendidly and most unaffectedly proclaimed. In the 
third act, ‘‘ By Trajan’s Arch,” Prince Michael takes sentinel duty, 
and is there met by Constantine, who tells his father his suspicions, 
and entreats him not to depart from duty’s path. All argument 
unavailing, father and son fight. The former is slain, and the 
beacon is fired. 

In the fourth act, Constantine is led forth to death, suspicion 
and accusation having centred upon him as the betrayer of 
his country to the Turks. He is speechless. The secret of his 
father’s death remains with him. In the last scene, a statue of 
his father occupies the central position. Constantine is chained 
to the pedestal to linger there until death. Militza rushes to him 
and with her dagger relieves his sufferings, and then slays herself. 
Mr. Ian Robertson plays the part of Stephen majestically, and 
Mr. Charles Dalton plays Prince Michael with a vigorous intensity. 
The statue is a splendid piece of stage modelling and achieved by 
Mr. Andrea C. Lucchesi. The incidental music of Mr. Carl 
Armbruster is emphatic and apposite. The play was well received, 
and the appreciation of the public is doubtlessly acclaimed. 


THE PALACE THEATRE, SHAFTESBURY AVENUE.—The management 
are very active in providing agreeable and entertaining attractions. 
On Monday last a new programme was introduced. Mr. James 
Fernandez, the eminent actor, appears amongst a list of 
brilliant music hall notorieties. ‘ Treelby,” a burlesque sketch, 


is a strong feature. A special matinée will be given on Saturday, 
the 7th instant. 


Jameson’s Aside. 


WronG? Was it wrong? Well, may be: 
But of course I must e’en allow 
That ’twould prove me a witless gaby 
If I argued the question now. 
Yet I hope, as a valiant Mars-son, 
That those giants of legal might— 
Clarke, Lockwood, and Gill, and Carson— 
Will prove that—Right! it was Right ! 


Not in a-Chord. 


First Musician.—“ What's the matter with your wife? 
made her burst out crying just now?” 

Second Musician.—* Oh, she’s overstrung, that’s all.” 

Third Musician.—“ I thought she was a bit out of tune.” 


What 


Screwed Up. 


Elder Brother (who has come to admonish).—I should like to 


know, Charles, what you consider to be the worst vice to which we 
are subject.”’ 


Younger Brother (who has had some before).—* Advice, without 


doubt.” 


General Utility. 


Cheeky Boy.—“ My father's an officer.” 
Incredulous Boy.—‘* Gain! who are yer gettin’ at?” 
Cheeky Boy.—*‘ It's true! He goes to an office every day.’ 








———————— ——————— 
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WoMEN were deceivers ever! When poor old—or rather, young 
—Prempeh, in tears, was about to be brought away from his mud 
paradise, he made the simple but unusal request that two of his 
wives might be allowed to accompany him. What were two, he 
asked, among so many? The two ladies owned that they did not 
wish to accompany him. They were ordered to put on something, 
and to follow their lord and master. 


It is very pleasant reading that cherries are being gathered in 
Tasmania, and more thrilling still to learn that our loyal colonials 
at Hobart Town publicly chastised a German brass band there for 
playing Teutonic national music, and subsequently compelled these 
telegraphic terpsichoreans to play ‘‘ Rule Britannia” end “God 
Save the Queen.”’ 

The notorious Mrs. Cakebread has once more lived up to her re- 
putation by kicking a doctor in the ribs, and breaking two of them. 
She says she is prepared to kick against Miss Tarara Collins, at 
weight for age, for drinks round. 


The Russian gentleman, who, not long ago, aired his views on a 
rapprochement between England and Russia, is a clever man and a 
patriot—from the Russian point of view! What he suggest is, 
practically, that England should keep what she has, and Russia be 
allowed to take what she wants! It used to be the British Lion 
and the Russian Bear. The new order of things may be the 
Russian lie-on, and British (grin and) bear. 


The new journalism on football—see any Saturday night’s foot- 
ball edition—is getting ‘‘smarter’’ every day. That is to say, it is 
getting more and more difficult to find out what the reporters are 
driving at in this ocean of wit. It is generally impossible to find 
out the result of a match without wading through a column or so 


of this sort of thing :— 


“ THE BABBLE OF THE BLUES, 
‘‘ DINKY-DONKEY DOES THE MATCH. 


“Ho yus! How d’yer do, kind friends? Oh, how were you all 
to-morrow? What? Oh, yes,I did go to see the ‘swells’ fight it 
out at ‘socker’—and what is more, I took my missus. And the 
beby ? Well,no, not the baby! She’stoo young, youknow! Well, 
my missus and I formed two out of the 6,000 gilded youth lining 
the golden cords, when the sole arbiter blew his symphony to open 
the show. Hey, presto! Cambridge 

GET THE BALL AWAY. 


Dark blue backs look blue inthe face. Funny? What do you 
think? Smith—good cld Smith, not Bosser Smith—here he comes, 
tearing across the prairie. Bray brays at him—no good. Cam- 
bridge custodian punched the sphere away. Burnup tickles it with 
his toe—you watch him burn-up presently! Till Raikes rakes the 














fire out. Very cold. The old dutch says she is frozen. So am I, 
Cambridge knock the corners off Oxford, all fair and square; so the 
Dark Ceruleans get ‘round’ their friends’ the enemies’ fortress 
like ‘flies rounda maddog. .. .’” 

And so on, and so on. Two columns, This is just a shade too 
American for us simple Britishers. 


HE KNEW. 


Sunday School Examiner.— My little boy, if you lost your 
parents, and were — from your friends, and were starving, 
- whom would you then go for aid? Who, who would help you 
then ?” 

Little Boy.— Please, Sir, the p’leeceman! ”’ 


Stray Leaves. 


“By Tangled Paths,” by H. Mead Briggs, of Canterbury, is a very 
pleasing, handy little volume of pastoral and natural history 
observations. Its perusal is soothing ;to the jaded business 
-ntellect, and one seems unconsciously to drift into rural lanes— 
to hear the singing of the happy birds, and the stream’s gentle 
murmur. Mr. Mead Briggs is a verbal exponent of Nature's 
beauty and her subtle charm. The volume consists of 21 
descriptions of the limitless phases of mighty Nature. In con- 
cluding a perusal so agreeable, of contents so familiar, one feels 
the invisible influence of poetic thought expressed in prose. The 
volume is nicely embellished, and is published byJ. Warne and Co, 


$$. 
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A LEAP YEAR COMPLIMENT. 
Miss Getatin.—‘* Oh, Mr. Softspot, we have cast you for one 
of our characters in our new one-act drawing-room play. The 
part is that of the ‘Idiot Lover’! It will fit you like a glove, 
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POWDER | 


Enhances the acceptability of every | 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. | 


| NO EGGS REQUIRED. 





sinps- Gadbury’s 


| cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating {o the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


and you won’t need to make up the least little mite in the 
ESTABLISHED 10. 


Needham’s 
"Polishing 


| <P> 
The most reliable 


ont Dette tad vere. 
Bole Manufacterers : 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 


London Office: &t. George's House. Eaastcheap, E.0 









for 
Britannia 


—Famity DocToR. 
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' The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE POLTROONERY OF JU JU. 


Loud the frenzied Ju Ju brayed 

“7, up!” 
Be not you by reason stay 

"Urry up! 

In the name of Lorand Order, 
Come, oh come acrorst the border, 
Oh, to noble Ju Ju’s aid 

"Urry up! 

For Gawd's sake 'urry up! 


Belp us! we'll be ; then ! 
Tirty tousand fightin’ men ! 


Try up! 

"Uy ! 
While the wild boar calmly dose, 
Out we'll come, 20 'elp us Moses ! 


Ike and Mo, and Sam, and Ben— 
"Urry up! 
For Gawd’s sake, 'wrry up! 


Bee the eager Lion's whelp, 

Hurry up! 
Rownd though hindering curs may yelp— 

Hurry up! 
But the wild boars gather round him, 
By their numbers t = him ! 
Ju Ju hears his ery for help, 
But that wretched coward doesn’t 

Hurry up! 

BUNGLE Sone. 








Ju Ju always called himself a pony. He was a pony to a certain 
extent—a Jerusalem pony. Indeed, it is generally understood that 
he is that particular specimen that once put on the Lion’s skin, and 
betrayed himself by his accent. 

Now it happened that this meek but obstinate animal bad a 
little dispute with Cru Jer, the wise old boar, who has lived a long 
time and learnt a great many things, and is supposed by his friends 
to be the finest living judge of ponies in general, and the Jerusalem 
variety in particular. As Cru Jer once remarked, a pony who 
constitutionally agitates with his hind legs may be written down an 
ass, and treated as such. 

However, the quarrel at last became very acute. Nasty things 
were said on both sides. Oru Jer let fall little jew de mots about 
“tortoises” and “heads I win, tails you lose.” It was anin- | 

sive little jest, but he made it go a long way; for Cru Jer is 
not only wise, but he is very brave and extremely economical. Ju 
Ju retorted with a high-toned dissertation on “ Revolutions and 
how to revolve !'’ and bad a few Maxims smuggled home with the 
washing. Not that Ju Ju is much on washing—unless it be an 
occasional white washing—but he has a profound belief in maxims. 

“ Hee-haw |" said Ju Ju, 
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frighten him. Poor old Puff Tupp found that out, but that is 

Well, as I said, he wasn’t exactly afraid, but he 
fact that between a Ju Ju and a Jim Jam there is a 
lot of difference. “Ah,” he muttered, ‘I must nip this in the 
bud. Ur-r-r-r-ah!” At the sound of the battle grunt, thousands of 
boars sprang up round him ready to do or dare anything. A few 
and soon the boars were trotting across the veldt to 


—— 
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another — 


grunts passed, 
meet the redoubtable Jim Jam. 


When Jim Jam saw them coming in the distance, he said to his 
companions: “ See, our brother Lions areon the way!” However, 
he soon discovered his mistake, and, after a severe engagement, 
found himself trotting, a prisoner, in the direction of Cru Jer's 


While this had been going on pe on tere mba Ren nll og 

e 

r silly ass, and they 
him in the least. He 
said he wouldn’t hurt a bristle of their heads, and they replied that 
they knew he wouldn’t, and they jumped round him, and grunted 
So that they had to pick him 


of c. He tore off his lion’s skin and stamped on it. 
brayed to the boars that he was only a 
needn’t mind him. And they didn’t min 


at hi 
up and 


, till he fainted with fright. 
him to Cru Jer. 


Now I should like to tell you what Cru Jer did with Jim Jam 
and Ju Ju, also about the interference of Jon Bool, and the idiocy 


of Puff Tupp; but each of these is another story. 
A Painful Proposal. 


An hon. member wished to know whether bicyclists cannot be 
made to carry a bell which rings continuously.—Parliamentary 
Report. 

a O, thoughtless, well-meaning M.P., 

Your notion excites imprecation, 
For potent it surely would be 

For jarring the nerves of the nation. 
Fell noises that sing in the head 

At all hours at present are dinging, 
Then how shall the citizen dread 

Your cycle-bell constantly ringing ? 


All moderns do keenly aspire 
To silence superfluous noises ; 
The silent and smooth-running tyre, 
Quite rightfully, one of their joys is. 
So please do not add to their woes, 
And pain to the public be bringing, 
By raising your voice to propose 
Your cycle-bell constantly ringing. 





















“ U-r-r-gh!" grunted Oru Jer. 

And it seemed to the onlookers that, like the heroes in Mr. 
Gilbert's ballad, each “with undiminished pride” would go “ on 
his ve road,” 

Unfortunately, about this time, Ju Ju had an idea. Jon Bool's 
— whelp, Jim Jam, ng to be in the neighbourhood. 

u g—it bad been done before, but one cannot always be 
original—supposing Ju Ju were to put on a lion’s skin, and to ask 
Jim Jam to come to his assistance. Let it get about that there 
was a lion in distress; that ought to fetch him, eh? And it 
WAS 60. 

Naturally, when Cru Jer, the brave old boar, heard that Jim Jam 
was “hurrying up,” he was very vexed. He wasn’t exactly afraid. 
For a Boar has this much in common with the Lion—it takes a lot to 








NOW ON SALE. 


“FUN ALMANAC’ 


FOR 1896. 
Price Twropence; Pest Free, 2id. 


Order at once, to avoid disappointment, or send 24d. 


to ‘“‘ Fun” Offices, 23 and 27, Bouverie Street, 
London, E.C. 
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SMOKERS SHOULD USE 


1s. 6d., 2s. 6d., and 1-lb. 7s. 6d. Bottles, 
At Chemists, &c., or Post Free for value. 


sweetening the breath, preserving the teeth, and leaving a pleasant 
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Awarded 72 Medals and Diplomas, 


Calvert's Dento-Phenolene. 


A FRAGRANT LIQUID DENTIFRICE: 


A few drops in a wine-glass of water make a delicious mouth wa-h for 


iaste. 


Editor of Health says :—‘‘ An agreeable tooth wash, most efficient for 
strengthening the gums, and ridding the mouth of thc aro na of tobacco. 


F. GC. GALVERT & GO., Manchester. 
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By tHE Party ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Heard of a Theatrical Divorce Case to-day. Struck 
by the novelty, went to listen to a bit of it. Only one striking 
point, viz., husband gave co-respondent a thrashing, and wife 
consoled him with a hot-water bottle for his feet! 


A Brr WapRM. 


The dashing “othair (and the dash that he made 
Was from threat’nings of fire and of slaughter 

As the husband by blows for his injuries paid) 
Soon found himself plunged in hot water. 

O’er head and o’er heels he was in it, it’s said 
(Unrelieved by Bodega or Gilbey’s), 

For the husband provided a lot for his head, 
While the wife gave him more for his Trilbys. 


Soon left the court for the healthier atmosphere of Shadwell. 
Duchess of Albany over there at East London Children’s Hospital 
ae the wards open again after alterations. Bless ‘em 

oth | 

Hurried up to the Shire Horse Show, where H.R.H. spent a 
rather comprehensive afternoon—cheered him as he came away, 
patted him on the back, and 

Ran over to Constantinople to say “Yah!” to the Sultan for 
telling us to quit Egypt. He looked silly, and I came away. 


Thursday.—Accompanied Sir John Millais down to Windsor just 
to make him feel at home with Her Most Gracious, to get the 
collar and jewels and things belonging to the office of President of 
the Royal Academy from Her Most Gracious’s possession. 

The Kaiser wants a shooting-box somewhere in Alsace-Lorraine, 
and the natives of the locality were given to understand they 
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might have the privilege of paying for it. They've declined the 


honour! Only think! 
No PARTING, 


The Kaiser Wilhelm—bless his heart !|— 
With Kaiser on the brain 

(To build a shooting-box) to part 
Requests Alsace- Lorraine ; 

They'd part with him, all orthodox, 
But part with cash they'll not ; 

And as regards his shooting-box, 
They say ** Oh, he be shot”’ ! 


Friday.—Heard the St, George’s petition trial was still going on. 
Looked in and heard a bit of it. But I heard nothing to do with 
the petition. Counsel rowing each other, and judge saying they 
mustn't. Wasn’t interesting enough, so came away. | 


Saturday.—Down to Brighton with H.R.H. to lay foundation 
stone of extension of Sussex County Hospital. — time. 
Street decorations itively gorgeous, effective, brilliant, and 
reception cordial. uininalioen at night very pretty too. Alto- 


gether, capital time. 
Managed to be at the Institution in the afternoon to 
hear Lord Rayleigh on “ Light.” Consider nobody more entitled 


to lecture on light than Lord Ray-leigh. 


Monday.—Disguised myself as a cabby and matinée’d with Gen- 
tleman Joe at the Prince of Wales’. Arthur a little me horse— 
I mean hoarse—but otherwise in great form. Pro us with 
splendid fare; the sort of fare of which one never (indiarubber) 
tyres | 

Tuesday.—AtCambridgethe other day to hear what the “ bosses ” 
thought about admitting women to degrees. Down to Oxford 
to-day to find how they look at it there, Decision dead against 


the ladies. Well, well! 
Tue SpPorrer, 


Circulated. 


Friend.—“' Have your poems @ good circulation, Rimer?’’ 
Rimer (ruefully).—‘“ Oh, yes! y've been round to pretty well 
every editor in the United Kingdom.’ 


He Was (S)well Known. 


Piccadilly Circus, 12-80 a.m, 
Country Cousin.—* Why is that fellow standing in the middle of 


the road and shouting? y don’t the him up?” 
Town Cousin.—‘‘ Oh, the know him. He is a swell.” 
C. C.--“* Humph. A howling swell I should think.” 


ee 














—-- ss 


ee eee en antarm cman pee 
= 












































RS Ne AE RN NG RN RR ideas. nenmnenenatinnent —- 




































































dy 
(R 


(8) He then goes on to present her with himself, his heart, his fortune, and 
his TITLE. 




















(5) But disappeared from view. 




































(4) But owing to something being radically wrong with the trap door on 
which he happened vo be kneeling, he never heard her answer. 














(6) Leaving the young and beautiful Actress to mourn his loss (and the TITLE). 
R. IP. 
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The Romance of the Shopwalker is not so 
much romance as shopwalker, but it is an 
amusing piece enough in a harmless, bour- 
geois sort of way. It reminds you of Ten 
Thousand a Year without the glimpses of 
something better that voluminous work 
vouchsafes at rare intervals; of passages from 
Dickens without the saving grace of spon- 
- taneous humour with which that great master 
WS Fd was so liberally endowed. Thomas Tompkins 

f is the Buchanan-Marlowe prototype of 
Warren’s Timothy Titmouse—except that 
Thomas does not, in the end, lose the fortune he has so unexpectedly 
inherited. I must do the authors the justice of stating that in one 
particular, at least, they have proved themselves superior to 
Warren. He gave Timothy only ten thousand a year; they have 
given Thomas twenty. 


Thomas is shopwalker to a suburban draper, in whose back 
parlour he spends, apparently, the major part of his time bemoan- 
ing that Nature had made ao mistake in making him a counter- 
jumper instead of an aristocrat. Mr. Weedon Grossmith—who 
represents this character—gives to it that touch of natural humour 
with which he invests every part he undertakes. Thomas has fallen 
in love with an earl’s daughter, who, in turn, loves a penniless 
young nobleman, to whom her father bas strong objection. Soon 
after the beginning of the story Tomkins learns of his great good 


fortune, and immediately leaves his employment and setsup as one . 


of the jewnesse d’oree on his own account. He is able to offer strong 
pecuniary inducements to the poverty stricken papa to accept him 
as @ suitor. I may mention that, among other things, Thomas buys 
those same old mortgages that every dramatist keeps securely 
ensconced in his pigeon-holes. 

For the best part of two acts the young lovers are made 
thoroughly miserable, much to the delight of the audience. In the 
end Thomas proves himself a trump—if somewhat a queer 
card—and hands over the young lady to the invertebrate young 
sprig on whom her affections are set—and so everybody is made 

appy. 

The piece is very well acted. To Mr. Grossmith I have already 
alluded ; Miss Nina Boucicault—a dainty and winsome young lady 
—brightens the stage whenever she decorates it with her presence. 
Miss M. A. Victor is, of course, deliciously funny, and Miss Annie 
Hill, Miss May Palfrey, Mr. David James, and the rest play with 
spirit and discretion. 

The Opera Comique is opened once more—this time with a 
“romantic comic opera,’ that may be romantic but is ey 
not comic—unless graveyards and banshees can be so described. 
Shamus O’Brien, words by Mr. Jessop, music by Dr. Villiers 
Stanford, contains much that is bright and tuneful and entertain- 
ing, but I doubt whether there is enough stamina in it for the blasé 
London public. In any case it is worthily ambitious, and both 
author and composer may justly say that their story of O’Brien has 
nothing to shame us. 

The story is founded on Le Faun’s poem, and shows how, after 
the Irish rebellion of ’98, a price was set upon the eens ee ae 
popular idol, Shamus O’Brien. He is betrayed by Murphy, 
who covets his wife and the hundred guineas reward offered by the 
Government. Shamus is captured and condemned to death, but 
escapes from the gallows just in time for the curtain to fall on the 
last act. It is the most violently sudden end to any play that I 
have as yet witnessed, and you are out in the street before you have 
definitely decided that the piece is all over. You seem to want a 
kind of a sort of a sequel—perhaps Stanford and Jessop will oblige. 

















The music is often 
several numbers are , & few 
yoegee Has and the English captain; another 

n the e ; ® song 
and chorus, “ Listen to Shamus.” More ambitious, less “‘oatehy, 


but decidedly striking, is the Banshee for Nora in the first act, 
and a capital number is M oats te the * Ochone, 
When I Used to be Young.” orchestration is » OF. 
Stanford shows his skill and resource—his knowledge of the 
— of every instrument from to end. 

e 


dressing and mounting of are picturesque and 
pretty, without that undue display that ‘a e 

ea . 

The company is a remarkably efficient one—some of the novices 
show really wonderful power. Miss Kirkby Lunn, for instance, not 
only sings the difficult music of Nora, O’Brien’s wife, with charm 
and expression, but acts with an intensity, a power, and a natural- 
ness that would be striking in an “ old .”' Miss Maggie Davis, 
® young comedienne, has a charming voice, a dainty manner, and 
an appreciation of humour that are of great value to the — 
scheme. Mr. O’Maraas Murphy gave a fine, finished piece of 
onto and sang very well indeed. Mr. O'Sullivan was a manly 
and thoroughly efficient Shamus. 

GOSSAMER. 


Why He Looks at It. 


She.—“Smith is awfully rich, isn’t he? ” 

He.—“ Ye-es—got thousands.” 

She.—“ Is he generous ? " 

He.—‘'T believe he is—looks at every shilling twice, though, before 
he spends it.” 

She.—“ Well, isn't that meanness ?” 

He.—“ No; it’s short-sight.” 














A DETRIMENTAL. 


Bertie.—'‘I say, Gertie, if you persist in so confoundedly at 
your ease—so confoundedly ha y and familiar—I sha'n’t bring 
you out any more. You give a fellow away so!” _ Ae 


Gertie.— What's the matter now?” 
Bertie.—*' Why, anybody could see, half a mile off, that you are 
only my sister!” 
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: ‘* What, don’t you know me?’’ someon A shout—*“ Hi! bi!”—a sudden bump— 
The International cried, ‘ My hope, alas, was vain— 
Scorcher To accents kind but curt— My patent steed just gave a jump 
. ‘Ts that the usual way you ride ? And cannoned into Spain. 
You look as if it hurt.” 
[was Bull! He helped’me up and In ignominious ease I lie, 
Tis blamed machine was guaranteed etek tetas the ad T hice A pen 





n in ev’ry joint, 
j red macnin * £ 7. . . °° 
r y r r | r y - oie . ; : 7 v 
rs ; 1 rank him A wily Spaniard standing by 
re ry rtiiy riié¢ ’ } . a +} atl 
rw re m iled ) itate the point. 
A + l> + * +] ~ sy? hac at} 
y & Oil Says ne I think you’d best return 
, . At once to your abode, 
>» r 


i I ; al a” L. » & ~ 1 
: , — aoe r A Scorcher, sir, has first to learn 


for ’ lire Ww th _ » . vane rathar r i0e rule toat rules tne road. 
2. & rod pul . 4 NI r ,nd sprea Boe a . 
r , sini at s right there is no need 
¢ I~anhtead ror m lieémonstrate. 
a > sik A AUUEU 


;, rn | ried Monroe Never mind , Congressman have blighted inougn this macnine was guaranteed 
.m re surely gam: \s I, with weird uncertainty To run upon the straight ; 
p, uncle, up, and go it blind, Disgracefully alighted. [is doubtless well before one goes 
} rt there just the same ' A bicvcle astride, 


I upped, and made some slight e: es To think of other people’s toes, 
: " Aas! ; 1ateaci one ’ > ir - - 
Then shut my eves and flew; ne tyre adjusted, once again And maybe—learn to ride! 


7 ‘ } , , I dare the thir gy to steer 
Till someone said, “Hi, where the ; —— oa said, 
; l 


deuce : us and racked with pain, ———_— 
Is Samuel coming to? "’ ee I urged a 4 wild career. 


1é people shouted, ‘ Go it, Sar ‘ Sank 
Von" eet the i, mpg Amaep: ‘Sweet Spirit, Hear my 
. P ee . . Ait LOL UDOT , S0o0 J i te é amet 

A shout—"* Hi, there ! '’—a sudden shock, ik ks Re Nak Ae coe " 

| velled—and someone cursed— ney know the sort of orm I am, Prayer. 


: : : : 
i £UeSS ANd Calkeriate! 


ema at 


atte: 4 arial honk of Le ’ 7 . z 
I Treaily Ln ight a CnOUnK i r LA Sea ck Passenger (lean Nd rer the 





‘ ; Oo ¥ * nT) +} a } rar — a. 
a Had gone upon the burst ule of the steamer, feebly).—*: Brandy: 
’ } j= _ ds@ ri . ad 
lhe stripes I felt, the stars I saw, On, on, I flew, with reckless speed, randy!’ 
| * hall ¢ + aes ar . 
ne e RAIL Torge 1c 3 . natn? —— Tr rE. ~ ? P 7 7 . ' 
’ sves : - AS 15s my custom to Facetious Friend.—“ Halloa, old man: 
' a ri rr pen ¢ 2a ? a Ur QnA far 1 Vee . 7 7 2 2 —— .e 4 - a. . a= seata 
F ) nt t Law ind fondly hoped, I did indeed, yynat are you up to? ‘Calling spirits 
, é the ess throug from the vasty deep’ ?”’ 
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Another Irish Grievance. 


An irate Milesian, writing to a Pittsburg U.S.A. contemporary, 
grumbles sorely about writers of Irish nationality ordinarily using 
in their works similes pertaining to otherlands. He points out, as 
an illustration, that Mr. O’So-and-So remarks, “The river is 
suggestive of the noble Thames. Why not the noble Shannon?” 
The aggrieved party urges that his literary compatriots should 
persistently keep details pertaining to the romantic beauty, etc., of 
the Ould Country before the reading public. Perhaps the following 
effusion sent to us by a Hibernian, who is captivated by an English 
maid, is free from the slights to Erin complained of :— 


In Dalston dwells me colleen dhas, 
She's young an’ swate an’ clever. 

I’m mad bewitched by purty Flo-- 
Good luck be wid her ever! 

Her cheeks are red as daisy's tips 
That blooms at sweet Killalla ; 

Her hair's the hue of blackthorn bark 
On thrim sprig or shillalagh ! 


Her breath's the scent ov new mown hay 
On bank ov limpid Shannon, 
It’s fresh as balmy west'rn breeze 
That blows down on Dungannon ; 
An’ when she opes her rosy lips— 
An’ sets me all a-shakin'— 
The twang ov harp ov Tara's halls 
'Twere discord to her spakin’ ! 
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Hard Lines. 


Gentleman.— “‘ Waiter, this steak is 
most atrociously cooked ! ” 

Truthful Waiter— The fact is, sir, 
the cook is under notice to leave, and 
don’t care how he cooks things.” 

Gentleman (somewhat indignantly).— 
“But that’s rather hard for the cus- 
tomers.” 

Truthful Waiter.—“It is, sir; but 
steaks are always hard for the cus- 
tomers!” 


Distinctly Disheartening. 


Nervous Young Man.—“I—I am 
deeply in love with your daughter, sir; 
and I—I am——”’ 

Mr. Blunt (coldly).—‘“ Yes, I have 
noticed that you have looked even more 
idiotic than usual of late, and that is 
saying a good deal!” 

Nervous young man beats a hasty re- 
treat. 


Unsatisfactory Relation- 
ship. 

Young man (sadly, to the father of the 
girl to whom he has just “ popped "’).— 
‘You are to have me for a son, sir.”’ 

The Father (heartily)—“‘I’m_ de- 
lighted to hear it, my boy! So Maude 
has accepted you ? ” 

Young Man (still more sadly).— 
‘Alas! no, sir; but she has promised 
to be a sister to me, so, of course, I 
shall be yourson!”’ 


By Gum! 


American Lady.—‘t Have “you ever 
chewed gum, Mrs. Anshunt?” 

Old Lady (who has never heard of the 
American practice of chewing gum.)— 
‘“‘No, my dear; I ain’t got any teeth to 
chew me gums with.” 








Her voice is swate as nightingale’s 
In leafy groves ov Blarney, 
An’ soft as dyin’ echo’s note, 
"Mong hills at Lake Killarney ! 
An’ Flo’s brown eyes—so wondrous bright— 
Which flash like star that’s fallin’, 
Would chase to blazes blackest night 
From off the Bog ov Allen! 


Could I but win this Queen ov Grace, 
An’ cut out wan an’ all, bhoys, 

Faix, I’d the proudest gossoon be 
From Cork to Donegal, bhoys! 

I’d part Ould Oireland’s wrongs avinge, 
An’ outwit Sas’nach guile, sirs, 

Could I steal England’s brightest gem 
To deck the Im’rald Isle, sirs ! 


Then, bhoys, fill up with usquebagh, 
My love I’d fain be toastin’— 

Saint Pathrick bless her—purty dear! 
Ov Flo I’m always boastin’,. 

An’ wish me luck ov coortin’ her, 
Ov Eve’s, the fairest daughter ; 

Each dhrain his glass to Dalston’s belle, 
Or, sure, there will be slaughter ! 


When is a Joke like an Oyster ? 


WP will tell you, only you needn’t spread it about, because many 
people don’t know that a joke is ever under any circumstances, 


like an oyster. 


Well, a joke is like an oyster when it has a “ blue” point to it. 
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The loafer odd-man expresses his views concerning a very great and most important undertaking. 
. 


“Me carry that packin’ case? Not much; taint in my line 
niver.” 





“*Ere’s er crowbar, borrow’d it at ther Pub, stuck up a pint an’ cigar to your name; want somethink ter keep me up ter this ‘ere work, I do 5 A 
Not a little bit, aint. I wasen’t ’prentic’d ter that there graft no more thin t’other uns.” 


Unpack that there case? Dident I tell yer as I aint no packer? 








Uy ty omy 
ier 


“ Force op'’n that zinc case inside? Why, in course I carn’t! ‘ ie 
now, Gaffer, I'll jist give yer a piece er advice, I will:—When yer wants 4 job like 


consultin’ hingineer, six timber ‘aulers. with a crane an’ trolly, a dooly-skill’d carpinter, two unpackers, a tinman and a braizer (both ove these s 
Then a carpinter’s man ter do ther smashin’ up; an’——' Where does the odd man come in?’ yer asks. 


on 


an’ comes in wive the beer an’ smokes, wiveout which the others ud be nowhere 





. cavn’t open packin cases, mister; didn’t serve me time ter that branch er trade, 























What, done it yerself ?——unpack’é and finish’d ther job,’ave yer? Well, 
that ere dun agin, an in propes workmanship-like manner, jist you call in a 
ial, mind!) 
Why, ‘e’s the most importent er ther hole lot, 'e is! 
An’ that’s what I’ve serv’d my time to. So now you'll know in future.” 
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Karvucer is firm in his determination not to visit our ever- 
ye shores. “For these and all other mercies,” etc. How- 
ever, it is not safe for us to crow till we are out of the wood. He 
may yet change his mind! 


The Irish is dying rapidly. 
should put the finishing touch to it. 

One of our dramatists is at work upon a new play. It is to be 
called “‘ Much Ado About Nothing,” and will treat of the English 
evacuation of Egypt. 


The Spaniards are making it warm for the Americans. I mean 
for their Consuls, which is the zame thing, only much easier. The 
dashing fellows have been storming the American Consulate to the 
cheers and encouraging glances of dark-eyed senoritas in the 
verandahs and balconies. Then they bought some American flags 
and tore them up, and the band of heroes danced on the pieces. 
Then these reckless, devil-may-care, fearless patriots went about 
shouting ‘‘ Death to Uncle Sam,” and the ladies clapped their 
pretty hands. All this is very magnificent, but it is not war: and 
the — Spanish Minister spoilt the whole show by apologising 
next day 


During the war scare, a firm of press-cutting agents thoughtfully 
sent every reference made to the Kaiser in our papers to the 
German Government. And yet the Emperor may be coming to 
Cowes. 


He. —* bing Fifteen pounds for Turkish baths in one month! 
-——“* Well, darling—TI told you I had nothing to wear.”’ 


There is no truth in the rumour that Bassano has added a like- 
ness of Oom Paul to his “ Types of Beauty.” 


A new bicycle saddle has been invented. 
“Common Gender” saddle 





It is only right that a Sexton 


It is called the 


Hard! 
Wifle.—“ How do you like this sponge cake I have made, Harry, 
love?” Bee 


2 
Hubby (gruffly and cruelly).—‘* Well, Chickie, dear, its so beastly 
hard and metallic that the cake would be photo’d intact by the 
Réntgen process! No earthly ray could penetrate that substance 
any more than my teeth can!” 
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Tue undermentioned gem, from the columns of the Buck’s 


Standard, 


“Wanted, a few fowls, about two years old; also a general 


The Housemaid’s Soliloquy. 


Plumbum nigrum—what’s that mean ? 

Muttered the slavey, smirched and lean, 

It’s hard and black, to the touch feels clean, 

And shines like the sides of a big, black bean. 
Oh! here’s a wra: which I haven’t yet read— 
Reads—* A polish i given, a radiance shed,” 

So good for the eyes is the lustre o’erspread, 
There never was polish like Nixey’s black lead. 


A book of prize poems, expressing its praise 


Of the gloss on the grate, and the time it there stays, 
brilliance lays, 


How it hes rust, and 
Has brought back delight for 


Advertising Curios. 


rest of my days. 


of the 29th ult., has been sent to us :— 


servant.—Apply, etc.” ‘ 


From a gastronomic point of view, we should recommend boiling 
the fowls, which, at the age of two years, would not stand roasting. 
Probably, they are intended for the general servant, who, doubtless, 


willjduly appreciate such delicate feeding. 


Who’s that Tapping ? 


My name is Doctor Jim, 
And I’ve lately had a whim 
To banish boredom, ev’ry Dutchman scornin’ ! 


So I gave my troops the order 
For to cross the Transvaal border ; 


And I must appear at Bow Street in the mornin’ ! 


There’s a man called Mr.tK. 
Who was acting in a way 
Most insultin’ to my countrymen about him ; 


So quite suddenly I started 
With my soldiers lion-hearted, 


And we tried our level best to thrash and rout him.] 


Here it need not be repeated, 
How and why we were defeated, 
I'll leave that to the witnesses now sworn in 


It’s a tale of self-denial, 
And you’ll hear it at my trial, 


For I must appear at Bow Street in the mornin’! 


If 


you wish to know the reason 


They’ve indicted me for treason 
To the little country I was bred and born in; 


Which will bring me up to Bow Street in the mornin’ ! 


Mrs. Lullitt (while scanning the D.T. at breakfast).—“ Jack, 


Read in any daily paper 
Of the military ps 


Ample Punishment. 


dear, I wonder what they are going to do with Dr. Jim.” 


_ Mr. Lullitt (very impressively and sarcastically).—‘‘ Well, Vossie, 
if the poor chap were sentenced to a fortnight’s course of coffee like 
this, Old Kruger and his Boers would be more than avenged !” 

























PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if 


what is su 


pplied as ‘“‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, 





write, send 


ling sample (the cost of which will be defra 


ato 


5. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 
Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” 


do 8o for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 
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By THe “ Enrant TERRIBLE.” 


THe defeat of the Italian 
Abyssinian Army is a terrible 
affair, and Great Britain holds out the 
hand of hearty sympathy to her truest 
\ friend, Italia. 


* * * 





So far, Italy, in the Abyssinian War, 
has got only as far as the “‘ abyss.” 


ee 
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TO ITALY. 


Italia, Queen of Song and Love, 
Thine eyes are sore with weeping; 
Thy noble head is lowly bent | 
As, lonely vigil keeping, 
You mourn your tender chivalry, | 
The hearts that beat no more for thee. 


Italia, dear and trusted Friend, 

The truest and the nearest, 
Turn thou thine eyes to Albion, 

Who mourns with thee thy dearest. 
Britannia, from her white-cliff’d height, 
Is with you in this darksome night. 


' Italia, Sister, Friend of Friends, 
In this, thine hour of sorrow, 
Lift once again thy noble head 
fl And think thou of the morrow. 
The seas we watch and guard for thee 
Are bridg’d by love and sympathy. 


So the Marriage Agency Case is finished at last. The victims of 
this colossal Humbugging Hymen Association may well change the 
old proverb to : ‘‘ Pay your money in haste, you will have loads of 


leisure in which to repent.” 
* ae *% * 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 16.) 
“* ISOLATED.” 
(Mr. Goschen’s reply to Europe.) 


‘“‘ Isolated Britain” is the taunt we have to meet, 
’Tis true we do not fawn upon the Eagle or the Bear, 
We have an answer ready—it’s an answer short and sweet— 
= That answer’s Twenty Million Pounds—so now come on who dare. 


REFRAIN :— 


We don’t want to fight, 
But by jingo if we do, 


ee 








We'll build the ships, we'll find the men, 

We'll raise the money, too. | 
We don’t want to fight, i 
But the old Red, White, and Blue, | 
Is just the same old flag it ever was, boys. 





Kaiser, Czar, and President may fret, and storm, and swear, 
And try to kick us when we're down, and talk in manner rash ;) 
Old England can afford to wait her time, and not to care, 
For the nation that will conquer, is the nation with the cash. 


—_— 
We don’t, ete. 
To Yankee threats and French design, and German telegram, 
To crafty Russian intrigue, and to artful Turkish “ spoof,” 
Our reply is “Twenty Millions, and we do not care a ; 
“ Come try your strength, my hearties, but you first must find the ‘ oof.’” 


REFRAIN :— 





We don't, ete, 


A Tempting Offer. 
Scene: The Horse Guards. 


Child (blubbering): ‘ Boo-woo,ma. I want to ride that gee- 
gee |” 

Fond Mother (to mounted Life Guardsman in the box): 
“ Soldier, if ~~ horf yer ’oss for a few minutes, and lets my 
Tommy git on, I'll give yer twopence !"’ 

(Unutterable wrath of the cutrassed sentinel, and uproarious de- 
light of the bye-standers.) 


The Road offers a prize of 50 guineas to anyone who oe 
a scheme for identifying cyclists using the public roads 
condition made is that the scheme must be eventually x 
the Home Secretary, Sir Matthew White Ridley, who has announo 
his willingness to consider any pract'cal suggestion. 























Tommy Smart.—* Gran'pa! see that hen walking away 
there?” 

Gran’ pa.—“ Yes, Tommy.” 

T. S.—* Well, don’t you think it very wrong?” 

G.—“* Wro ? No. Why?” 

T.S.—* , it seems to me to be a fowl proceeding !"” 
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| Enhances the acceptability of every | 





NO EGGS REQUIRED, 
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Sweet Dish or Fruit. palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” | joszpn pickERING & SONS, FHEPFIELD. 
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But, when before the magistrate, 
’Tis proved the lord-forsaken 
Constabulary addle — 
Was hopelessly mistaken. 
The outraged one for justice sings— 
‘Tt may be as you've stated.” 
Replies his Worship, ‘* But these things 
Must be investigated.” 


The marriage vendors got swinging sentences at the Old Bailey, 


Friday.—A few minutes at Royal Institute ; some excellent work. 
Got the Venezuelan Blue Book. 


| I think the British case 
| Will rather damp the feelun’s 
Be Of that agressive race 

The proud Venezuelans. 


They must have felt a t 
yy there’s little e to, 
To 




















By THe Party ON THE Spot. that we've a right 

Wednesday.—Ran over to Rome for an hour or two. Terrible To more than we lay claim to. 
news from Africa. Went to cheer Humbert and Crispi up a bit. That Britain asks no more i 
Populace kicking up unreasonable row as usual. Crispi will have .. Should stamp her “ honest dealer, 
to resign, he says. Popular voice points, or rather shouts that way. And prove for ev’ry sore 
That’s the way with the popular voice. It doesn’t matter what A good (Venezu)—healer ! 
the fight is abowt; the army’s got to win or the Government will | Saturday.—Nothing particular doing to-day. St. George’s 
hear about ir. | -petition still going on. 


Made off to Sydney, N.S.W., to help open the conference of | 
Australian Premiers. Hope they’ll come to some useful decisions, | 
but didn’t want to hear any of the speeches ! | 


Monday.—Saw her Most Gracious off to the Continong. Hope 
she'll benefit by the change. 
Made my way down to Putney to see the Cambridge crew put 


Thursday —Trotted down to the C.C.C.in time to see the sham __—sjn its first appearance. Pretty crew, and some fairly pretty work. 
“Lord Wilton ’’ convicted and sentenced. Very interesting, also | Tuesday.— Dr. Jim and the rest at Bow Street. Went down and 
very pretty and pathetic; his pose of “injured innocence in mute said “Hooray!” outside the court. Lord knows why !—but felt 
appeal” might do for the Palace ‘‘ Living Pictures,’ but didn’t | much refreshed. Then ran down to Nottingham to help open the 
work with the Common Sergeant. Seven years penal. | Free Church Congress, and finished up a busy week with a cut 

Heard «fa funny case at Westminster Police Court. Ranround | over to Sydney to see the English cricket team beat the Australian. 
to hear it. Jeweller accused on remand. Elaborate case of a | ( Rule Britannia !”’) 
detective proved utterly false. Jeweller complained of incon- THe SPoTTer. 


venience and ignominy. Magistrate replied, ‘‘These things must 
be investigated.” Just so. 


A Good Excuse. 


OFFICIAL RESEARCH. Scene (Orderly room of Windsor Infantry Barracks). 
As be was walking home in peace, Colonel of the 4th Warmstream Guards to ——“ You 
Tne bobby seized him—gurgling, allowed the prir.ce to pass you, while on sentry, t presenting 


arms. What have you to say?” 


“You've been assaulting the police, Prisoner.—“ Sure, sorr, it was not out or shair laziness that I 


And Arsoning and Burgling ’— 


And knocked him down, end gaily said | didn’t thrait ‘im to @ ‘cock-up,’ but becos the chap was as unbe- 
He'd give him beans for laneheon, | known to eh eS in a is = the — 
And ther he banged him on the head | moment! But, sorr, i yez up Pay eh sary, ~ 


And cracked it with his truncheon. | the sintry box, ite m that will thry to spot 
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Noricz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanted by a stamped and aidressed ennelone. 
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Damon and Pythias have healed their 
quarrel—Gilbert and Sullivan have become 
twin Savoyards once again. The Grand Duke 
is bound to be s great success. If it will not 
rank with Pinafore, with Patience, and with 
The Mikado, there is yet a big margin for a 
very long and prosperous run. It is a better 
piece of work than Ruddigore, than The 
Gondoliers, far better than Utopia, Limited. 
Indeed, the first act is as good as anything 

ee Gilbert has given us, and there is plenty of 

fun in the second, too. Sullivan is splendid in both. 

I commend the main idea of The Grand Duke to the Parisian 

entlemen who continually settle their disputes on the “ field of 
Ronee.” A duel with cards is equally bloodless, and a great deal 
more amusing. There is very little wounding in a Parisian duel, 
but there is certainly some amount of ‘cutting’ ina fight in the State 
of Pfennig Halbpfennig, wherein the action of The Grand Duke takes 
place. By the State law, if two people have a dispute, they cut a 
pack of cards and he who draws the higher wins. The winner takes 
over ali tie duties and the privileges, the responsibilities and the 
emoluments of his defeated adversary. Consequently, when the 
Grand Duke Rudolph says prenez “card” to Ludwig, the chief 
comedian of Herr Dummkopf’s celebrated dramatic company, and 
draws a king while Ludwig cuts an ace, the Grand Duke is 
technically dead and ceases, to all intents and purposes, to exist, 
Ludwig becoming the reigning sovereign in his stead. 

The mess that this sudden change brings about may easily be 
imagined when one knows that it is Gilbert who mixes the dish. 
Ludwig dresses the Court—now consisting of his old theatrical 
comrades—in the costumes of Ancient Greece, though the dresses, 
being new, are absolutely unspotted ; they were meant by Dumm- 
kopf for a grand revival of 7riolus and Cressida. Poor Ludwig 
finds himself in a nice quandary. First of all, he marries his own 
sweetheart ; then it is discovered that he has to marry Julia, the 
prima donna of Dummkopf's troupe, because her contract stipu- 
lates that she shal! always play the “ principal part”; then, having 
taken over all the Grand Duke's responsibilities, he hasto marry the 
elderly Countess, who was to have been wedded to Rudolph, and he 
only escapes by the skin of his teeth—and the necessity of bringing 
the opera to an end—from adding the Princess of Monte Carlo—to 
whom Rudolph was affianced in early youth—to his rapidly- 
increasing matrimonial stock. But this is only one branch that 
Mr. Gilbert’s fancy takes; the ramifications of his topsy-turvey 
humour are extensive and peculiar. Into these, however, I 
cannot enter, contenting myself with briefly indicating the main 
thread of the story. I may as well tell you, though, that 
everything is put right by the discovery that the law holds the ace 
as the lowest card in the pack, to count only one, so Rudolph comes 
to life again, and things straighten themselves automatically. 

Bright as is the book, delightful as is the music, both are immea- 
surably enhanced by the Gaiety and cleverness of the Savoy Com- 
pany. Madame Ilka von Palmay, Mr. D'Oyly Carte’s prima 
donna, is @ revelation, and her success was instantaneous—only 
uicker. Both as singer and actress she is perfectly irresistible ; 
she has the humour of a Lottie Venne and almost the voice of a 
Florence St. John. Mr. Rutland Barrington has never had a part 
to suit him better ; he positively revels in the dry fun provided for 
him—fun which his unctuous and artistic method accentuate so 

admirably. Mr. Walter Passmore, Miss Emmie Owen, Miss 

Florence Perry, Mr. Scott Fishe, Mr. Scott Russell, Mr. Hewson, 

Mr. Workman, and Mr. Kenningham—all are splendid. Miss 
Rosina Brandram's perfect style and beautiful voice once more lend 
invaluable aid to the general effect. 











In the Cinématographe the Empire have an attriction as potent 
as unpronounceable. To a man < weak ae et es : 

itively dangerous. To see a life size photograph o row 
Prone @ screen, to see that. crowd suddenly imbued with life 
and movement, hurrying backwards and forwards, laughing, 
yesticulating, cycling, riding—with perfect verisimilitude is as 
uncanny as it is astounding. Another picture shows you, with 
equal faithfulness, a train entering @ station, the passengers 
alighting ; another a group of people bathing in a sea as perfectly 
natural as though it were, in very truth, the ocean—all this isa 
novel and bewildering sensation that no one should miss. There 
are many pictures in the series, one as astonishing as the other. 
To what pitch photogapby will presently arrive no man can say. 
The Cinématographe is a development of Edison’s kinetoscope. 

Faust has been revived here, with the additional attraction of 
selections from Gounod’s music. It is now one of the most perfect 


spectacl laced upon the stage. 
pectacies ever p po tag GOSSAMER. 


The Westminster Orchestral Society gave their last but one 
orchestral concert of the eleventh season at the Westminster Town 
Hall last Wednesday evening. The concert opened with the late 
Sir Joseph Barnby’s march from Rebekah, and was very creditably 
performed. The vocalists were Miss Mabel Berrey and Mr. David 
Jones. Spohr’s clarionet concerto in C minor was rendered 
effectively by Mr. Charles Draper. The entire performance dis- 
played marked ability in all respects. ; 

True Blue, & new and original drama of the Royal Navy, in five 
acts, is announced for production at the Olympic on the 19th inst. 
The synopsis is replete with incidents of an exciting and heart- 
stirring kind. ‘A Spanish Bull Fight’; ‘“‘An Afternoon Reception 
at Gibraltar”; ‘“ Rake out those Fires”; ‘Close Water-tight 
Doors”; ‘“*Man and Arm Boats”; “ Watteaus to the Rescue”’ 
parenthetically and prominently speak wonders in spectacular 
adaptation. Mr. Leonard Outram is responsible for the production, 
and he has secured the supervision of Lieutenant Smart Gordon, 
R.N., as to technical naval details. 

EMPIRE THEATRE.—Owing to the demand for seats to witness the 
Cinématographe, the directors have decided to give a series of 
afternoon performances. 

The Honourable Artillery Company Football Club announce 
their annual charity football and smoking concert, to be held at 
head-quarters, Armoury House, Finsbury, E.C., on Wednesday, 
25th inst., at 7-30 p.m. Many well-known theatrical and variety 
artistes have kindly consented to assist. The proceeds will be 
devoted to the funds of Guy’s Hospital. 











A “CRIMINAL” JOKE. 


Master Sykes (to Charley Bates, with feigned sympathy.)— 
‘Anyone kin see as this ‘ere pore bloke’s Ei sin Pe “is Le 0’ 
time as @ copper by the looks en ‘im. Why, just afore they lets 
em orf from the force they jus’ shoves ’em on fust-class diet, ter 
make ’em look all right afore they comes out.” 


(Alarums and rapid exeunt.) 
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At the A.B.C. 


First Little Innocent (refreshing).— .. 
‘‘Took here, Lily, all the spoons’ and 
forks and things here have got ‘A. B. 
and B. Co.’ upon them.: Whatever 
does that mean?” . 

Lily (another L.I.j)—* A. B. & B. Co.’? 
Ob, why, Aerated Bread and Butter 
Company, to be sure, Flossie.” 

First L.I.—“ Oh, to besure, of course.” 


(Question dropped as fully answered.) 
Doggy News. 


STANDING by a cage containing one of 
the most hideous pugs it was ever our 
lot to see, at Cruft’s Show at the Agricul- 
tural Hall a week or so ago, we took 
note of the adjectives applied to the 
little brute by only five wrongheaded 
women. 

‘*‘Isn’t he splendid lady’s dog.” 

‘‘ What a perfect lady’s pet!” 

“Ah! he’s a proper lady’s pug!”’ 

“That, my dear, is a real lady’s pug!” 

‘“« A magnificent lady’s pug.” 

Now, we want it pointed out, did they 


mean splendid lady, etc., or splendid 
dog ? 





Another Insult toWoman. | 


CERTAIN fair ones are wroth with the 
Oxford Dons who have refused to allow 
them to aspire to the degree of B.A. 
Very properly it seems to us, as, for the 
life of us, we can’t see why a woman 
should want to call herself Batchelor of 
Arts, although, perhaps, it is only in keep- 
ing with some of her other assump- 
tions. But why B.A.? Wouldn’t 
M.A., Maid of Arts, do as_ well? 
That certainly is going one better than | 
B.A.; but this may be even more | 
sternly withheld by the University 
powers. Besides, such a distinction would 
be altogether superfluous, because almost 
every woman, as it is, is entitled to 
write M.A., Made of Arts, after her 
name.” And, again, are there not 
already B.A.'’s encugh—beautiful angels, 
belles amies, bien avmées, and all that ? 
Don’t talk to us of Bachelors of Arts 
among women. Breakers of ’Arts, as 
’Arry might say, would be something 
nearer the mark. 





Way does the judge in court sit on 
the bench? Surely a lord-ship ought 
to be in the dock. 





Cave Kudos! 
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SEEING LONDON. 


Guide (at the Stone Gallery, St. Paul’s).—‘ Straight over there you see the Thames, 
to the right are the Houses of Parliament, and a little to the left is the wo nderful 


Tower Bridge.”’ 


Gent.— But where? I don’t see anything.” 
Guide.— Oh, well, thaw’s where they are; but it’s a bit foggy this morning.”’ 
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THE Croydon magistrates recently threw out a suggestion that it 


was not right for 
for the sake of gaining ‘‘ kudos.""—Sce Press. 


licemen to “capture ’’ unmuzzled dogs merely 


Minus their muzzlements every one, 
Seven dogs were lain in the hot March sun, 


When there came a bold P.C., 


And he scowled at them with a stony stare, 
And he growled at them like a Polar bear, 
And he said, ‘‘ Whose dogs be ye?”’ 


Canis Primus uptwitched his ear: 
“* My master dear is a British peer!” 


And Canis Secundus groaned : 


‘I can’t see how it is your affair, 
But Vanderjayastor, the millionaire, 


Is the man by whom I’m owned 


,?7? 











Tertius Canis et Quartus cried: 

‘“‘ An actress, famed through the whole world wide, 
Would of comfort scorn to stint us!” 

And, “‘ Get thee—get thee behind me, knave ! 

I serve a clergyman, good and grave!” 
Quoth querulous Canis Quintus. 


Canis Sextus disclosed his fangs : 

“In the sessions courts my lord’s harangues 
Make law-breaking loons turn yellow.’ 

But Canis Septimus proved as dross 

To his gilded friends ; for he said, ‘‘ My boss : 
Is a poor dock-labouring fellow.” 


“In Victoria’s name,” said the bold P.C., 
“ Vile Canis Septimus, come with me ; 
Ye others, go, find a new doss 
On my neighbour's beat ’—and he kicks them hard— 
‘“‘ For I would not have my escutcheon marred 
With the stigma of seeking kudos! ” 
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Disappointed Vagrant.—“ Yah! wite till the time come w'en you arsts me to do yer a fiver, as one gentleman-to another, and 


then y'll see!” 


Sympathy. 
BuitaNnnNia :— 


DEAR FRIEND, your sore di-tress 

Makes Britain's love complete; 
She loves you none the less 

That you have known defeat. 
When men like Titans fall, 

Like heroes face their fate, 
K'en victory seems small 

Beside a death so great. 


When Rome herself was young 
Did the not fight in vain ? 
She, by misfortune stung, 
But fell to rise again. 
Her armies swept away, 
Through grief she sternly smiled, 
Again she faced the fray— 
And are not you her chi'd? 


What Rome once gladly dared 
Shall Italy not dare ? 
Her strengtm Rome never spared 
Nor shall Italia spare! 
Disasters and alarms 
But discipline the brave, 
And heroes spring to arms 
Above a hero's grave. 


Repulses, I have known, 
feats as bitter, stern ; 
we heart was still my owo— 
© conquer thus we learn. 


Fight on—we all must die— 
Retrieve the errois pass-d, 

Fight on, fight on, and cry: 
“To victory!” at last. 


Th ugh craven Prussia thrust 
You out the triple league ; 

Though Austria break her trust ; 
Though Russia still intrigue, 

One friend you still may boast— 
One great amid the g eat— 

For I will hold your coast 
'Gainst foes inviolate. 


The chivalry of France 

Draws nearer to you now, 
Though foes to your advance 

May draw a threat’ning brow. 
Impulsive, fiery, vain, 

And froward ’mid the press, 
Her great heart would disdain 

To mock at your distress, 
Let Prussia’s petty prince 

Go swagger on his way, 
More ignorance evince, 

The puppet of a day! 
Why lean upon a reed 

Without which you could stand ? 
A reed that at your need 

Will break and pierce your hand. 


O, King, look up and on 
New groups in order range ; 
The century's nigh gone, 
And all things breathe of change. 
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New powers come and go, 

Wax, wane, fall back, advance ; 
But ’mid their fl-eting show, 

Great Britain holds, aod France. 


Dear friend, your sore distress 
Makes Britain’s love complete, 
She loves you none the less 
Tnat you have known defeat. 
When men like Titans fll, 
Like heroes face tneir fate, 
E’en vic ory seems small 
Beside a death so great. 





A Pleasant Shock. 


Mrs. Fanciful.—*The doctor says, 
James, that if I had a pleasaut shock to 
the system it would do me a world of 
good.”’ 

Mr. Fanciful.—“ Then I can give you 
one. You know that bonnet of Mrs. 
Dresser’s that you so envied? Well, 
she was caught in the rain, and it’s 
_— spoilt. Now you feel better, 

on’t you.” 


Open to an Offer. 


Lady Friend (to young widow).— 
“ You’re gardening, I see, Lucy.” 

Young Widow (with a weary smile). 
—‘* Yes. I wish I could, so as to say, 
transplant my weeds !” 
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BRITANNIA, TO KING OF ITALY.—“* SORE THOUGH YOU MAY FEEL, MY DEAR FRIEND, YOU HAVE EVERY 


‘REASON TO BE PROUD OF THE HEROISM OF YOUR SOLDIERS.” 





(For Cartoon Verses see page 104.) 
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Vall By THE “ EnFant TERRIBLE.” 


ehh 


: if 
Ls a) h Tue United States, having effec- 
so ¥“U I” — tually equelched the British Lion 
to their own entire satisfaction, have 

a wg now turned their august attention to 


Spain. This constant interference 














So Russia is going to organise an | 


‘-y.- ¥ with Europe will bring America on the 
Y \\) verge of very thin ice—they have 
wa already got as far as Spanish liquor- 
ice. 
ee ee 
= exhibition in London, I am authorised 


\ to state, however, that the exposition 
will not include the following :— 


Prince Ferdinand of Bulgaria’s Religious Convictions. 
tussian Remonstrances against the Slaughter of the Armenians. 
A Piece of genuine Turkish Delight. 
Holy Indignation against the Persecution of the Jews. 
A Btatement showing what France Gains by the Alliance. 
A Happy Russian Peasant. 
An Expression of Japanese Gratitude. 
* 


Thomas Stone Adams, an Epsom jockey, who has lately been in 
bankruptcy, attributes his failure to his increase in weight. He 
might have dropped his middle name, he would then have lost at 
least a stone. 


The Post Office has beaten its record in the deciphering of 
strangely addressed letters. The Reverend W. E. Clarke, the 
missionary, who was Robert Louis Stevenson’s great friend in 
Samoa, has been lecturing in Blackburn recently, and has just 
received a letter from his native congregation addressed: ‘i a misi 
talati o loo i peretania.”” The postal authorities discovered that 
this was Samoan for, ‘‘ To Mr. Clarke, who is in England.’’ Good. 
We could do with Samoa of this sort of thing. 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 17.) 
SPRING. 


‘Tis a dangerous thing 
To sing of the Spring, 
The Cynics all sneer at the poet, 
But what need we care ? 
The taunts we can bear, 
So rhymesters get ready and “ go it.” 


Spring, Spring, beautiful Spring, 
Loveliest season of all the year; 

To you, then, our inkpots and pens we will bring, 
Though the public may think it’s too hard to bear 


Rub the bicycle bright, 
Till it gleams in the light, 
And think of dry roads and fair weather, 
And don't swear aloud 
When a gloomy rain cloud 
Renders useless your polishing leather. 


For that's the way with beautifal Spring, 
Cussedest season of all the year, 

To Spring we our—well, we our “ blessing " will fling 
Though “ blessing "is not quite the meaning, I fear. 


Brush your lightest grey suit, 
Make yourself smart and “ cute,” 
And get yourself up “ quite the dandy,” 
As you're ready to go, 
The storm comes, and lo, 
You say d——-, or some other word handy. 


Spring, Spring, glorious Spring, 
Loveliest season of all the year, 
At least, so the Spring poets sing ; 
The others all,think it's the time to swear 


Sam Wellerisms. 


‘Ir quite carried me away,” as the tipsy man said when he was 
taken off in the police ambulance. 

“This isthe result of main force,” as the water company’s 
inspector observed when he saw a burst pipe. 

“This is indeed a great blow,” asthe girl remarked the first 
time she experienced the force of an American cyclone. 

‘* What a volume of sound,” as the fellow exclaimed when he 
saw a book of music. 

‘‘ This is indeed the better land,” as the member of the Anti- 
Gambling League soliloquised when he stood for the first time in 
the ring at Newmarket. 

“I’m going to have a Turkish bath,” as the fair Circassian 
murmured when they put her in a sack previous to immersion in 


the Bosphorus. 

‘‘ Clothes don’t always make the man,” as the tailor complained 
when he had to go bankrupt. 

*T’ll try to do my duty,’’ as the fellow said when he endeavoured 
to smuggle a box of cheap cigars. 

‘I’m giving up the ghost,” as the Thespian, who had performed 
that part, remarked when the play of Hamlet was withdrawn. 

‘‘These are stirring times,” as the melted butter said when it 
was being made. 

“Nobody can deny that I am a shrew’d man,” as Penhecker 
murmured when his wife was not listening. 

‘‘Take your hook,” as the fish remarked to the man. 

‘‘You be hanged,” as the cook exclaimed to the fresh haunch of 
venison. 

“Let us prey,” as the eagle screamed to the vulture. 

‘‘T feel down in the mouth,” as the man complained after he had 
assisted his wife to shake the beds. 

“My safety is insured,’’ as the bicyclist remarked when he came 
out of The ——* Insurance Company’s office. 

“‘T will succeed,” as the man said who persistently kept a coffee 
bean in his mouth. 

‘“‘ Hell hath no fury like a woman’s corn,” as the poor girl quoted 
when she had been walking about all ‘day with a No. 5 foot ina 
No. 3 boot. 

‘*T'm off,” as the stout lady exclaimed when shs made her first 
start on her cycle. (So she was, but she fell soft.) 


* This company can obtain our scale of advertisement charges on application 
to the manager.—Ed., Fun. 
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Sis.—‘,Well, Effie, what do they say is the matter with Amy?” 


Effie (who has been to visit a sick friend).—“Oh, it's awful! 
They say she has the indigestion of the lungs.”’ 
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THE (UN)WILLING UNEMPLOYED. 

THE PROFESSIONAL CADGER REPLENISHES HIS WARDROBE. 
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He acts with extreme caution, begging but one article at a time, and seemingly requiring it very badly 

“T seldom give to beggars,” expostulated one of the many case-hardened, “ but I can’t refuse you a covering for your head, and old shoes for your naked feet.” 

“I work for my clothing.” drily remarks another. “(It isen’t a bad way of getting them), still I cannot see a fellow creature without a coat, shivering in the 
cold, too.” 
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“ Poor man.” comments a third victim, “ I'll give you an old waistcoat, if only to get rid of you” ‘ Without a shirt to your back,” growls the next obdurate 
jay. “ Well, I’ve a deep-rooted aversion to indiscriminate alms-giving, but I draw the line at a shirtless fellow creature!” “Bless me!” ejaculates o further 
juggins, ‘“‘ Walking the streets clothed in a coal sack, because you haven’t got a pair of trous——? Hang it; I'm not a philanthropist, but I cannot see you in that 
State, man,” and when 


=‘ 


453 
. 4 
. 
1) 


i 
- oa 
«@ 











Naren aamee eines 
©” x 
~ re 


oo 


ihe Snadieiaaall 
TO GE mer 


Wes 
ey 
ff 
& 
, 2 a 
> 

















| ie FUN. seen 2% 








“ Well,” said Bowski at last, “‘ glad to hear that you are making 
| for peace. Tnat’s my line. A peace here and a peace there, as 
| one may say,” and he winked very pleasantly. 
| “H’m!” said Franki Panki. ‘Peace is a beautiful thing. 
| But what do you want so many new sets of teeth for? That’s 
| what J want to know!” ? 
| “Now, don’t be alarmed,” said Bool, ‘pray don't be alarmed. 
It’s all right, you know. Nice teeth, aren’t they? Cost a lot of 
money, I can tell you. Got another set being made now 
“Yes,” said Puff Tupp, ‘‘so we’ve heard. But you’re overdoing 
| ita bit; aren't you.eh? You won’t use them, you know!” 
| ‘Oh yes, I shall,’ snapped Bool, 
Puff Tupp shuddered. ‘‘ How?” he cried. 
“ Just to smile with, that’s all; just an isolated smile now and 
again,” said Bool, grinning. ee 
‘That sweet smile haunts me still! ’’ quoted Bowski. si’ 
‘ Really,” murmured It Ali, ‘‘I think Bool is right!” a8 87 
“Sure Iam,” snapped Bool. ‘ Seen my new steel claws, eh ?” 
he muttered, spreadivg them out. 
‘What?’ snouted Puff Tupp, ‘new claws, too? Oh, lor!” | 
‘‘ Yes,’’ cooed Bool, ‘‘ yes, nice claws aren’t they. I always do 























the thing well. Got another set being made now.” ae 
A LENTEN MINT. ‘« Sapristi !”’ cried Franki Panki, ‘‘ and will you smile with them, 
. 9) 
No. 1.—‘*I say, ola chap, wuen aid 40.1 take to keeping lent?” too * ‘ 
No, 2.—* Why Q” ‘“ 7 pes “No,” laughed Bool, ‘they’re to scratch myself with, only myself 
“FF 4 | ° . S 9 
No. 1.—‘‘ Because you've never paid me back the ten bob you you know ; just an isolated scratch now and agarn. me 
borrowed ! "’ | ' ‘Well,’ said Hungri, ‘‘ can’t say I think you’re wrong! 
‘‘ Sure I’m not!” said Bool. 
= es ‘*?P’on my word,”’ said Bowski. 
: ae “ And your word is your bond,’”’ interrupted Bool. ' 
é; The Bungle ‘Book by Theyard Quipling. “ Thanks!’ continued Bowski. ‘‘As I was going to say. I 
, om la “oO , » 09 } 
is THE PEACEFUL BEHAVIOUR OF JON BOOL. always liked you, you kriow. : | 
if ‘‘So did I,” said Puff Tupp. ‘* Why we were like brothers—— 
hi “ Oh, I don't want to fight!" said Bool ‘‘Bah!” cried Franki Panki, “‘who sent the telegram? Now, 
a 6 oe ait i as for me, I would shed my heart's blood for Bool——’”’ 
;' iy He "Ul aoon be a ootnad for WA, " Egypt! " snapped Puff Tupp. 
i ‘Oh, I don't want to fight !" growls he, ‘* Alsace-Loraine!”’ snarled Franki. 
‘a 40 the veal old Leontine Ungo-— “Bool,” cried Hungri and It Ali, ‘‘we’re with you. Allthe time.” 
ee. So we all onthe watch muat be, - ° > . ‘ : 
i ip tee enaltess ue all, bu Stace 1” ‘‘Gentlemen,” said Bool, bowing, ‘‘ I had no idea I had so many 
ia friends. It is very gratifying, very. But I must ask you to excuse 
n ij ’ Crked th ated a y ones } me. Ihave an appointment with my dentist and chiropodist— 
7 : ¢ io orim an wooarey of ] ter, . “1° . 
sy PP At, y+ tags pt tar a au revoir!’ and he trotted off, smiling sweetly to himself. 
a And he braced up his muacles tighter, * * * 
‘ z “sé Ho, ho '" welled the heants and the birds. ‘6 M t di = b h e ” id P ff T i a I d ZF lik 
é ' “ Here is something wrong with the Lion, | Miost extraor inary enaviour, sal u upp ’ on 1KC 
uh Very warlike indeed are his words; | the look of those claws at all.” 
ve Whom the deuce has he got his eye_on ? ” ‘Well,’ muttered Bowski, ‘‘ we’ve you to thank for them, any- 
4. ; - p : niall r , - way ! 9 
& eace, peace | arowled the warrior grim, eo ‘00 “ ? © aise 9 
: With a burst of sardonic laughter. Yes!” snarled Franki, ‘‘ knowing old telegraphist, ain’t he ‘ 
i “ Peace, that is ‘ut present my whim, | **Perhaps it’s all for the best!’ said Hungri, ‘‘ but things are 
4) Po ne peal | getting a bit mixed, that’s all T know.” 
i: (Aa long as the Lionlete it), “They are!” said It Ali, with a smile. 
‘ It is peace that it wanta' to-day, And then——But that is another story. 
a4 You'd all better see that he gets it!” 
rin é } 
if "NGOLE So ti . ° s 
Bowo1z Boxe. | The Missus Did Not Like It. 
‘ > ° a H “4 : [ r = : 
‘Pray don’t misunderstand me, pray don't,” said Jon Boolto | Servants’ Register Office Keeper.—* Why did you leave your last 
his friends. ‘J don’t want to fight, J don’t. Peace is what / situation?” 
make for; peace at any price, and a good big peace, that’s all / Applicant for the post of Cook.— Sure, ma’am, my mistress got 
want; that’s good enough for me - we up the slaives ov her gownd the same as me own. I thrated her to 
. His friend Mrsgyt iene looked du viously at each other, especially me congratulations on the improvement, an’ thould her that she 
Puff Tupp. For, ye Puff lupp is rather A skinpy old bird, he couldn’t have showed anny better taste. She did not like id, an’ 
has a very fat head, and there are pickings on him, so to speak. gave me warnin’;: bad cess to the ould cat!” 











~. MARZA WINE CONTAINS 4 warene SOs Uae 


See's = Calvert's Dento-Phenolene. 


1s. 6d., 2s. 6d., and 1-lb. 7s. 6d. Bottles, 


At Chemists, &c., or Post Free for value. 


A FRAGRANT LIQUID DENTIFRICE: 


A few drops in a wine-glass of water make a delicious mouth wash for 
sweetening the breath, preserving the teeth, and leaving a pleasant taste. 


Editor of Health says:—‘‘ An agreeable tooth wash, most efficient for 
strengthening the gums, and ridding the mouth of the aroma of tobacco.’ 
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Tue “ raiders’’ on trial just now are undoubtedly a fine lot of 
fellows, physically; they are tanned and sun-burnt, and well 
groomed, and all that. They are exactly ‘‘Ouida’s’’ heroes, and 
the ladies wink and nod at them from the judicial bench. Jameson 
to breakfast—Jameson to dinner—the inevitable Jameson to supper ; 
that is the menu provided by the papers just now. What is the 
matter with England, that a few men cannot show ordinary human 
bravery and mistakenness without a flourish of trumpets ? 


Football reporting is becoming such a fine art nowadays that one 
grows grey in wondering where on earth the ‘‘ capable editors”’ get 
hold of such marvels of brilliance. However, I went into the office 
of the Football Firmament the other day, when the ‘ capable 
editor ’’ was in the act of 


SELECTING A REPORTER (1896). 


Ist Candidate (meekly).—‘I am anxious to do work for you, 
sir.” 

Editor.—“ M’yes. Of course. Have you any special qualifica- 
tions?” 

Ist Cand.— Well, I have had ten years’ experience of jour- 
nalism. I was educated at Eton and Oxford. I am 35 years of 
age, and have a good knowledge of football.” 

Editor.—“* Dear me! That’s bad. Thirty-five,are you? Too 
old, I’m afraid. Have you ever played football?” 

1st Cand.—* I got my ‘blue’ at Oxford, and I have played for 
England three times.” 

Editor.—* Yes, yes. That’s no use. We want smart, up-to-date 
young men. What is your style of doing a match ?”’ 

lst Cand.—* Oh, I report it truthfully, and give the result in 
plain English. I don’t waste time in telling the public all my 
family affairs. If I can’t say anything good for a player, I say 
nothing at all. In fact, I really try to let the public know what 
really occurred.” eye 

Editor.—* Oh, yow’ll never do. Never. The public will never 
read such nonsense as that! I must wish you good morning.” 

(Exit first candidate, dejectedly. Enter second candidate.) 

Editor.—* You come about this appointment ?”’ 

2nd Cand.—“‘ Yus. That’s me!” ; 

Editor.—-* You look as if you'll do. Do you know anything 
about football? ”’ 

2nd Cand.—* Not me. Wot’s that got to do with it? Bless yer, 
I can putin bits off and—’and abart nothing at all. Thit’s wot 
fetches ’em!” 

Editor.—* Good. You have had—experience? ”’ 

2nd Cand.—“* Not me! Wot d’yow think? That’s orl right! 
You leave me alone! Experience? Garn!” 

Editor.—* You really are a smart young fellow. May I ask—— 
what form your report would take ? ”’ 











une 


2nd Cand.—* Me? Oh, free and heasy. That's me. Tork of 
the plyers by their Chrischun nymes, yer know. Kid the publica 
bit! Write smort stuff—none o’ yer cut and dried facts! That's 
me!” 

Editor.—“‘ Ha, ha! Capital. Can you write two columns about 
nothing at all—without even giving the result of a match ?”’ 

2nd Cand.—“ Yus. You bet.”’ 

Editor.— How old are you?” 

2nd Cand.—* Sixteen next birthdye. Engyged to be married. 
You should see me downa. Smortas me, every bit!” 

Editor (convulsed with laughter).—“ Yes, yes. Oh! I feel sure 
you’re “the man I want. Smart, clever, up-to-date—the 
very thing! But—one more question—tell me, do you—are 
= —_— by any stupid regard for the truth of what you 

te ? 

2nd Cand.—*’00? Me? Wotjertykemefoa? Bless yer, J ain't no 
General Booth. I writes wot I think the public 'll like. Zhat’s 
me. The truth? Gam!” 


(Engaged on the spot at a large salary.) 
The New Gorilla. 


‘Mr. Clarence Bartlett, assistant superintendent of the ‘ Zoo,’ 
has brought a large female gorillato London. The animal is in 
excellent health, and appears to be most amiable.”— Daily paper. 


Come, all ye merry Londoners who want a new sensation, 

A subject fresh for argument or food for speculation ; 

Come, leave your lordly West End house, your office, or your villa, 
And see the new arrival at the Zoo—a fine gorilla. 


America and Dr. Jim and all Uitlandish capers 

Will have to take second place as ‘* copy’’ for the papers ; 

The Eastern potentate sings small, and says, ‘Confound! 
Bismillah ! 

My nose is put right out of joint by London's new gorilla.” 


But in the Gardens envy reigns among the beasts collected, 
To them no longer are the eyes of visitors directed. 

The wombat, weeping, falls into the arms of the chinchilla, 
And says she hates ‘ that horrid, fast, unfemin‘ne gorilla.”’ 


Will she, we ask, be luckier than poor ill-fated Pongo, 

Or will she die of pining for her own dear native Congo ? 
What will they call her—Mary, Jane, Victoria, Priscilla ? 
And shall we see in shops the photograph of Miss Gorilla ? 


You're welcome, little stranger, as the spring time and the daisies, 
One humble bard will always be prepared to sing your praises, 

But life is short, and I must stop, tho’ I would gladly fill a 

Whole paper in describing all the charms of our gorilla. 


Spring. 

[We copied the following from Poltwattle Secundus’ ‘ com- 
position lesson” exercise book. He will probably some day come 
down to comic journalism.] . 

‘This is the first and principal season, when the trees and 
shrubs bursts forth into new life. 

“It isthe time the birds begin to sing and build their nests. The 
birds may be heard singing loudly in the trees, while the lark is 
carolling his sweet song as he soars skywards; the pleasant voice 
of the cuckoo comes echoing through the woods as we wander in 
them gathering violets, bluebells, primroses, and spring onions, 
and we see the lambs gambolling in the meadows, looking at 
them with longing eyes, thinking how nice they would be with 
green peas.” 

[Poltwattle paterfamilias is sorry forthe foregoing, but he can't 
help it. | 
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SIR WILFRID LAWSON.—“MY DEAR BALFOUR, THERE IS ONE THING THAT RECONCILES ME TO YOUR 
NEW PROCEDURE RULE FOR CURTAILING DISCUSSION OF SUPPLY :—ONE HAS MORE TIME TO ENJOY A CUP 
OF DELICIOUS MAZAWATTEE TEA.” 
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Tut Marquis of Salisbury performcd a very pleasing ceremony 
last Thursday at the Constitutional Club, Northumberland Avenue, 
upon the occasion of the presentatian to Mr. R. W. E. Middleton of a 
testimonial and £10,000, a tribute to his splendid organising services 
to the Unionist party, which conspicuously contributed to the over- 
throw of the Rosebery Cabinet in July last. A successful general, 
for his services in the field, invariably receives the nation’s thanks, 
accompanied with emoluments of a solid nature. It appears there 
is no public recognition for the man who practically saves his 
country from political dismemberment by timely advice and original 
management of the vast, dilatory, apathetic hordes of voters. 

tecognition and reward only emanate from the oligarchical few. 
Go on, Middleton !—originate means for the cleansing of the modern 
Augean stable—the London County Council. 


The Czar has conferred the Blue Ribbon of the Desert, or some- 
thing, upon the ‘Emperor’? Manylick—I mean Menelick. Why, 
heaven only knows! If European powers are to begin to congra- 
tulate the enemies of their sister powers on every success, well— 
save us from our friends! The bad example set by—vwell, there! 
We are sick of it, and he may be coming to Osborne. You never 
know your luck! 


_ The only fault Lord Rosebery could find against the Government 
in & recent speech was that there was no Cabinet meeting called 
even when things looked as serious for us as they did at the 
beginning of January. Certainly the noble lord would have called 
Cabinet meetings without number under similar circumstances had 
he been Prime Minister, and the good gentlemen would have met and 
talked and disagreed in the purest style. But—how many Cabinet 
meetings would have to be held before a Rosebery Administration 
had the pluck to equip a Flying Squadron ? 


Women will, I suppose, some day be called upon to serve on 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
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juries. When they are, the greatest care will have to be exercised, 
or some such scene as the following will surely be enacted :— 


A.D. 1900. 
Judge.—‘ Do you find the prisoner guilty, or not guilty?” 
Foreman of Jury.— Please, sir, we cannot agree.” 


Judge.— Then you must be locked up till you do.” 

(A week later. Twelve lean, emaciated men and women appear 
once more in the jury box.) 

Judge.—* Well the evidence is quite convincing—I hope ,that at 
last you have agreed. What is your verdict about the prisoner at 
the bar?” 

Foreman (tearfully).—'* We—we can’t agree. You see, MacNab 
and his wife are both on the jury.” 

Judge (a married man).—‘‘ Gentlemen of the Jury, you are dis- 
missed. Agreement is, as you say, impossible.” 


A gentleman who was afflicted with a habit of winking his eye 
involuntarily every two seconds went recently to an auction. A 
wink is often taken by the auctioneer as a sign of acquiescence on 
the part of the bidder. At the same auction there appeared also 
another purchaser, whose natural deformity took the shape of 
nodding the head violently—another sign frequently used towards 
auctioneers. So it will be easily imagined that the first article for 
sale—a pair of candlesticks—-soon mounted in price to an enormous 
sum, for, as the auctioneer suggested a fresh advance, he looked 
alluringly, as auctioneers do, upon one or other of the gentlemen 
in question, and received in reply an approving wink or nod. At 
last, when the price had reached three times the value of the 
article, the gentleman with the nodding head left the room, and 
the winker was, to his intense surprise, declared the winner. 


“That gentleman there. What name, please? Pair of candle- 


sticks, twenty guineas.” 
‘‘Me?” exclaimed the victim, his agitation making his con- 


tortions still more pronounced, ‘{I—I never bid at all—I didn’t 
indeed |” 

The autioneer looked at the winking eye with great scorn: 

“ Not bid? Why, you're biddin’ now.” 

Tommy (at the Zoo).—“ Father, is that,the lion or the lioness? ” 

Father.—‘ Which one, my boy? ” 

Tiommy.—* The one with his face torn, and his ear bitten, and 
his mane pulled out, crouching in the corner there.” 

‘ather (absently) That—that must be the lion, my boy.” 

Two people in this world most sorry for one another; The woman 
with a family, and the woman without one. 

Teacher.—'* Who was Esau?” 

Pupil (aged 8).—“* Esau wrote a book of fables, and sold it for a 
basin of porridge.” 

Gushing Young a (at piano).— I can't remember it—it’s no 
use. I can’t even think what it’s called! ”’ 

Brutal Brother.—1 should say a break-down !"’ 
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OBJECT LESSON AT ST. STEPHEN’S. 
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| a ie Eg : SEOs am | one young gentleman said that they had to ran behind the trains 
on the L. & C. D. Railway until they had brought themselves down 

to the proper weight forr — They have to be very particular 
| about their diet during this period, and my nephew assures me that 

the per ho trains them insists upon their having at least one 


who 
very day. (Poor fellows, how ti ory of bloaters they must 
I inquir red whether a soft roe wo uld not be easier of 
I presume I was in error, as my question only seemed 
ise to hilarity am ng the medical ge oA neon present. 
of my nephew’s friends informed me that Mr. Mclean 
was coaching the Oxford men, and when I asked what connection 
there was between ro wing ~ driving I learned th as nearly every 
h occasions they invariably 
he North American Indi ans 


day the crews went out in gigs, on wit 


adorn themselves after the manner o 
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with plumed head-dresses, or, as the young man expressed it, ‘‘ They 
always feather their skulls.”’ 
- s i 
These young gentlemen gave me a great deal more information 
yn the subject, but they were all smoking, and the fumes of tobace 
never agree with me, so that I was ultimately obliged to take my 
leparture before I had mad tes of all they told me 
e morning of the race I caught the eariv train from Liver- 
Street, and was fortunate enough to meet with a most enter- 


re ae aentecen Gem tis oe tla infarn } . 
taini mpanion for the journey. He informed me that he was 
? 7 > | T ’ } . , - ? + } - } . }, 
& ‘traveler, and i rather iancy O06 Must ais lave Deen & Memoer 
, Y T } 3 } a ¢ } , : 
9f Parliament, as 1 understood him t say that he represented 


~ + = -* 
: wce or other, which sounded like Messrsjonesunco, but, in 
the rattle of the train, I did te catch what he said. 
is s as I told 1 t f my visit to Cambridge he 
See! st 7 » Was I lgo to ex] 410 tH ro px rt t 
the previous dav’s practice 1 he found in his paper. 

The crew, after a little cold water bath in the morning, 
strencthening and invigorating), launched their Clasper (so called 
1a t ’ tremely narrow that 

} they sit down in it), and, with a view of tasting the 

3a . 4 & SIMArt J Ip to (ney? mo (10 “der ¢ ee if it was 

strong enough tocarry them, theyalls i atit until it was at the 

f breaking asunder), when they ung and returned ¢t 

t 4 somewhat fris us amusement for young men, but 

possibly useful le yecus 1 them to the rolling of the 
tee 

\ hen we arrived at Cambridge, I contided to my fellow traveller 

at, though I sired to be able to say that I had seen the race, 

vet I somewhat dreaded the rough androwdy crowd which I| under 


infested a ra urse. 

‘Come along with me to the Hoop Hotel,” said he, “* you'll see as 
there as you will anywhere in Cambridge, and, 
we are ing, an get something to eat.”’ 

He did not mention anything about drinking, but, fr m the some- 
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what vague recollection that I have of the remainder of that day’s 

events, 1 am much afraid that my young acquaintance ) imbibed a 
vreat deal more than was good for him. 

hing to eat and also something to drink—in 

several somethings—that is to say, my friend had, for while 

n t & teetotal ler, I am strictly temperate—when I inquired about 

should hear who was the winner 
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vneén you interrupted me. 
will take no excuse, my dear sir. You may charge what you P.S.—If ever you should visit this hotel beware of the green 
€ fats !—ed., Fun), but the article I must have.” chartreuse. It is an innocent-looking syrup of greeable flavour, 
{hen you moved away with your accustomed dignity and grace, but most insidious in its action and pernicious in its effects. 
gy foes lost to s ight among the crowd. athens sgn 
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nom . was fortunate enough to discover with him. This popular uC é 
sud fashionable boat race is x shad setween Oxford and Cambridge, Ash’ntay ? 
| and, as the termination of a race is always the most exciting, I Tommy Atkins (just returned from Coomassie).—‘ In troth I did, 
de-ermined to proceed to Cambridge in order to sce the winning Biddy, darlint? Divil the native we man there put yer out ov me 
oat come in. - moindfora moment; and when! ate the army ration grub—baistly 
_7.0F some time previous to the race the crews are rigorously stuff id was !—I couldn’t hilpth inkin’ o v the tasty suppers yer used to 
‘rained. I could not quite grasp the meani f this phrase, but bring me! 
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THE (UN)WILLING UNEMPLOYED. 
Tue Opp-maN LOAFER AND HIS FRIEND, SIMMONS, VISIT THE BoAT-RACE. 








“ Look ‘ere,” said Simrons, “ my motters is ‘ never take yer ’ands out er yer pockets ’cept in ter put em in some en else’s,’ an’ ‘brain alvis afor muscle.’ 
’ : ' y I i I ’ 
We didn’t bring no timber wive us, an’ we finds a stand a waitin’ us; that is where brain cores in ! sez I.” 








’ere comes the 


“ We was compell’d ter shift the timber to the water’s edge,” continued Simmons, “ an’ muscle ’ad a leetle look inthere,I admits ... . 
rush for our stand, which 'alf a doller each is the charge, an’ there comes in brain agin, Culley.” But at that supreme moment the rightful owners of the 
annexed stand discovered their lost property,and . . «. + 
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“y ook * «a ‘ . 
k 'ere,” chattered the Odd-man Loafer, as he and his friend damply trudged homewards. “ no more brain for me; next tiine I’m chucked inter a river, 


hook'd , v ' the a he - - 
so01!* out, pounded ter the state o’ a jelly-fish, an’ then takes ter leg bail, to save me bless’d carcass, give me muscle !—muscle, mind yer!—an’ plenty ove it 




















Sah RET elk Eines ate ir 





sa eimateatiese os Sone 





PARR 






































NT ede 


NE SN ARNETTE IO PAREN ne, 25 


























































































































Master. 











-* Jou s Minor, your carlessness is simply outrageous ! 
ain to corporal punishment, but —— 

Jones Minor, knowing that he is “in for it" anyhow,—“ All right, sir; you can’t be more 

averse to it than I am, sir!” 














You know how averse I 

















Up in Arms. 

Mrs. Joskin (to Booking Clerk).— 
“Give me a ticket for m to Charing 
Cross. Of course, my baby won’t want 
one.” 

Booking Clerk.—“ First, madam ? ” 

Mrs. Joskin (indignanitly).—" What is 
it to do with you whether it is or not? 
The idea!” 


Revenge! 


Wagboy.— “ Fancy! Dr. Sweller 
merely asked me to put out my tongue, 
and then charged me a guinea!” 

Friend.—“ Too much, by far.” 

Wagboy.—" Yes; but I’m having my. 
revenge. Every time I meet him now | 
put out my tongue at him, and he daren’t 
charge me a penny!” 


S-s-s-sudden ! 

Mr. Stammerer.—‘* W-w-w-will y-y-y- 
you-you M-m-m-mar-mar-marry M-m-m- 
me, d-d-d-dar-dar-dar-darling ?”’ 

She.—‘‘ Oh, George, this is s0 sud- 
den!” 


Collared. 


Magistrate.—‘‘ You're charged with 
stealing some diamond studs. Have 
you anything to say?”’ 

Prisoner.—‘‘ Well, yer worship, the 
card on which wasthe studs, was marked 
‘collar studs,’ so I took it as an invita- 
tion, an’ did collar 'em!”’ 


Plain “ Bill!” 
Lady.—* What is your father’s sur- 
name, little girl?” 
Little Girl_—“'E ain't got any sir 
name, mum ; people don’t call 'im ‘ sir’; 
they allus calls ‘im Bill.” 


Ir a hippophagist eats fillet of race- 
horse, is he ever likely to have galloping 
consumption. 
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A Scratch Crew. 


HARcourRT :— 

H1, you fellows, what’s the game ? 

Turn about and take your places; 
That is, if to win’s your aim ; 

Such behaviour a disgrace is, 
Don’t be foolish, or, you see, 

You'll annoy me very greatly ; 
Pull together, and, maybe, 

We shall get there ultimately. 


REDMOND :— 


Arrah, honey, don’t you rave, 
This is how we mean to row up. 
Now Home Rule is in its grave 


We shall bust the Lib’ral show up. 


Opposition is to us 
For its own sake an attraction ; 
And we shall, in spite of fuss, 
Stick to independent action. 
DILLON :— 
(Pointing to Redmond) 
Ochone, he is a bad young man, 
From our Party a seceder. 
Will not follow Dillon’s plan, 
Won’t acknowledge me as leader. 
He’s for working on alone, 
Acting as he didn’t oughter ! 
Such a scheme I can’t condone! 
Shall I chuck him in the water? 








HARCOURT :— 


Oh, you beauties! Dash it all, 
Can’t you drop your private quarrel. 
Makes you look so precious small, 
Also me, and that’s immoral, 
(Aside to Morley.) 
All this fuss we owe to you, 
I could prove it in a minute— 
Next time I get up a crew 
There shall be no Irish in it, 
MOBLEY :— 
It is all his Lordship’s fault 
That this Redmond’s a seceder. 
Peers are never worth their salt ; 
We should find a better leader. 
‘Vhat’s the good of blaming me— 
Me, of Liberals the flower. 
Give me rope enough and see 
How I’d steer you into power. 
HARCOURT :— 
Dash it all, man, what’s the use 
Of our rowing in this manner ; 
Redmond’s nothing but abuse, 
Dillon is not worth a Tanner ; 
Be the fault, sir, whose it may, 
I, at least, am pure and blameless. 
(Aside) 
It’s exactly as you say, 
His the fault, who shall be nameless. 


(Left quarreling.) 








A “ Facer.” 
Wife.—“*I want a lot of new things, 
John.” 


Husband (growlingly).—‘ You do, 
You want a new face for one thing!” 


Q.—Why are most football clubs like 
pigs? 

A.—Because they nearly all say weak, 
weak, weak! If you don’t believe it, see 
their ‘‘ ads.”’ in almost any paper. 


A Black Look-out. 


Starler.—* Don’t you think the Irish 
show great sorrow for their dead?” 

Waggle.—‘I do. At a ‘wake’ even 
the people’s eyes are generally in 
‘ mourning.’ ”’ 


One to the Waiter. 


Customer.— Is this a spring chicken, 
waiter ?”’ 

Waiter (meditatively).—* Well, I don’t 
think there’s much spring about it, sir; 
you see, it can’t move; it’s as dead as a 
door-nail !’’ 


Great Scott! 


O woman! in our wealthy ease 

You do your level best to please ; 

But when Dame Fortune frowns on us, 
You are a perfect little cuss! 


Sod 
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HARCOURT (STROKE) TO REDMOND AND DILLON.—“NOW, THEN, NO. 1 
DILLON.—" IT MAY BE BAD FORM, BUT IT IS THE WAY WE ARE GOING 
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a IN THE BOAT. HOW DO YOU THINK WE WILL GET ALONG IN THAT FORM; 
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OPP ITION BOAT. 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 115.) 
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Saturday.—Took a run over to Egypt. Military circles—and 
civilian circles for that matter—all agog. Told them to go in and 
win, then hurried back to the Crystal Palace Flower Show, and 
at the evening concert heard Foli sing ** Father O'Flynn” in his 
inimitable style 

M j.—Had a 1 in my head, and d know what hay 
pene Li ry 

Tuesday Thought I'd lke t ee the launch of the Dido at 
Govan. (;lad I went —ur ual sight ship refused t float-—it 


stuck fast. No great harm done, and probably get off all right. 
Came back to town, and attended several St. Vatrick’ 
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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 

Wednesday.— Looked in at the show of hunters at Agricultural 
Hall. Found it a trifle dull, so came away. 

Soon afterwards found myself on the towing path watching the 
Cambridge crew “‘row the course.”” Did some nice work in 
chop;y wind and a rough “ gea." Having given the ‘| xford lot" 
a glance at Bourne End, took train to Bournemouth. Sir W. 
Harcourt speaking @ piece. (Good place for that purpose—Bourne- 
mouth.) 


Thur: day.—Had an interesting day among the | brid Dor 
\Mlost seductive. They were discussing two re tior ) referer: 
to conferring degrees on women. One was, in effect—‘‘ Shall 
form a syndicate to go in the 1estion ? The other was 
‘‘ Shall we agree who is to be on the syndicate?’’ The answer t 
t ic former was, practically, ‘ Yes’ the answer to the latter was, 
practically, ‘* No.” they've agreed to form a syndicate, 
, ‘ 


hey've agreed that nobody shall be on it. 
| 


Doon't often trouble ‘‘ the finest club in London,”’ but looked in 


last night to see what came of the attempt to annex commonrights 

at Ifam in favour of I)ysart House. JBill chucked, And this is Jin} 

gratitude! 31 
A HARD | dis 


When noble families desire 
A common to annex, 
It naturally raises ire 
When folks resist and vex. 
It proves for Country, Church, and King 
They do not care a—clam 
And it ts so Dysart-ening 
To lose that slice of Ham, 


In the morning went down to Bow Street, and saw VPolice- 
Constables Isaacson, C131, and Waite, C181, receive as well merited 
@ ten-pound note each as ever was received. These are the brave 
fellows who did such splendid work at the Soho fire. Sir John 
Bridge well expressed the good opinion we all have of them, and Mr, 
Kun adds his pat on the back with enthusiasm. 


l'riday.—Turned out rather early this morning—going into the 
country to see my aunt. Met alot of M.P.’s coming from “ the 
House.”” Been making a night of it. 


Day con- 
‘erts and dinners. Believe I got home all right. 


THE SPOTTER. 


The Rhymist’s Lament. 


I've yearned to soar in boundless space, 
Upheld by ail the Muses ; 

That Book of Flowers I've yearned to trace, 
Which tuneful bard peruses. 





The Boat Race. 


Att London town is going down 
By river, road, and rail, 
To see the crews of rival ‘‘ Blues” 
tepeat the oft-told tale. 
Upon the banks folks of all ranks 
Are gathered cheek by jowl, 
And perched up trees, on hands and knees, 
Are London roughs so foul. 


And down below, with face of woe, 
The country ‘‘ gull”’ is seen; 
He’s lost his purse, begins to curse, 
And looks both “‘ blue” and “ green’’! 
Upon each barge the people charge— 
The boatmen charge as well, 
And make enough to drink and stuff 
Far more than I can tell! 
The niggers play, and work away 
With all their well-known knacks, 
And “‘ bones,’’ who’s fat, takes round the hat 
To get some “ browns ”’ for blacks! 
‘Roll, bowl, or pitch! ’’—you can do which 
You think your skill best shows— 
lutes the ear, and oft, I fear, 
The balls salute the nose! 


See! here they come! Expectant hum 
Breaks into one loud roar, 

As, side by side, the rivals glide 
Close to the Surrey shore. 

They’re outof sight. Folks chaff, bet, fight, 
(;o home, or wait to hear 

‘he ] for news: ‘* Which of the crews 

the race this year?” 


An Easy Place. 
Vhat is your son doing now?” 
cr. —‘* He’s not doing anything at present; he’s a clerk in 
rnment orfice.”’ 


‘ 
er. sé \\ 


I've yearned to sing, in loftiest strain, THE NEMESIS OF AMBITION 
2 ryt Go ds of knight and hero a Itinerant Roast Chestnut Vendor (to Mrs. Blobs “ Ali’ 
But, alas! my yearnings all are vain, lady Not any? P’raps the ni ; d kk en a All ‘ot, 
iad VOFEU f{ f ri S D } 1 ikae ‘ : 
For my (y)earnings all are zero! f Blobs.) : I lipper “ud like some ? (Agony 
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A DOUBTFUL CUOMFLIMENT. 


At such a time as this, anyone is very welcome." 


Invalid.—* Do stay a little while with me, dear. 


The Summum Bonum of Ambition. 
MR. ,, FUN’S” NOTE OF ADMIRATION TO “F.C. G.” 


WITHIN the Commons, nignt by night, 
A burning and a shining light, 
He beamed, and by his vigorous might 


Less brilliant minds he ruled. 


But still, like invalid uncured, 

He pangs of hope deferred endured : 

He'd not, as yet, been caricatured 
Caricatured by Gould 


ina 
; 


His pate with legal lore was stuffed ; 
Astute Q.C.’s he aye rebuffed, 
He jurors led, he judges bluffed, 
He witnesses befooled 
Yet all the skill which made men bruit 
His name, to him was “ Dead Sea fruit.’ 
He’d not yet found his features ’cute 
Caricatured by Gould! 


Why yearns Oom Paul to tread the deck 
Of hereward ship? Would he the neck 
Embrace of our Colonial Sec. ? 

Or sighs he to be schooled 
In styles and customs of our race ? 
Nor this, nor that, is quite the case. 
He longs to see his genial face 

Caricatured by Gould! 





ia 


Luxury. 


Customer.—' I want a cake of soap, the finest and most nicely 
scented in your’stock. I don’t mind how ¢ x pensive it is.”’ 

Chemist.—“ For your own use, madam ? ”’ 

Customer.— Oh, no, no! Anything will do forme. It's some 
kind, very, very special, to wash my awfully swect littl: pet ofa 


doggie!” 
New Feats. 


A BELVEDERE tower, nearly 200 feet in height, similar to those 
erected at the World's Fair, Chicago, and at the Paris and 
Philadelphia Exhibitions, will be erected this season at the iimpire 
of India and Ceylon Exhibition. The tower will be hand omely 
desi ned, pr vided with two pa: enger lifta, and have several 
balconied storeys. The top platform will accommodate about 100 
persons, and from this au excellent view may be obtained, while 
the tower itself will be a striking feature of the (Queen's Court, and 
will, at night, be illuminated by a@ lighthouse lamp of 4,000,0.0 
candle power, The inventions of Imre Kiralfy are ever bright and 


ardent. 


A Maiden’s Soliloquy. 


“WuHat'sinaname?’’ Methinks an awful fate 
Hangs on the subject, and makes me afraid, 
For if I don’t change mine ere it’s too late, 


Why, I shall be a nasty, crabbed o!d maid 
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By THE ENFANT TERRIBLE. 


v3 











It is a case of diamond cut diamond—not to mention the 


Garnet. 


One way and another Egypt is causing us a great deal of trouble. 
It is the Porte on one side and the Negus on the other. 


* ¥ 
But, notwithstanding Porte and Negus, we shall not w(h)ine. 
* * 4 


The St. James’ Gazette made a joke the other day. In the little 
white space reserved for “ latest news,’ it printed: ‘‘ There are no 
fresh crises to report at present ’’—or words to that effect. 

THE CRISES, 
A DraMaA oF ‘To-DAyY, 
(Extract from the Daily Snooze). 

Onr special correspondent in Paris wires that the French Government has 
ordered its fleet to make a demonstration outside Portsmouth. 

Reuter telegraphs from Berlin that the German Emperor has sent a telegram 
to Osman Digna wishing him success against the British expedition, 

A Central news despatch from St. Petersburg says that the Russians have 
entered into an alliance with Turkey to occupy the Channel Islands. 

The Press Association’s representative at Vienna telegraphs that Austro- 
Hungary will join with the Shah of Persia in an attack upon Australia, 

Our special correspondents in Switzerland and Brazil, Nicaragua, an 
have sent an ultimatum to England demanding the independence of I 


* * 3 


“KUN” LYRICS. (No. 18.) 
UNITED 





Come Canada, Australia cor 

Sound the trumpet, beat the « 

Stand ready for the Motherland, 

Our Motherland, your Motherland 

May call you to stand ready, 

Firm and strong and steady,- 

To defend her ’gainst the jealous world. 





\ — ee : Stand ready for the Motherland, 
Ly ‘ HIS bak sg embroglio has Our Motherland, their Motherland. 
t) ss &ppened very Soudan-ly, hasn't From the North and the South and the East and the West, 
Ss i a . Her legions will fight for the land they love best; 
x K * \t home in our England, o'er wide seas afar 
—, It has come very soon after Italy's N l untains can bar; 
iks\: ¥ efeat at Adowa. In fact, it tallies Ne e count ll hearts beatin é 
nds \} almost exactly. Wi t yi ready t yd 
\ 2 Australia, ¢ ida | idia « 
nf Tics, —_ qT bl u impet, the e drum, 
The French are saving that it is far IE Mot 
from being a case of all cry and no 
Wolseley. But there, the French: ; 
—| will say anything. Missed the Male. 
* * V .— Have I missed the mail, porter 
I rier (qgrimn y¥).— Yes, mum, I’m afraid you 'ave!" 
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We know that you will come 

To help her in her hour of danger. 

Sound the trumpet, beat the drum 

Let no rash, imperious stranger 

Dare the flag that’s ne'er been furled 

When the might of England has been dared. 


Come Canada, Australia come, 

Sound the trumpet, beat the drum, 
India’s dusky sons are true 

They are staunch and proud, like you, 
Firm and strong and steady 

They, like you, stand ready, 


! what the —!!! good heavens—man ! 











CUSTARD cocoa 





| Enhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO EGGS REQUIRED. 


~Yy~ 
“Refreshing and Invigorating to the <P> en 
| POWDER jaded mind and body; delicious to the | 


alate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


Family DOC 
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‘J H.Y bave @ megnificent programme at the 
Palace Theatre just now — indeed, it is 80 
strong that I fear it may break the walls of 
the house, for the audiences pack the building. 
On the night of my visit recently, there was 
barely standing room. The ever-lively living 
pictures are, no doubt, in large measure 
responsible for this, but I think that the 
classical poses of Mile. Degaby come in & 
good second, if, indeed, they are not the very 
chief attraction. 

Mile, Degaby is not tou much draped, but just draped enough ; 
she is not too plump, but just plump enough; not too Parisian, but 
quite Parisian enough to give several very worthy County 
Councillors material for thought. She gives, I _ think, 
eight pictures—and all more or less bring home to one the 
fact that Nature unadorned is adorned the most. Trilby, we 
know, posed for the “ altogether,”” Mile. Degaby poses for the “ not 
quite.” Anyhow, her living statuary is very clever and graceful, 
and, if she would only whiten her face as well as the rest of her 
body the result would be a distinct gain, artistically. Her black 
hair, too, might be powdered. I do not know of any marble from 
which raven tresses and peachy cheeks could be chiselled; but this, 
perbaps, merely displays my ignorance as a lapidary. 

The rest of the Palace programme is remarkable. The Minstrels 
Parisiens are quite the cleverest people in their way that I have 
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Olympic last Thursday. The play is in five acts. The first scene 
is the throne section of the bull ring at Algeciras, where a Spanish 
bull fight is in full swing. We are not shown the bull. The latter’s 
tormentors, with their irritating red sheets, keep up a constant 
skipping and rushing about. e crew of H.M.S. Watteau are 
amongst the audience, and maintain a constant flow of appreciatory 
applause, intermittently varied with sarcastic comments. The 
matadors are wounded, and there is a rush to their assistance, in 
which the Watteau crew take part. Lieutenant Maitland jumps into 
the arena and rescues Carlota Malrayo, the female matador, from 
the apparently enraged bull, which never comes into sight, but is 
left to imagination, safest for all concerned. We guess the 
plot, the usual plot—the inconvenient course of love which 
never will run smoothly. Carlota Malrayo is violently in love with 
Lieut. Maitland, who is in love with Alice Majoribanks, and the 
latter is loved by Spero Xicluna. Well, after a long, long story of 
hiding in the ship’s boiler, and other nooks and crannies, Carlota 
and Spero are ultimately eliminated, and Alice and Maitland have 
their own way. There is plenty of fun all round. John Lobbett, A.B., 
and Rose-Pringle create an agreeable divertisement. Life aboard 
ship in Her Majesty’s service is realistically and truthfully dis- 
played. Mr. Alfred Bucklaw played Lieut. Maitland in a seaman- 
like way. Mr. William Rignold played the part of a disappointed 
officer, and one jealous of a subordinate’s promotion, well enough. 
Mr. Charles Wibrow makes an excellent Jack Tar, John Lobbett. 
Mr. Edward O’Neill rendered the villain’s part very fairly. Mrs. 
Raleigh was a vigorous Carlota, whose jealous delineation could 
not be calmed or even prudently restrained. It hurries her 
destruction. Miss Laura Graves plays the part of a brave, 
loving girl, charmingly. Miss Mary Bates maintained the 
demeanour of an American belle, Daphne Bower, right enough. 
Miss Kate Phillips played Rose Pringle, the lass who loves a sailor, 
displaying affection, interspersed with admiration of a strong prac- 
tical nature, most takingly. The play waswellreceived. It is of a 
kind which never fails to please the popular fancy. Anything to do 
with a man-of-war is invariably attractive. There is a good deal 
in the play of a technical nature which can be excised, without 
damage, and which will permit of an earlier termination, desirable 
to those who come from the fringe of the metropolis. 


The War-Creed of Watson. 


(‘A war undertaken for the rescue of a horribly-oppressed 
people from the grip of a bloody tyranny would perhaps raise for 4 
generation the whole moral level of the nation undertaking it.”’ 


———. 


Fe OABT EON 





Le DCRR, 


Mr, WiLLIAM WATSON.] 


seen ; grotesquely made up, they are yet the possessors of excellent 
voices and are capital instrumentalists. Mr. James Fernandez 
recites in his best elocutionary manner ; and, if his little display dces 
not arouse any uproarious enthusiasm, it is evident that the house Patriot’s heart: but I don’t maintain 

thoroughly enjoys his dramatic declamation. Then there is the dear, That war can never confer any 

delightful Alice Atherton, whose cachinnation is as the ripple of Boons. It might lift to a level unknown 

silvery bells, and who remains one of our daintiest and demurest Piccadilly’s—and Petticoat Lane’s—moral tone 
actresses ; her laughing song is immense. Mr. Robb Harwood robs If we battled to rescue some race, downthrown ; 
us of our breath—his Hamlet imitationsare irresistible. I have given From the grip of a bloody tyranny { 
up hunting for the humour of G. W. Hunter’s alleged humour; but 
Miss May Evans, Mr. Cliff Ryland, and Miss Louie Beaudet are all 
very excellent indeed—especially Miss Beaudet, whose dash and 
spirit are most appetising. Altogether a great show. 


ake 


Lhe oa; SRS CS AON em eM te NT acne alae 
ee a ~ a di aR ~ vine y ah 


Be ace 
: atin 






















To the girding of armour for empire’s gain, 
Be it far from my Muse to stir any 
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Sarcasm. 


Hardup (calling to pay very old accownt).—‘‘I’ve called to pay 
my account, Doctor.” ‘ 


Doctor (anxiously).—‘* Are you quite sure that you are responsi- 
blo for your actions, sir?” . 


PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if 
what is supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


S. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. : 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” 
do so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 








GOSSAMER. 


True Blue, or Afloatand Ashore, a royal naval drama, by Leonard 
Outram and Stuart Gordon, lieutenant R.N., was produced at the 
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Wednesday.—Heard contradictory reports about Kassala. Took 
& run out in the morning to learn the rights of it. Major Hidalgo 
(good old Hidalgo! Thought Hidalgo’s were always Spanish !) has 
made elaborate arrangements. Tells me he can hold out for four 
months. Told him to keep up his pecker, and he agreed to do so. 
Looked in at Constantinople to see the Sultan give rewards and 
punishments to his officers in Armenia. Trotted over to see how 
they were getting on in Egypt. Messrs. Cook and Son are arrang- 
ing the advance! Capital idea! In time shouldn’t be surprised if 
all wars were carried out by contract. 


ARMA VIRUMQUE CANO. 


When troopers are required for war, 
Whiteley’s will soon enlist ’em, 

And give the route to every corps 
(Using the coupon system). 

And through campaigns on land or sea 
Armaments, so constructed 

(Equipped with Bradshaw’s guides) will be 
Personally conducted. 


Came back to accompany the Duke and Duchess of York to 
Leyton to open an institution there, and then hurried away to 
witness the Duchess of Teck open the spring flower show at the 
Royal Botanical Gardens. 


Thursday.—Attended with a deputation to Mr. Ritchie about the 
floods in the Upper Thames. Deputation opened cheerful with 
lively idea of “getting something out of Gover’ment” for the 
purpose. Closed less cheerfully on finding Mr. Ritchie suggest they 
should pay for their own affairs. Smoking concert of the “ artists” 
in the evening—splendid affair—enjoyed myself more than 
anything ! 

Friday.—Artistic posters at the Aquarium. Took my artistic 
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poster in front of them, and admired them as much as ever I could 
—don’t want to collect them, however. Over to Washington in the 
evening, saw them pass vote of censure on Mr. Bayard—amusing 
scene. 


BUT DON’T BAYARD ON THEM! 


When Bayard first they chose to be 
Ambassador and Senator 

Sans peur et sans reproche was he, 
Like his (presumed) progenitor. 

But now they judge his honour dim, 
Suggest the penitentiary, 

And genially “ censure ” him 
(The Dullwits of the Censure-y) ! 


That Bayard’s quenched does not appear, 
| Though not one to encroach he is— 
| Let’s hope he’ll still be “‘ without fear,”’ 
As still “‘ without reproach "’ he is, 


Saturday.—Thought I'd like to see the Monte Carlo yacht racing. 
Joined the Prince of Wales on the spot. Dead calm. No races. 
Came away. Passed the evening with the Duke of York at the 
Lifeboat Institution, at Drury Lane (last night of Cinderella) and 
at Vienna to see the production of the new opera, T’he Cricket on 
the Hearth. 


Monday.—Awful excitement in Fleet Street! Huge blister in the 
wood pavement. All right eventually, but thought of dynamite and 
things. Too unsettled to go anywhere else. 

Tuesday.—Down to Lancaster with Duke and Duchess of York 
—capital conjunction of York and Lancaster! Back for Lincoln- 
shire Handicap. Splendid day—splendid race. But gage 
drew me to Westminster, to Room 18, discussion of Home Rule 
round. 


PROVE THE RULE. 


Some gentlemen in Parliament 
Another fad heve found, 
In Room 18 they gathered, bent 
Upon Home Rule all round. 
Well, let them thresh the matter oul, 
It’s only right and fair— 
Home rule all round might do, no doubt, 
But is Home Rule square ? 
Just so! Finished at the Ooolgardie Railway banqaet, West 
Australia, and so home to bed. 


Tue Srorren. 


Puts Him in a Rage. 
Mrs. Prosy.— Reading is quite a passion with my husband,” 
Mrs. Dresser.—“ So it is with mine when he reads my milliner’s 
bills!’ 


—— oS -- 2 Eo... 











Notice.—The Editor will not be answerable for 


any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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THE NEW LAND BILL. 


John Bull.—‘' Well, Pat, my boy, so you will not accept the 
new Land Bill?”’ 

Pat,—“ Faith, your houour, I would like to bate it and throw 
it out, as we have so many already, we don’t know what to do 
with them all.” 


Facilis De Census Taverni. 


NoruinG will ever convince me that Peregrine Pilkington, land- 
lord of the West Norbeth Tavern, is anything but a distinct, 
decided, out-and-out ass ! 

I was staying at his place last Sunday, March 29th, and this is 





how he made out his census paper :— 
Norbeth........ 31 
— (in) Civil Parish, Norbeth. 
Lamwood ...... 4 


| 
| (in) Sanitary Area, Norbeth (J.). 
Enumeration District, No. 56. 





LisT OF ALL PERSONS WHO PASSED THE NIGHT oF SunDay, 
29TH Marcu, 1896, in THIs House, on TENEMENT. 
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The occupier is re- 
—, read these 1 2 8 
nstructions before : . RELATIONSHIP TO 
filling up the schedule. Cols. Naz axp SURNAME. Heap or FamMIty. Bex. 
en ; > ‘ os a 
: ~~? me Pilking Father-in-Law F 
InsTRUCTIONS. 2 |Maria Pilkington Head of Family M 
Herself 
1, Every person, etc. 8 Frederick James Son | F 
4 |John Henry Son | F 
2. Every person, etc. 5 (Harriet Jane Daughter | M 
6 (|Sarah Greening Aunt M 
8. The name of, etc. 7 |Tommy Son F 
8 j|Peter Poltwattle | Second Cousin | F 
4. All names, etc. q (Mary Ann Elphin-! 
9 | gene | Laundry Maid | M 
5, State whether, etc. 10 |Matilda Leonard | Still-room Maid | M 
ll |Joseph Stinner | 


Stable-help F 
Boots F 
Valet F 
Butler F 


6. Write M for male, 12  /Alfred Hall 
. ; : 138. |Enery Awkins 
and ] for fi male . 14 Jack Jones | 





I deciare the foregoing to 
{be a true return according to 
the best of my knowledge 
and belief. 


Witness my hand 
{ (Signature) 
PEREGRINE PILKINGTON, 


. — ie et Norbeth 
avern , Little Riggs’ ] o 
\Rents, nw. rer 


ES 


p by the 


humerator. 





To be signed 
by the oceupier 
or head of 
family. 
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Monday morning, when the poor Enumerator came for the paper, 
Pilkington said, ‘‘ Come in!'’ and when he came in he saw us all 
round the table. 

** Is the schedule filled up ?”’ 


“Umpse! If you will step round to the side door and go into 








the back yard and ask Alf Hall, the boots, for the shed you'll find 
it filled up with quart pots and bundles of wood. i 

“No! I mean the paper I left last Wednesday. 

“Oh! Why didn’t you say so?” 

“ Well, what about your family ?” 

“ Well, there they are! Now feed’em!”’ 

“ Feed ’em ?” 

“Yes! the paper says, at the bottom, ‘to be filled up by the 
Enumerator.’ They'll take a bit of filling, I can tell you! 

And it took that poor Enumerator all his time to explain. 

Then there was no end of a bother about the sex column. 
ington said :— 

‘“ What sort of a sex did Sir Breeches Henpecker expect « son or 
a daughter or a wife to be? I thought if he could have his little 
joke, I might have mine!” 

“Oh! well, I must alter it!” said the the Enumerator, and he 
did, and went on :— 

“ What does thismean? ‘Father-in-law to head of family’?” 

‘‘ That is another little jestlet !” é 

“ But you mustn’t treat the returns as jests, sir. What did you 
do with the last?” 

‘“‘T always burnt my returns before.” 

“Burnt ’em?” “Yes. Returns—tobacco!” 

“Oh !—But have you all these servants?” “No!” “Then, 
why put them down?” ‘For two reasons: First, because ser- 
vants mostly want putting down; and, second, doesn’t it say 
there—”’ and he pointed to the paragraph in the left-hand column 
—‘‘* Before filling up the, etc.’ Well, how could I obey the instruc- 
tions if I didn’t fill up the thing? So I have filled it up, anda 
rare job I had to think of names enough.” 

The first eight of us were at the table, so the Enumerator passed 
us, then hecame to No. 9. 

‘Ts that right?” he asked. 

‘,Ten?” ‘{No.” 

‘*Eleven?” ‘ No.” 

“Twelve?” ‘ Yes.” 

‘‘ Did thirteen sleep here ? ”’ 

“Fourteen. Jack Jones?” 

‘Ah! ’E dunno where ’e are!” j 

It took that unfortunate Enumerator two hours and eight 
minutes to get through with that paper. I am sorry for him if he 
met many more like Pilkington in his round. iv 
PETER POLTWATTLE. 


The Law of Flats. 


Tuts is not a comic compilation, but a little book in which“the 
author, as he preliminarily remarks, attempts to supply in a handy 
form the law applicable to owners and tenants of flats, respectively. 
Mr. George Blackwell lucidly and comprehensively states what a 
flat is in the legal sense, and succinctly and delicately describes 
what one may expect to receive from the resident porter, a digni- 
tary almost up to the level of Mr. Bumble. If I am ever com- 
= to reside in or upon a tenement of the kind Mr. Blackwell 

erein so well delineates, I shall certainly, ab initio, make the 
resident porter my friend. I can confidantly recommend this 
little volume to all who inhabit, or have intermittent inclinations 
to give up housekeeping and rent, a flat. It (not the flat) is pub- 
lished by Effingham Wilson, Royal Exchange, at the price of an 
oath—I mean—eighteenpence. It is to be hoped that the learned 
author will proceed, Excelsior-like, and publish Tbe Law of 
Sharps. The two volumes, side by side, in their natural features, 
will be aptly termed the “‘ Blackwell Piano ” movement. 


Be Ye As We! 


[The Thames boatbuilders are greatly in favour of the taxation 
of cycles.—Press.] 


Pilk- 


“‘ Yes,” replied Pilkington. 


‘‘ No,” 


TaxED is the boat on the Thames-bosom riding, 
Taxless the “ bike’ o’er the thoroughfare gliding ; 
And boatbuilders brusque are their sentiments airing : 
‘* Let cyclists pay taxes—for highway repairing! "’ 


Far from our mind be the thought of averring 
That envy, in bosoms of boatbuilders stirring, 
Gives boatbuilders’ views a more positive bearing 
On bating of cycling than highway repairing ! 


But still—if Conservancy rulers, relaxing, 

Said‘ Boats shall be taxless, while bikes know no taxing !.”’ 
We wonder if boatbuilders then would be caring 

So much as they mow do for highway repairing |! 


- ASTOUNDING ANNOUNCEMENT.—Termination of A Woman’s 
€ason. 
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To Look Big. 
Miss Gushe.— He must be somebody ! 


You know he was fined for using armorial 
bearings without paying the licence !"’ 


Miss Sharpe.—“ Yes, but I fancy he, 
personally, lodged the information 
against himself! It was only one way 
of making himself big in folks’ esti- 
mation, this going into Court!” 


Crippled. | 


Editor (to poet).—* Your metre is 
halting, the sentiment is strained, and, 
altogether, it is a lame attempt at 

try.’ { 

Poet (despairingly).—‘* My poem seems 
as crippled as my financial resources 
are, sir!” 


Decay of Trade. 


Ist Coster.—* Well, Bill, wot’s the 
gime hon Good Friday; coker-nut hon 
’Empstid "Eath agin?” 

2nd Ditto.—** Not me! That there’s 
has played hout has a moke wot’s at ’is 
larst kick. Hall the best custingmers 
wot used to be gits spinnin’ habout hon 
them bloomin’ bercycles, now-a-days!” 


Couldn’t Help Being a | 
Gentleman. 


Fare.—‘** What’s the legal fare, 
cabby ?” 

Cabby.— The legal miser’s fare is a 
shillin’, the mean man’s fare is one-an’- 
three, an’ the genelman’s fare is one- 
an’-six. (Aggressively.) Now which | 
are you, guv’nor?”’ 





Changes. 


_ Chinker.—“I hear that Takem has 

just put a wedding-ring on the finger 

of his fourth wife!”’ | 
Waggle.—“‘Um! He is an adept at 

‘ ringing the changes,’ and no mistake ! ”’ | 



































DESIGN FOR STAINED-GLASS MEMORIAL TO THE “ DaNcInG MAN,” TO BE 
ERECTED BY SUBSCRIPTION AMONG WALLFLOWERS, 








Tips to Boys for All Fools’ Day. 


POLTWATTLE thought a few hints as to what are the right things 
bs _ on the 1st of April might not be unacceptable to the boys of 

ritain, 554 

One of the first things to doto make an April fool is to stand at 
door with several bell pulls on the post and say to the first tall man 
who passes; ‘‘ Please ring the top bell twice!” Very few people will 
refuse so civil a request, and, while the campanological entertain- 
ment is being performed, you skoot, and, when safely out of reach, 
shout, ‘‘ Yar, ye April fool.” 

Another way—as they say in the cookery books—is to get an 
innocent younger boy to go, with a jug to the nearest dairy and ask 
for a pint of pigeon’s milk, and, when he gets back, you yell the 
legend as before—or, to carry out still further the cookery book 
simile, ‘‘then proceed as in—way the first.” 

Still another way: Send a juvenile to an Italian warehouse for 
two pen’orth of strap-oil. This is very amusing—especially for the 
juvenile. Poltwattle himself distinctly remembers getting the 
twopen’orth of strap oil! He has also a very vivid recollection of 
his wails at the time—he blubbered considerably, and it might have 
been whale oil—in point of fact, he had so many wales on his 
shoulders, that there would be additional reason in the name. 

A fourth very effective foolmaker is, when riding on the top of 
an omnibus, to select some elderly gentleman who is walking in 
the same direction as the ‘bus, and call out to him, “ Mister, is 
that your white-handled knife lying just by that lamp-post?” The 
cupidity of human nature is so morally—or, rather, immorally— 








certain, that ninety-nine people out of every hundred will turn back 
to look for it, feeling in their pockets and trying to appear as if 
they had lost such an article of cutlery, Then follows the 
formula as before. 
A very good way is to tell an old lady she has dropped her back 
comb. Her dismay is generally very mirth ee 
“Hi! master, look behind you!” and “I say, matey, yer boot- 
lace is untied!’ are time-honoured gags, and must on no account 
be umitted from any list of foolmakers that at all pretends to com- 
pleteness. 
Should anyone attempt to fool you after 12 p.m. you must repeat 
this charm, or incantation— 
‘‘ Four farthings make a penny. 
Now at last, 
Twelve is t, 
You're the biggest fool of any.” 
One last piece of advice, in the above connection, is to be care- 
ful to select a boy who is smaller than yourself, or the laugh may 


possibly be on the wrong side. 
Much Ado About Nothing. 


Two learned professors, once great friends, quarrelled over a 
diversity of opinion respecting the muscularity of the flea, or some 
such interesting subject; and now they don’t speak, but write 
scurrilous letters to each other. However, they both write such 
illegible hands that neither can read the other's handwriting, so 


it doesn’t matter much! 
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France’s Humble Pie. 


EMPEROR WILLIAM: — 


Ma elle, I'm very grieved to see 
You thus devouring humble pie ; 

Your nausea quite appeals to me, 
For as you are so once was I. 

I know that pie, it’s leeky taste 
About my palate’s hanging still ; 
One wants it not, but must not waste, 
Et aprés? Well—you're very ill. 


You may not take it, @ la lusse, 
Nor with your friends the dainty 


share; 
Its greeting is a world’s abuse, 
That Humble Pied l’ Angleterre. 


No fowe-gras pal is the pie 
To eat which you've at present 
booked ; 
Though in it—-very high and dry 
‘Your goose”’ and ‘'liver”’ both are 
cooked. 


I suffer still from its effects ; 

I taste again that awful cause ; 
’Tis even worse than one expects ; 

To once have had it, gives you pause! 
To risk another dose of it, 

Though Glory call me, I am deaf 
Twice shy is he who has been bit 

By Bull, that isolated chef, 
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n I hear one, and /v 


‘‘ What do you call that pretty mare of yours?’ 


Ma Belle, iv’s nasty, as you'll find ; 
For you my Royal heart doth bleed. 
A fellow feeling makes us kind, 
And I feel very kind indeed. 
A tart remark we rashly make, 
We think that Bull will not reply, 


We fi ndly h 


And have to take the Humble /’ie. 


ype to take the cake, 


BELLE FR E:— 

€ - ; 
ewise, ré bleu! 
und vet it tastes of fish; 


+ 
I have to eat it, but—mon Dieu !— 


stood 


It is a most repulsive dish. 
ne 4uU 


e?”—Ah, Voltaire under- 


My pious neighbour o’er the sea— 


One sauce 


and that one far from good! 


But sauce for one is sauce for me. 


The odour! 


3ut what is the use 


Of making all this foolish fuss: 
You were & gander, I & goose, 
And this is sauce for both of us. 
You feel for me! Say, rather, gloat 
With pleasure over my distress—j 
The sausage you once down my throat 
Thrust rudely was as bad—ah, yes ! 


Queer things Bull gives his foes to eat, 
Quite limited is his cuisine ; 

But bis worst dish at least is sweet ; 
Tough, indigestible, but clean. 


r pipes are as right as they make ’em!’ 





’ 


No mess stuffed in transparent skins, 
Such as you once prepared for me, 
That knew not legs, nor wings, nor fins, 

A weird dyspeptic mystery. 


Bull’s Humble Pie is bad to bear, 
To tackle it one does not haste. 
But then a dainty he’ll prepare, 
To help to take away the taste. 
A dang’rous but a gen’rous foe, 
He struck, strikes back, then clasps 
your hand, 
You keep your triumphs up, and blow 
Your trumpet in a conquered land. 


No, Master William, no, no, no! 
In grief or joy we'll keep apart. 
War seed Great William once did sow, 
War crop shall Little William reap. 
3ull’s Pie is bad, we both agree— 
But worse, far worse, I'd have you note 
Was your Germanic Mystery— 
For that I want an antidote! 


\[arcH 31, 1896. 











No Love Lost. 


Magistrate.—‘‘ Is the prisoner known, 
constable ?”’ 

Constable.—‘' Yes, he’s well-known to 
the police, your worship.”’ 

Prisoner (savagely).—“ Garn! I ain’t 
on speakin’ terms with none o’ yer!” 
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“HUMBLE PIE.” 


EMPEROR WILLIAM TO LA BELLE FRANCE.—“ WHAT, MY DEAR, HAVE YOU THAT PIE TO GO THROU 
I HAD ONE JUST LATELY, AND IT DID NOT AGREE WITH ME.” ; PGE I 
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FUN. 
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The New Barmaid at the Avenue has 
turned on a new tap, and the result is some- 
thing far more sparkling and elevating—no, 
I do not mean what you mean—than was 
given us on the re-opening of the Avenue 
Arms—I should say theatre—under entirely 
new mansgement, Howard and Loftus’s to 
wit. Miss Lottie Collins is no longer the 
impossible lady journalist who was certainly 
not a credit to her profession, but has 
ne become the New Barmaid—not too new, 
but just new enough; and the piece has been smartened all 
round. Two or three of her old songs have been transplanted, 
notably the silly ditty about the lady journalist—which, most cer- 
tainly, never would be missed. Miss Jennie Rogers—a new addi- 
tion to the cast—is now the journalistic lady, and her coster song, 
‘* Cause I ’ad to,”’ is very cleverindeed. Even I applauded— ’cause 
I ‘ad to. Altogether, the new New Barmaid is a great deal better 
than the old New Barmaid, and is, indeed, a bright and merry enter- 
tainment enough ; which was more than cou!d be said of it at first. 


I went over tothe Métropole—Camberwe]l way—the other night to 
see the ever-blooming Willie Edouin and his company in Quong Hi 
and Our Flat. I re myself tremendously in Mr. Mulholland’s 
cosy little theatre. In Quong Hi Edouin introduces this inimitable 
Chinee—one of the very best things he has ever done, and that is 
saying a good deal. And Edouin is most delightfully supported by 
his charming daughter May, who is as versatile, as refined, 
and as merry as her mother, whose stage name is Alice 
Atherton. I can pay Miss May no higher compliment. The 
only thing flat about Our Flat is the title—no brighter farcical 
comedy could be imagined—especially as played by the capital 
company Mr. Edouin has gathered around him. Not only is 
Edouin at his best as the immortal “N. G.”—“no good ’’— 
Nathaniel Glover, but in Miss Mary Allestree he has a sweet and 
sympathetic young actress, who invests even farce with a grace and 
an interest not usually found in merely laughable plays. Another 
pe hit is made by Miss Louie Tinsley as Bella, the comical 
** slavey.”’ 


Olympiahas got a new attraction now in the Theatograph—a near 
relation of the Cinématograph—which threatens to develop into a 
ciné quad non at every place of amusement in what we shall soon 
have to call the Cinémetropolis. Paul’s Theatograph is not as good 
as Lumiére’s Ciné, etc., at the Empire, but it is very good all the 
same. Coing to the Derby and Going to Chitral, the two spectacles, 
are still going well and strong, and M. Riviére’s splendid orchestra 
is still discoursing sweet music. Altogether, there is a very fine 
show at Olympia. 


The programme at the Alhambra just now is Al—not to say B2 
or C as many as vou like. First and foremost there is the magnifi- 
cent ballet of Blue Beard, and the lively and merry Gathering of 
the Clans. The Hegelmann gymnasts are quite the most wonder- 
ful of the kind I have ever seen ; they made my hair stand on end 
—or, at least, they would have done had my bald pate permitted 
sich an interesting operation. They swing all over the theatre, 
and you think every minute that they will swing into eternity. 
Dagmar and De Celle, duettists, the former of whom—a lady—sings 
splendidly, the latter—a gentleman—with passable mediocrity ; the 

uaint Christoffersen troupe of Norwegian dancers, and they can 
ance; and Techow’s wonderful cats make up a portion of an 
entertainment of exceeding brilliancy. 


That hoary old chestnut, Last Lynne, is packing the Princess’s 
so tight that the mortgagees, who had announced a sale by auction 








of the theatre, withdrew the sale and mean to run the house. It 
is @ curious sight to see the big building crowded with people, who 
weep to their heart’s content over this antediluvian melodrama. 

But there it is—and in these days of the problem plays, of 
which we are all so heartily sick and tired, it does one good to 
return to the love of our youth and see the frisky old dame 
exercising the same spell over the younger generation that she 
exercised over us in our salad days.. 

GOSSAMER. 


The 100th performance the military drama, One of the Best, 
will take place at the Adelphi Theatre this evening (31st instant). 


Sam Wellerisms. 


“Throw physic to the dogs,” as the burglar observed when he 
pitched a piece of poisoned meat in front of the angry watch-dog. 

‘It is the suspense that I object to,” as the man said when he 
was hanged. 

‘‘Man wants but little here below,’ as the seasick passenger 
murmured. 

‘That is a basin-sinuation,” replied the steward. 

‘As plentiful as trouser-buttons,” as the parson remarked after 
the collection. 

‘‘T am dying to change my name,” as the calf said previous to 
becoming veal. 

‘‘T shrink at nothing,” as the all-wool shirt boasted. 

‘‘ They’re all a-blooming,”’ as the costermonger observed of the 
lady cyclists. 

“That fell flat,” as the cook exclaimed when she tossed the 
omelette. 

“ He’s got the needle,” as the naughty boy said when he saw 
his grandfather rise hurriedly from the chair which he had pre- 
viously prepared for him. 

“I may be a little one, but Ican put M.P. at the end of my 
name,” as the shrimp remarked. 

“ He takes life seriously,” as the sheriff said of the melancholy 
hangman. 
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OVERHEARD AT THE FANCY DRESS BALL. 


First Jester.—‘ Say, Sandy, old man, didn’t my new weezes 
fetch ’em?”’ 


Second Jester.—‘‘ Emensely, Barney; I’m told one of the 
looker’s on fetched in a load of bricks, and another a doctor! 
It’s a miracle there was no blood shed.” . 


—— 
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THE (UNIWILLING UNEMPLOYED—AN EPISODE IN THE CAREER OF A GREAT FLUNKEY. (An Extract from a Letter.) 
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The Kaiser has been teaching another bandmaster how to con- 
duct his regimental orchestra. 
and take a hand with the musicians who emigrate from the Father- 
land ia such large numbers. 


A piece of German good taste 


A South American 
extinct. 





An English waiter, ditto, ditto. 


English beer, ditto, ditto. 


Wuzzis. 


begun. 
or the course ? 


I wish 





By THE “* Enrant TERRIBLE.”’ 


WE have all got the ‘“‘ Blues’ — 
some light, some dark. 
The Radical papers are still cutting 
their capers over the Soudan. 
‘‘capers”’ remind one irresistibly of 


ob ‘ sauce.” 
\\ Kipling calls the Dervishes Fuzzi 
But our Little Englanders 
are far more F'uzzi than Osman Digna’s 
Wuzzis. 
The “Flat - Racing Season” 
Does this refer to the backers 


* * * 


The Swisa are opening a big exhibition at Berne, in May. 
Berne has played a big part in European politics 
the Berne-ing questions have been settled there. 


* 


I am told that the following will be among the exhibits :— 


An English watch—now extinct through the cheap Geneva competition. 


An English table knife, ditto, German. 


An English sewing machine, ditto, American. 


An Englishman, rescued from the ocean into which he had been pushed over 
by the crowd of foreign immigrants. 


exceedingly rare. 
A piece of French bounce (Egyptian pattern) very common. 


A piece of American bluster (Venezuela brand) ditto. 


tepublic that paid its debts—period p.c. 1. Now 


A sample of the Russian quid for the French quo. microscope. To view on 
application. 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 19.) 


WouLp 


Yor? 


Over the garden wall 


’'Tis not so high 


But that I can look over, 


If l try 


A thing of course I would not do, 
Not even if a lovely maid 


Were there ? 


Would you ? 


Over the garden wall 


*Tis not so rough 


But that I could leap over 


Safe enough— 


A thing of course I would not do, 
Not even if a levely maid 


Desired. 


Would you ? 


Over the garden wal! 

I might have strayed, 

So sweet and fair a vision— 

That dainty maid 

With nut-brown hair and eyes of blue! 
I heeded not their witching glance, 


Of course. 


Would you? 







These 


has 


he would come over here 


in fact, many of 


Cairo Cachinnans! 


ACCORDING to the special correspondent of the Daily News, 
‘‘Cairo society is filled with enthusiasm and excitement by the 
prospect of the Nile Expedition.” 


I murmured, distressed (in the unctuous zest 
Of the war-lust I’m only a tyro): 
‘‘ These rumours of fighting must sorely be blighting 


A whisper soft 


Was wafted through the branches ; 


I sat aloft— 


I chose the tree, not for the view; 
Of course I would not do so base 
Would you? 


A thing. 


Over the garden wall 


I did not scale, 


Nor kiss the cheeks now rosy 


And now pale, 


Nor hold her close my heart unto. 
Would you ? 


Oh no! 


SS 


Over the garden wall— 


—$___ 


Neen - — —— 


The hearts of the people of Cairo!” 


But the Daily News ‘‘spesh”’ gives me sentiments fresk. 
He assures me that ‘‘ SPERO, DUM SPIRO, 
To see some rare fun ere the fighting be done! ” 


Is the cry of each creature in Cairo! 


Conjugal Amenities. 


Husband (savagely).—‘ Didn’t you promise to obey me at the 


altar ?’’ 


Wife (surveying him critically).—* Well, you may be the man I 
promised to obey, but if so you've altered for the worse both in 
looks and manners to an extraordinary and bewildering degree! ”’ 


Y* 


\ 


RAN 


WAS SHE MAKING HIM AN APRI 


The Captain.—‘‘ That's @ handsome woman! 


married ? "’ 


The Belle.—‘‘ Oh, ves (Captain indulges in pleasing reflec- 


tions); she’s been unmarried several times! 


(¢ ‘ollay se of pleasing reflec fions 
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Bic Ben is still going very strong at Westminster, but little 
Benn... ! 


A gentleman in France has recently married his fifth wife. Were 
he over here, we should call him a “ Liberal Unionist.” 


One more nail in the national coffin! The British Museum and 
the National Gallery are, I read, to be opened on Sundays to the 
public! Oh, the shame of it! "Fancy young men—and young 
women—being allowed to feast their eyes on beautiful pictures and 
interesting ccllections instead of loafing about the streets and 
waiting for the public houses to open! Ah! 


Nonconformist Conscience! Nobly you have striven, and long 
have you fought, but now this degenerate race seems determined to 
allow its young people to pass a more or less agreeable Sunday, in 
spite of your efforts ! 


OVERHEARD AT THE BOAT RACE, 


She.—‘‘ And is there any prize for the winning crew? ”’ 
He.—‘' No, but the losers will be beaten.” 
She.—* Oh, poor, poor fellows; what a shame!” 


Daughter.—‘ Mother, George is always teasing me. To-day he 
called me a blue stocking ! 7 

Mother.—‘‘ Oh, Mary, my dear, why don’t you let him climb the 
"bus steps first.” 


First we had torpedo boats—then torpedo boat destroyers—then 
something in the nature of an anti-torpedo-boat-destroyer. Now 
a German student has got an idea for a boat to sink the boats 
that attack the boats that destroy the torpedo boats. He calls 
it, modestly, a ‘‘ zerstérervernichterindengrundbohrerkaputmacher.” 
It i is, of course, very expensive. 


Father (angrily from the stairs, 12 p.m.)—‘ Rose, is that young 
man gone yet?” 
Rose (simply ).—‘* Yes, papa; very.” 


Not to Give the Cue. 


Mrs. McGreedie.—“* Mind, Miss McShark, while ye’re stayin’ w’ 
us dinna, dinna mention the very name o’ Robbie Burns tae ma 
gudeman in company.” 

Miss McShark.— Surely no, bit what for?” 

Mrs. McGreedie.—‘‘ He’ll be sure tae splutter oot that oor 
daughter, Tabitha, was born on the centenary day Q’ the poet. 
That’s thirty-seeven years ago, an’ mair; an’ if we're gae’in’ tae get 
Tabitha aff oor hands ava, the fewer young chaps that ken aboot her 
age tre better.”’ 














A Him to Her. 


THOUGH some can’t rise to recognise 
The beauty of my queen, 
And call thy pretty sky-blue eyes 
A wishy-washy green. 
—— they compare thy flaxen hair 
anks of tousled tow, 
And even venture to declare 
That most of it don’t grow : 
Yet fear not, love, for my defection, 
For, in my eyes, thou art perfection ! 


Though all of rouge your cheeks accuse, 
And say your neck’s so white 
Because you never fail to use 
Enamel every night ; 
Though they avow each pencilled brow 
Be painted and not grown ; 
Though no one even will allow 
Your teeth are all your own : 
Yet fear not, love, for your complexion 
Is simply, in my eyes, perfection ! 


Though prudes assert thou art a flirt, 
And ogle other men: 

That thy behaviour’s fast and pert, 
And light as hydrogen ; 

Though people say the awful way 
In which you carry on 

Is quite enough to turn to gray 
The wigs of half London: 

Yet, fear not, love, nor seek dejection, 

Your every act I think perfection ! 


Let critics prose and say you pose 
Yourself like any gawk ; 

Swing out your arms, turn in your toes, 
And waddle when you walk. 

With spleen and spite, they may delight 
To call your figure flat : 

And say that, though you lace so tight, 
You'll grow uncommon fat. 

Yet fear not, love, for my inspection, 

For, in my eyes, your form’s perfection ! 


Though none rejoice to hear your voice, 
And call it harsh and flat, 

Declaring, if they had their choice, 
They'd choose the ‘‘ meowling " cat ; 

That any clown, in country town, 
Can boast of one more mellow ; 

That you but yell and strive to drown 
The growling of my ‘cello! 

Yet fear not, love, for my affection 

Makes e’en your voice, to me, perfection ! 


Though friends, unkind, maintain I'm blind, 
That love hath sent me mad, 
Because, forsooth, they cannot find 
Aught else in thee but bad; 
Although they swear, you do not care 
A rush for me myself, 
But that you merely aim to bear 
My name to win my pelf:; 
Yet fear not, love, for my rejection, 
Your every fault I deem perfection ! 
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"Refreshing and Invigorating fo the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—Famity DocTor. 
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However, he was a ee ee ees oe ee 
ines alk poaathig Geeusinenes 10 six-line touch, and filled the rest of 
By Onz or THE Foors. of his three columus with two stock articles in prose—“ An Inquiry 
On April 1st, deceptive day, into the Difficulties of the Differential Calculus ”’ and “ A Critical 
_ Believe you naught that people say ; Dissertation on the Velocity of T pring al 
To-day shall even seem unreal The le Buzzaroo hadn’t half-an-hour from press, 
That sylph who is your fond ideal. when Mr. Ignatius Donnelly rushed, gasping with excitement, into 
That slim and rounded waist ty genoe's SOtm 
Will look as if ’tis laced ** Glorious, sir, glorious! I congratulate you! Commission me 
That hair which her conylaxidn suits, to write a book about it, and your fortune’s made.”’ 
Seems too shades darker at the roots. “ Book about what? ’”’ said the editor, astounded. 
“About what!” echoed Ignatius, indignantly. ‘ About what! 
Start not, if for “ complexion ” she The greatest thing in the Victorian era, and the man asks—about 
Says ‘rouge ” and «cr thea “i what? Why, what on earth should it be about but the crypto- 
Or for “ are | seas 8 n gram in your Buzzaroo poem?” 
Or seems to have girl’s upon her. oi. Eh! eh! : my wasn’t wn = no, sir, you’re mis- 
Scotch tweeds will all be labelled “ shoddy ” ; n. t all, there’s no cryptogram about this !”” 
And when you = evening “ today,” Taking a copy of the B.B. from his desk he read aloud :— 
Do not from “s Scotch ” recoil, ‘Thy lips, so luscious to taste and see, 
If marked “ raw spirit, fusel oil.” Are Paradise garden fruits to me ! 
Thus away you see in letters plain Thine eyes are warm with a soft, pure light— 
“ Fine goose ” upon cham e, Italian moons on a cloudless night ! 
Or “ Logwood, very old ”’ or “ good ” But a bird ever sings ia mine ear—Has Heaven 
On port in bottles or from wood. Such eyes, such lips, to a false face given ?”’ 
The mixture, quassia, sugar, salt ”’ “What!” roared Ignatius, paralyzed, ‘‘Is it possible that the 
Op English beer of hops and malt ; creator of the immortal cryptogram has never acquainted ycu with 


While all shall know the thrilling history 
Of sausages labelled ‘‘ bags of mystery.” 


To-day, to guard against all trickery, 
Coffee shall masquerade as “ chicory ” ; 
Nor will you find in “ blended teas ” 
The leaves from many kinds of trees, 


Believe not, then, whate’er you hear 

On this one day throughout the year, 

When cheques are sent to each spring rhymer 
And milk is sold as ‘‘ Pumpenheimer.” 


When boots are made of solid leather, 
And men are right about the weather, 











its existence? No matter, sir—your fortune’s made all the same. 
Let me explain it. You take the first letter of the jirst line, the 
second letter of the second line, and so on to the end: and there you 
have——” 

Acting on the Ignatian suggestion, the Buzzaroo gentleman had 
already begun reading out a letter at once. He got as far as 
“ T—R—I—L——,”’ and got no further. 

Our Interviewer proposes running over to Colney Hatch one day 
this week to ascertain how the shattered brain of our illustrious 
contemporary is progressing. 


“Fun’s” Filosophy. 


hen pedag know all they teach, here , : 
yee iedads wraction what ro acenél THERE is nothing in this world so good as palm oil for producing 
lbow grease. 
Know this as April 1st oF . 9 
So marvel a what ang One of the questions which has never yet been satisfactorily 


From butter labelled “ margarine,’ 
To hats off at ‘‘ God Save the Queen.” 


Rough on the Anti-Trilbyite. 
Tue Editor of the Bungfoosle Buzzaroo was at his wits’ end. 


answered is, does a man marry & widow, or does the widow marry 
& man ? 

When 4 man arrives at the top of the hill, very few people take 
the trouble to inquire how he got there. 

It is only unlucky men who believe in luck. 


A _ of — so era hney yg ars ne _ Advice is like physic, we will never take it unless we are obliged 
peck { his own e e habit of devo hree ae 
Pec Buzzaroo each week to love verses. , $0 9 

But now he was face to face with # great calamity. All the The art of prophecy is to foretell the future in such a manner 
poets a in the world ‘have lately, as everybody knows, that it will come right either way. 


and 

— about Trilby ; and; sick of tre “ d——d iteration "’ 

their numbers, the Buzzaroco man had solemnly sworn never to 
print another poem which bore ever so slightly on that ubiquitous 
theme. To-day, then, imagine his disgust when he found, after 
w some 200 screeds in verse, that there was only one 
among them—a paltry six-line affair—which hadn’t the trail of 
Tribly over it. 
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Many a man who is wedded to his art is obliged to obtain a 
decree nisi, on the ground of impecuniosity. " 

There is one advantage sven in losing a train. 
be in good time for the next one. 

More men refuse to toss for drinks because they are unfortunate 
in tossing than because they disapprove of gambling. 


You are sure to 
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Wine checks & prevents colds, chills, & lung weak 
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nesses. 


SMOKERS SHOULD USE 


Galvert’s Dento-Phenolene. 


is. 6d., 2s. 6d., and 1-lb. 7s. 6d. Bottles, 
At Chemists, &c., or Post Free for value. 








A FRAGRANT LIQUID DENTIFRICE- 


A few drops in a wine-glass of water make a delicious mouth wash for 
sweetening the breath, preserving the teeth, and leaving a pleasant taste. 


Editor of Health says:— An agreeable tooth wash, most efficient for 
strengthening the gums, and ridding the mouth of the aroma of tobacco. 


F. G. GALVERT & CO., Manchester: 


Awarded 72 Medals and Diplomas, 
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The Bungle Book by Theyard Kipling. 
THE RAMPAGE OF THE SPHINX. 


The Sphinz looked up and the Sphinz looked down— 
(And Rameses sleeps on peacefullee! ) 

The Sphinz looked over the desert brown— 
(Weeps the crocodile “ Woe is me!”’) 

The Sphinz gave a roar and began to play, 
Remarking that she was “ Out for the day, 

And where she went she would probably stay "’— 
(And the mummies lie at Bloomsburee !) | 


Puff Tuff fainted away on his perch— 
(And Rameses sleeps on peacefullee !) 

Bowski said : “I am left in the lurch.” 
(Weeps the crocodile, “‘ Woe is me.” 

Said Franki Panki: “ This is bad, 

Twice already have I been had” 

And he pulled his fur and swore like mad— 
(And the mummies lie at Bloomsburee !) 


Hungri smiled a capacious smile— 
(And Rameses sleeps on efullee !) 

Said Hungri: “ What ¢ Bowski’s guile?” 
(Weeps the crocodile ** Woe is me!”) 

It Ali cheered, and murmured : “ You'll 

Observe that the Sphinz is not a fool!” 

And the Sphinz she winked at old Jon Bool— 
(And the mummies lie at Bloomsburee !) 


Cried Bool to the Sphinz “ I am proud of you, 

(And Ramesee sleeps on peacefullee !) 
So off you go,” and away she lew— 

(Weeps the crocodile “* Woe is me !’") 
Bowski and Franki said, “ We propose 
To find out whither that animal goe*.” 
But Bool, when asked growled : “ Goodness knows!" 

(And the mummies lie at Bloomsburee !) 

BuNGLE Sona, 


THE Sphinx was very excited and more mysterious than ever. “ I 
am going,” she remarked, “for a little stroll. Idon’t know exactly 
where I am going, or why, or how long I sball stay. It all depends. 
But don’t mind me, I'm all right.” And off she went. 

“Really,” said Franki Panki, “knowing as we do that the 
Sphinx does nothing except on the advice of Bool, really I think 
we ought to know more of this!” 

“ Exactly,” said Bowski, ‘‘ we must know more! spe 

“T never in all my born days heard ——” screamed Puff Tupp, 
but before he could say more Hungri and It Ali pulled at his 
till he yelled with agony. 

“ Don’t be a blitheriug idiot !" whi Hungri. “If you can 
possibly help it,” he added, under his é 

“ Tf you offend Bool again, I’m off!” muttered It Ali. 

“ Oh, very well!” cried poor old Puff Tupp. ‘ Of course, if 
say 80, you know, I suppose I mast give way! Dash it all! But, 
if you fellows hadn't interfered, I should probably have pulled —— 

“Eh!” growled Bool, “ pulled, would you ? lied what ? 
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“P—p—p—ulled up in t—t—time,” faltered Puff Tupp, as he 
fainted away with fright. 

“Well, gentlemen,” said Bool to Franki and Bowski, “ you 
want to know what the Sphinx is up to, eh?” 

** We do,” cried that illustrious duet. 

‘“‘ Very well, then I will tell you She is going for a little stroll. 
She doesn’t know why or where, but she will probably stay there. 
I am going after her. J don’t know why or where either. But I 
shall stay there, too. See!” 

‘ « _ thought you were going to leave her to herself,” yelled 
ranki. 

“So I am, dear boy!" growled Bool, ‘‘soI am. That’s me, all 
the time. You bet. I shall leave her when she is ripe for it. At 
present she is, if I may say so, in the bud. It has taken her four 
thousand years to bud. On her millionth birthday, if all is a 
and I feel inclined, and the weather permits, she may be allo 
to run alone. Oan’t say fairer than can I?” and Bool smiled 
till his new teeth shone . 

es gg my word,” said Bowski, “ you are'going too far, aren’t 

ou ” 
we No, not too far,” retorted Bool. “ Don’t you believe it. I 
can’t say how far, but certainly not too far.” 


° * - > 
But while the won anne: Sole eee inx was 
ahead. A traveller who passed her in the Genet id say fat he 
luggage was labelled “‘ Cape Town,” but that is another story, 


Not Taking Any. 


Wen young Mr. Joseph Richly called at the house of the 
beautiful maiden to whom he had been paying considerable atten- 
tion, he found the fair creature in a state of great mental agitation, 
accompanied by copious téars. 

‘‘My dear Miss Bulbear!” he exclaimed, with much concern, 
“‘ what has happened to cause you such great distress ? ” 

“Oh, Mr. Richly,” she sobbed, “ has been - 
lating with my mon-money, and has lostalli” And as 
if she would throw herself and her grief in his arms, but the 
anne Gali Sere ce cae ee ee sg 

“ now I suppose he’s going to speculate with you?’ 
he said, sarcastically. “ But I’m not taking any! Farewell for 
ever, Miss Bulbear! ” , 

And he walked away, humming “ Not for Joe!” 


Gratitude. 


Magistrate (sever , to prisoner).—** Last time were here I 
let you off Ah a p+ A ie 

1 (coolly).—* Yus, that’s why I’m ‘ere agin; it sort of 
encouraged me!” 
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accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


Norwn.—The EAisie will act he enemeratle for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions cam be returned 
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AN EASTER DOUBLE NUMBER. 


Only the language of old Screwby on seeing it was totally unfit for publication. 











A Matter of Opinion. 
_ Firs. Railway Passenger.—“ Trial by 
sa fecha 9 thing, sir. 


Ditto. (growlingly),—‘‘ Dunno 
‘bout that; it once got me seven year!” 


Out of the Hunt. 


Bill.—“* Wot’s all this ’ere sinsation 
about this ere Dr. Jim, Tom?” 

Tom (the pot-house * oracle.”)—* Why, 
’e’s a great boar-’unter, an’ ‘e went 
trespassin’ arter ‘em, an’ now ’e’s bin 
’ad up for it!” 


A Misnomer. 


Ir seems somewhat strange that a 
workhonse should be called the “‘ Union,” 
considering that husband and wife are 
always separated from each other when 
there. ‘ Dis-union” strikes us as being 
@ more appropriate name. 


Advice to Amateur Paper 
Hangers. 
By Onz Wuo Has Hap Some 
EXPERIENCE. 
(1) CHoosE a paper in keeping with 
the general colour of the furniture. 


(2) Hire a man to do the rest of the 
job. 
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Their Last Spring-Clean. 


Aw extremely hsppy couple were the worthy Everdeans, 
For they bad everything but “words,” loved everything but 
* scenes” ; 
daily loved each other more, each daily 
But there was just one little cloud that turn 


What time the Vernal Post posts his off-rejected lays, 
Whose weary feet go pattering down too-familiar ways : 
When the violet and primrose at the florists may be seen : 
Ah ! very very sick at heart grew William Everdean. 


For he knew his Henrietta, generally good and kind, 

Was nursing very sinister intentions in her mind. 

He knew that he must once more drink that too, too bitter cup, 
And see his happy home, pro tem., completely broken up. 


He saw, as in a vision, groups of earnest abigails, 

With a brushes in their bands, and mops, and brooms, and 
pails ; 

He saw his dining-room upset, his study overthrown, 

And nothing but the fowlhouse left that he could call his own. 


At ordinary times you couldn’t put him “on the shelf,”’ 

In fact he hed a very good opinion of himeelf ; 

But never did he dare to think that William Everdean 

Was a match for Henrietta when she started on “ the clean.” 


For many Springs he hid the grief that u ev'ry joy, 
In emulation of that over-rated Spartan boy. 

But still it rankled in his mind, relief seemed so remote, 
Until at last he hit upon a simple antidote. 


One ist of March he thought of it. The time seemed long and 


drear, 
As, with eager looks, he longed to see the crocuses grow near ; 
And when he the budding trees, he hed like anything, 
So eagerly did William wait the pinot tee rte 


At last the day of days arrived, beyond the slightest dou 

at Ghaanath iste’ on hae saneal “ tare-on ms " 

And William took to g little operatic airs, 

As he slipped about on bits of soap, and tumbled down the stairs. 


Time posed ; and presently the house began to quiet down, 
And through the ordeal he had come without a single frown. 


But Henrietta felt afraid, without quite knowing why, 
For she saw a look of triumph gleam in William's hazel eye. 


WwW more dear, 
up ev'ry year. 
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Said William, one fine morning, when tne clean was nearly done 
‘‘ T’m sorry, but to town to-day I really have to run. 

So when the workmen come, my dear, just tell them not to wait ;* 
Another rasher, if you please!” and William passed his plate. 


“‘ The workmen ! ” Henrietta cried, ‘‘ Whatever do you mean ? 
How dare you mention workmen to me, Mr. Eiverdean!”’ 

(If there was a thing she hated more than beetles or a mouse, 
It was what is generally known as ‘‘ workmen in the house.”’) 


‘* My love, I thought I told you,” murmured Will, in mock suprise, 
‘I mean to help you in this clean as far as in me lies; 

’Tis true, I will admit, that I am backward in the race, 

But the builder’s coming round to-day to overhaul the place ! 


The roof, the walls, the pipes, the paint, must all be seen to, dear; 
You trust me to assist you, love, both now and ev'ry year. 
Ned gma, that business calls me, and I have to run away; 
-bye!” Hewent. She didn’t speak, She knew not what to 
say. 


The a came, and brought his men. They stood upon the 
chairs, 

They left their footprints on the beds, the carpets, and the stairs. 

They scratched the oilcloth into rags, and whistled loud amid 


The ruin they’d created! Whistle? Goodness, that they did. 


Ah, sad was Henrietta as she gazed upon the scene, 
And thought of all that was to come and all that might have been. 
For very soon she saw that her Spring cleaning was in vain, 

That it, in fact, would have to be done thoroughly again. 


The workmen worked, the servants cleaned, and William stayed 
away ; 

However, they Fs nice and straight in time for Christmas Day. 

Now only mention Spring and see poor Henrietta wince, 

For though, ’tis years ago, they haven’t had a Spring clean since. 


Cui Bono P 


A JURYMAN was grumbling loud 
That jurors ill were paid— 

To whom a scapegrace in the crowd 
This sage rejoinder made. 

“ Say, why should England pay such men 
As you, sir, for your skill ? 

Since, when you find folks guilty, then 
You leave them quilty still!” 
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“THE GREEN GARDENIA,” OR PAID IN HIS OWN COIN. 
SPECIAL | 

| DUNN OWNERE 

rater | 


; 


SPECIAL ' 
DUNNOWHEEL YAN | 
SCoTCh 








a 
Pe ‘ 3 








a Y 


Be," 
ic 
Pash 


PA 





i 


/ j 


J 
sy 


4 
: 
4 


/ 
y 


WA 
f 
| 








i 
| 


HH 
ill | 









































nN a a 

















~ hey \ 
a: ' Vay 
‘ Wn Ss 
.) ‘ AN \\ / \b/ 


She." Heigho! 


Great Britain and The 
Little Englander, or the 
Long and the Short of It. 


Mr. LABOUCHBRE :— 


Ou, Tommy, it is sad to see 
This haste, this armed display, 
This shocking waste of energy; 
Oh, whither, lad, away ? 
Why do I see you thus astride 
That most ungainly brute ; 
Why don’t you walk like me, inside 
A thirty-shilling suit. 


Pause, Tommy, pause ; and pray reflect, 
Ere farther you advance, 

How can you, thus arrayed, expect 
To please our foes in France ? 

Their high-toned press will run you 

down, 

Their deputies will swear, 

Their muddle-headed statesmen frown— 
Oh, Tommy, have a care. 


Tommy ATKINS :— 


I’ve yet to learn that Englishmen 
Need study England's foes! 

What care we for their venal pen, 
Who never feared their blows ? 

Let France go bluster, let the Bear 
Behind our backs intrigue ; 

The British Empire well may dare 
That over-vaunted League. 





. 





He.—°' I did, too, last season ! 


MW) | 


I always think there is something very sad about the last Meet of the season !”’ 
Smashed my collar-bone and two ribs the Jast run we had! 
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“FOX HUNTING ENDS.” 


But, what are words—lI cannot stay, 
I've business now on hand. 
I must uphold amid the fray 
The honour of our land. 
In Britain's name to face the foe 
A Briton ever ran, 
And in her sacred name I go 
To rescue the Soudan. 


Mr 


“* Fray ’’—‘ honour” 
name ’’ 
What words are these I hear ? 
Shame, Tommy Atkins, shame, 
shame! 
Your duty, lad, is clear. 
Go, stay within your island home— 
As long as it endures— 
About the world you should not roam 
On unconducted tours. 


LABOUCHERE :— 
‘* Britain’s sacred 


sir, 


Be humble, turn the other cheek, 
You honest pennies turn ; 

Be diffident, and even meek, 
From foreign countries learn. 

To talk of “ honour”’ is asin; 
Adopt more pious ways, 

And play the early Christian in 
Tbese later Pagan days. 


Tommy ATKINS :— 


Pooh! Turn your cheek yourself! Enjoy 
A daily dose of leek ! 

I like not leek—but then, my boy, 
I “like your blooming cheek.” 
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Play you the early Christian rdle 
As low as e’er you please, 

And crawl to your ignoble goal 
Upon your supple knees. 


But think not you will ever gain 
The love of Tommy A. ; 

An early Christian it may pain, 
3ut Tommy lovesthe fray. 

For Mother England he wii! fight ; 
For England he will fall ; 

Come enemies from left and right 
And he will face them all. 


(He gallops off.) 


Mr. LABOUCHERE :— 


H’m! Really this is very sad, 
That poor misguided youth 

Declines to pace—he must be mad— 
The sacred paths of Truth. 

Oh, England, though to ruin you 
I diligently try, 

You laugh at me, you know you do, 
And wink the other eye. 





No Match for England. 


First Man.—‘'These are strange 
matches! First of all they flare up and 
splutter, and then they suddenly go 
out.”’ 

Second Ditto.—I expect they were 
made in Germany; your description 0 
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them is German to the life! 





















































TOMMY ATKINS (TO LABOUCHERE). 





THE SOUDAN 


“YES, MR. LITTLE 


ENGLANDER, 


(1898). 
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FOR THE GOOD OF EGYPT AND THE GLORY 
PARTY GOT UP.” 





(For Cartoon Verses see page 136.) 
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Ox Tuesday night the Adelphi was en féte 
celebrating the hundredth night of One of the 
Best, which is certainly one of the py 4 st. 
But this was more in the nature of a holiday 
than work, because I know George Edwardes 
and Seymour Hicks’ play backwards. It 
never went better than on Tuesday evening, 
and Adelphi Terrace—I mean Terriss—was in 
splendid form. He took his “ degradation” 
like the (Adelphi) hero that he is, and looked 

ashes more juvenile than ever. The rest of the 
company play with that admirable spirit we always look for at 
the Home of Melodrama, and One of the Best showed every signs 
of registering many more centuries before it is placed upon the 
retired list. 


The Alhambra has now its Cinématographe, only they call it the 
Animatograph. Well, living photos by any name wobble more or 
a at the Alhambra they wobble rather more. They are very 
good. 

GOSSAMER. 


Sir Augustus Harris is again to the front at Old Drury Lane 
Theatre. The English opera season commenced Saturday even- 
ing, under the musical direction of Sig. Mancinelli, with Faust, 
which will be repeated on Friday. On Easter Monday Pagliacci 
and Cavalleria Rusticana were performed. To-night (Tuesday), 
appears Bohemian Girl; Wednesday, Carmen; Thursday, Hansel 
and Gretel. On Saturday morning there will be a repeat of 
ae and Cavalleria Rusticana, and in the evening Tannhauser 
will be performed. 


Madame Tussaud’s Exhibition contains fresh features for the 
Easter holidays. President Kruger and Dr. Jameson are there, in 
the wax. Amongst the many attractions I prefer the tableaux, or 
par representing historical events. In development there 

as been added a tableau indicative of one of those conspicuous 
crises in English pore d resulting from the invasion of William 
of Normandy at Hastings, and the death of the Saxon King 
Harold. The tableau depicts finding the body of Harold after the 
battle. The plastic work and pose are splendid. 


The ss. Hssen has left Colombo with a large number of Singalese 
artizans, devil dancers, carvers, potters, painters, goldsmiths, 
brassworkers, lacewomen, etc., for the Empire of India and Ceylon 
Exhibition at Karl's Court. An opportunity will thus be afforded, 
this summer, of seeing both Indian and Singalese workmen and 
—— plying their varied vocations, and endeavouring in their 

ifferent ways to amuse the public. Work on the grounds and 
various buildings at Earl’s Court is being rapidly pushed forward 
for the opening early in May. 


We understand that a company is in course of formation for the 

urpose of acquiring the Parkhurst Theatre, and arrangements are 

ete made for its enl t. When finished the theatre will be 
one of the most commodious places of entertainment in London. 


Perplexed. 


(Mr. (Wacker (to his little son).—“ In olden times, you know, 
Tommy, people didn’t wear any boots.” 
-—“* Didn't they wear slippers ?” 
Mr. W.—*“ No, my boy ; they went bare footed.” 
| Lape 4° jad reflection).—‘* Then what used they to spank little 
boys with ?’ 

















econo . — on 


Private Cruxwzts, of the Chiltern Hundreds Fusiliers, went on 
guard for the first time, subsequent to finishing his recruit drill, 
and was put on sentry on a post outside of the magazine at 
Cannon ball redoubt. pacing about in the morning, at half- 
past nine, he heard a stentorian voice shout from an adjacent 
window, “ Turn out the guard to that old general coming along!” 
Private Crinnles did as directed. Instantly the members of 
the guard got outside the gate and formed in line just 
as an old farmer-looking individual approached. The 
sergeant of the apparently did not know what 
to make of the business; ail the same he bellowed “ Guard, 
present arms!’ This mandate was given effect to with admirable 

ision. Again the s‘entorian voice, ‘Ha, ha. First of April!” 

e faces of the sergeant, the men of the guard, and the sentry, 
turned the hue of the scarlet coats they wore. Meanwhile the 
ancient bucolic individual, with considerable dignity, acknowledged 
the salute, and passed on. 

“‘Who is he?” screamed the sergeant of the guard to the sentry. 

‘** Don’t know,” was the answer, “‘ somebody ordered me to turn 
out the guard.” 

The sergeant swore—and swore profusely! Then the man of 
stripes, recognising that it was the one day of the year when a little 
fooling is allowed, resolved not to report the matter. 

In the course of the forenoon the colonel of the Chilterns was 
waited upon by Lieutenant-General Lord Fitzcartridge,C.B. The 
general expressed his surprise at being recognised by the sentry. 
He was so pleased to perceive a display of intelligence on the part 
of at least one man of the British Army that he left a sovereign, 
which he desired should be given to the sentinel. 

“You must feel you are a bit of a humbug,” said the captain of 
Crinnless’s company to the youth. “ It was only a Ist of April trick, 
after all!” 

“IT beg your pardon, sir,’’ was Crinnless’s response, while he 
stood rigidly at ‘‘attention.”’ ‘‘General Lord Fitzcartridge is my 
grandfather, so I knew what I was doing! ”’ 


Advertising Curios. 


In the Evening News of Tuesday last, appears—‘t Will any one 
sell me a house for £60 ?—X.”’ 

This querist expresses his query simply and ambiguously. What 
does the creature want? There are many kinds of houses. We 
have some knowledge of a fowl house, likewise the exalted shelter 
allotted to a pigeon. We have slept in the rustic summer house; 
and the doll’s house, which excites the maternal instincts of little 
girls, isnot unknown. Some people live in glass houses, according 
to local gossip, and are recommended not to fling missiles. The 
misleading nature of this advertisement is exasperating. 02° 
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AN EASTER IDYLL. 
“Ong VOLUNTEER IS WORTH THREE Press MEN.” 
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THE (UN)WILLING UNEMPLOYED.—THE GAY AND FESTIVE NON-WORKER, 
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To the temporarily unemployed a Bank Holiday may not always come as an unmixed blessing. But to the chronie member of the “ Lazy Brigade” each 
holiday counts as a “grand, gay, and festive event.” and he most religiously observes something like 365 in each year. A gentleman, displeased with the aroma of 
his Havana, prematurely casts it away. A prowling non-worken, in certain places in London, can thus in an hour or two provide himself with “swell” smokes 
for each day. 
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Each morning the manipulator of the popular sandwich and the restaurant keeper trim up their viands. The eye of the loafer ison the job. An elongated 
visage, the weaving of a most touching romance of starving wife, and dying children, and, presto! the wily schemer hath food enough, and to spare, for the whole 
day, and in the picturesque language of the gutter orator, “ Free, gratis, and for nothing !” 
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Then the gay and festive one may take a gentle craw! to any popular resort of the worker, when taking a well-earned spell of pleasure, where it is amaz 








, at on Soe , lown with the contents of a bottle 
to witness the ever ready pence for “ the poor bloke wantin’ a job.” In any quiet spots leg of cold fowl, etc., may be washed ¢ 

Bass. After the al cout laa a agen may be enjoyed, followed by a “nap” (if the time and place be favourable enough), and the sleeper may dream sweet 
dreams of never-ending idleness and plenty. “And yet there are those who are misguided enough to work ! 
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By THe “ Exrant TERRIBLE.”’ 


M. Berrnoret, the French 
Forei Minister, has resigned 
“for family and domestic reasons.” 
Spell these in five letters: “‘E-g-y-p-t.” | 

oa x % 

‘\e5\:* What with the Soudan Matabele- 

\) Jand, the Transvaal, Venezuela, and 
the rest, Lord Salisbury has had quite 
a merry time of it lately. Salisbury 








Plain has been Salisbury very highly 
coloured. 





| | * * + 
\ But he has a very reliable Lord 
, High Chamberlain to take some of | 
the trouble off his shoulders. Our Colonial Secretary has come | 
out into the open, he has not quietly in bis Chamber lain. 


*¥ x 


The Kaffir Circus is habitated at the Royal Exchange. The 
Kaffir (Cir)cuss will very soon be heard when the Britishers teach 


Lo Ben’s countrymen manners. 
* * * 


I hope you will all enjoy your holidays, get well into the country, 
and come back clothed in sunburn and freckles. 
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“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 18.) 
Tue Honipays, 


Over the hills and far away. 
Out of the grimy town, 
Gaily my wheel and I will glide 
Over the hills and down. 
R-r-ring, r-r-ring, r-r-ring ! 
Down to the valley I speed, 
No care know I if the roads be dry, 
Astride my “ metal,” some steed. 


Out from the smoke and the skies of lead, 
Out from the stuffy streets, 
Till the pulses thiob with the quick’ning blood, 
And the heart with rapture beats. 
R-r-ring, r-r-ring, r-r-ring! 
Down to the valley I speed, 
No care know I if the roads be dry, 
Astride my “ metal” some’steed. 


Into the lanes with their hedges green, 
An arch of true blue on high, 

Quick as the wind, and as bold and‘free, 
Are my whirring wheel and I. 

R-r-ring, r-r-ring, r-r-ring, 
Down to the valley I speed, 

No care know I if the road be dry, 
Astride my “ metal” some steed. 


To the Postman-Poet. 


An appeal by one who is sorry alike for |Mr. Austin on earth, 
trying to see a trill—and Mr. Austin in heaven, trying to find a 


poet ! 





Oh, lark-like poet ! from Elysium’s plains 
Return, return to Devon's woods and lanes, 
For Alfred's sake, who his poor eyesight strains 
To see a trill which still “unseen "’ remains ! 


Return! Return! And o’er the airy track 

That leads you earthward, lug our{Laureate back : 
Who, “in the Heaven where you are gone,”’ has got 
Fond hopes of finding you—and finds you not! 











My Constant Companion. 


WHENE’ER I take my walks abroad 
The busy world to see, 

Thro’ foul or fair, thro’ rain or shine 
Thou always art with me. 


If for a moment's rest I pause 
’ Or stop a friend to greet, 
Or step into an omnibus, 

I find thee at my feet. 


‘Tis strange that, tho’ I'd gladly part 
With thee for evermore, 

If any man doth injure thee 
I long to spill his gore. 


Such sympathy between us reigns 
That when thou art oppressed, 
The keenest agony I feel, 
And anguish fills my breast. 


Closer than wax though clingest still 
To me thro’ weal and woe, 

Oh, shall I ne’er get rid of thee, 
Thou corn upon my toe? 


Country Delights. 


How sweet to me is country life! I always loved it well. 
I have a cosy little home beside a woody dell ; 

With darling Angelina I’m as happy as can be, 

And free from care and trouble as a squirrel in a tree. 


Right joyous is the gentle breeze that wakes the flow’rs in spring, 
And sweet the early summer when the feathered songsters sing; 
The blackbird and the nightingale, the chaffinch and the tit— 
We’re six miles from a station, but you soon get used to it. 


Our garden’s full of blossoms bright in all their varied hues; 
The kitchen chimney smokes—but then we have such lovely views. 
Undimmed by fog the glorious sun that comes our hearts to 


cheer— 
Our well runs dry in summer time, but then there’s always beer. 


Our butcher comes but once a week, and always brings us beef; 
I rather think our landlord is a liar and a thief. 

He smiles at me with pity when I grumble, and explains 

That nothing is so healthy as a constant smell of drains. 


Yet peaceful is our lot 
In our little rustic cot— 
Our happiness has never known a check ; 
’T would be a paradise, 
If there weren’t so many mice, 
And now and then a beetle down one’s neck. 
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TA 
AN ENDURING TESTIMONIAL. 

First Aspirant for Fame.— We've got a hen that’s laid an 

Easter egg!” 
Second Ditto.—" Pooh! 
foundation stone! ”’ 


That’s nothing; my father’s laid a 
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Gas’s habit, I may state, 

Is, by nature, to inflate 
(You have noticed a balloon expand and mount ?) 

So you needn’t utter cries 

Of incredulous surprise 

When you find it has inflated the account! 


Friday.—Had a t time at Aintree—gusty day, but more 
people on the ground than ever. Typical Grand National, though 
the race won by rather more of an outsider than usual. 


_ Saturday.— Down to Mortlake. Awful day—wet through several 
times. Rain—hail—snow—sleet—everything miserable and un- 
pleasant. But—MY EYE! Whatarace! Worth all the trouble 
and discomfort—wouldn’t have missed it for anything. Spent the 
afternozn in a hot bath. 














ee innumerable pictures and consumed endless coups 
of tea. 


Monday.—Got hold of Mr. Locker-Lampson’s Confidences, 
Read it all day. 


Wednesday.—Commenced the day with a look in at Bow Street. 


Another instalment of the ‘‘Jameson’s Raid” drama. Sergeant 
White’s scene on. Found it most enthralling—enjoyed myself 
extremely. Smoking a quiet cigarette afterwards, as I strolled 
about Sherbro’ in Sierra Leone thinking it all over again, nearly 
fell a victim to the ‘‘ Human Leopards.” These creatures-—-men 
in leopard skins, supposed to be members of a destructive secret 
society—are really getting too troublesome. They are continually 
killing people, and it is becoming quite a nuisance. The sooner 
these leopards can be made to change their spots the better. I 
escaped because I had an engagement to look in at the Liberal 
Federation meeting at Huddersfield, but other people have not | 
been so fortunate. 


Back in town in time to hear the debate on beer. Lots of funny 
speeches, but lor’ bless me! pure beer by Act of Parliament! Why, it 
can’t be done. 


Tuesday.—Went on with Mr. Locker-Lampson’s Confidences 
and finished them. 





Tue SpPorrer. 








CLEVER AT THEIR CALLING, 


To interfere with the Briton’s beer 
Were simply sacrileg-i-ous, 
The man who'd try should find his eye 
Reduced to something hidj-i-us. 
But the law may try to simplify 
The matter and fix ingredients— 
But the trade can evade the strongest made 
With ingenious expedients. 
They’ll call it something else, to hide their games, 
And the public will probably call it—names ! 








Thursday.—Passed a particularly delightful hour among the 
new mosaic decorations of St. Paul’s. A noble work being beauti- 
fully carried out. Tore myself (in several places) away, and 
hurried to the Duke of Connaught’s levee at St. James’s Palace. 
Wore my uniform as adjutant of the Goose End Militia (Purple 
Rangers). 


Heard a curious gas company case. Some consumers of gas on 
the penny-in-the-slot system summoned for “ balance due,” because 
there were not a sufficient number of pennies in the slots to cover 
the amount of gas registered by the meters. (As if anybody should 
believe a meter on oath !) 








GAS BLOWN OUT. 


‘‘ Puta penny in the slot,” 
Is an invitation not 
To be hastily accepted, it appears, 
In connection with your gas, 
Or you'll prove yourself an ass, 
And be liable to ‘‘ summons for arrears.” 














IN THE 20TH CENTURY. 
‘‘Our dance, I think, Mr. Addlepa‘e?" 
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BSTABLISHED lum 


Needham’s 
Polishing 


For Refined, Delicate Palates. | 


BIRD’S 
CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Enhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO EGGS REQUIRED. 





Gadbury’s | 


cocoa Paste. 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the | Sw s 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the | sete zeurtice Brass Cone." ican 


palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” | josepy PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 
—Famity DOCTOR. 


London Office: St. G-orge’s House, Rastcheap, £.C 
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Tue original Australians and Papuans, till lately, knew nothing 
about kissing. They rubbed noses instead. So, too, did the 
Eskimo, even when the thermometer was something below zero! 
The mad excitement produced by the contact of one frost-bitten 
nose against another passes our wildest imagination. We cannot 
imagine a nose—cold, ugly, sexless thing—as a weapon in Cupid’s 
hands, though it may be not infrequently used in post-nuptial 
differences as a vulnerable point of attack. However, it is only 
fair to these good people to say that, since they tried the habit of 
kissing, they have used no other. 


Li Hung Chang, although not a smoker himself, has a very ex- 
cellent collection of pipes and other smoking appliances. It is a 
curious coincidence that, although he is not exactly a soldier him- 
self, he has a very fair (theoretical) idea of using a gun—provided an 
umbrella be held over his head. 


Some Anarchist, or something worse, has now come forward with 
a patent for making electric fireworks. He claims to be able to give 
an electrical display that will last for several years! To ‘‘ make 
his punishment fit the crime ’’ would be impossible, but he ought 
certainly to be let loose among a crowd of urchins, each armed 
with one of his noble inventions ! 


London barbers are usually pretty garrulous, but in Fleet Street 
there is a gentleman whose first remark is the same to all bis 
customers, and a model of conciseness and humour :— 

‘* Good—morning—sir—nice—day— to-day— generally— if—you 
—please — as—a—rule—yes.”’ 

A German, whose sympathies were for some reason or other on 
the side of Cambridge during this year’s boat race, was dismayed 
to hear of their sensational defeat. 

*“ Ach, Gobb!”’ he said, “‘ vell, it does not matter ver’ mouch. 
B'haps they vill vin ze domino and zat vill be queets !"’ 

By-the-bye, the Cambridge defeat in no way reflected on their 
stroke. He was “as good as Gold.” 

It was a merry party that met at the boat-race dinner on Satur- 
day evening; but, the next morning, the Oxford crew were very 
depressed, and had tea in bed. They complained that their hats 
must somehow have shrunk during the night; that London was a 
wretched place for headaches; that Sir Wilfred Lawson was the 
only man worth anything in a vain, empty world. Such are the 
fruits of victory! There were not many speeches at the dinner, 
but one would not dare to say the young gentlemen were 
** speechless.” 



































Elizabeth Ann. 
THERE has been a fine feast away in the east 
Of London’s huge, populous plan, 


To acknowledge the claim to perennial fame 
Of a lass named Elizabeth Ann. 


Sir Samuel Nobb is of lineage old, 
Straight as # poplar his family tree, 

On its strong branches are titles enrolled 
Of dame and of sire of exalted degree, 

The shade of whose names is a long ’un. 
Sir Samuel many distinctions tas won, 
And the hopes and fears of declining years 
Are centred (alas!) in his only son, 
Chesterfield, who is a wrong ’un— 

Whose fancies are told in these words—inebriety, 
Baccarat, betting, and ‘‘ doubtful ” society. 


Elizabeth Ann is a carpenter’s wench, 

The offspring of one who served hard at the bench; 
Chesterfield Nobb is a millionaire’s child, 

Upon him Dame Fortune benignly has smiled— 
How shall one history hold in ite plan 

Chesterfield Nobb and Elizabeth Ann ? 


Elizabeth Ann has a taking mien, 
Flattered, caressed she might have been 
As any fandangle ‘‘ society queen ”’ 

Had fate at her birth been propitious. 


While much of the slang she chattered or sang 

A “smart ’”’ set would vote quite delicious. 

She could foot it like a fairy at a very tender age, 

It was a treat to see her caper on the kerb; 

So an ‘‘ agent ’’ named her Violet, and put her on the stage, 
And the critics said her dancing was superb. 

Quoth young Chesterfield Nobb as he lounged in his stall, 

‘* Among these prime girls that’s the choicest of all.”’ 


‘‘ Sweet Vio-let, twirling upon your ‘ toeses,’ 

In the white limelight sparkling to the view, 

Sweet Vio-let, nightly I’ll throw you posies, 

You are my orly love, I’ll buy them to shy them at you.” 


His Violet did not hinder such devotion, 

So Chesterfield drank deeply of love’s potion. 

He bought Vi a carriage and offered her marriage, 

Though he knew his relations would “jib” at the notion, 
And seek the fair fame of his love to disparage— 

Which is just what they did, and, while tears stained her lid, 
Vi was one day informed Nobb had fled—vid Harwich. 


Elizabeth Ann, the carpenter’s daughter, 

Then rallied her forces and went in for slaughter. 

She fixed Nobb for “‘ breach,” she “ stuck like a leech,” 
She brought forth his letters with presents he’d bought her, 
Old Nobb came to terms in a jiffy and—zounds! 

Elizabeth Ann is worth ten thousand pounds. 


Hence comes the feast away in the east. 


They are toasting each curl of their dear little girl, 
They drink to her jolly good health, 

While a neighbour, a sage, has penned more than a page 
On “ The Circulation of Wealth.” 
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Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if 
what is supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, 
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8. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 
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By tHE Party ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Have been trying to work myself up into a little 
excitement over the new Education Bill, as it seems to be the thing 
just now. Can’t do it! Great, big, complicated thing! I've 
aeenee time nor inclination to make head or tail of. One thing I 

now— 
THE LESSON LEARNED. 


Some say this Education Bill 
Will prove the land’s salvation, 

While some asseverate it will 
Disintegrate the nation. 

But, what with Councils, Boards, and Sects, 
Intent on grinding sxes, 

All he ** who knows a bit ” expects 
Is—some increase of taxes! 


Thursday.—Down to Westminster early. Tried to work it that 
I was old enough and poor enough to have one of those, dainty, 
little Maundy bags which Her Most Gracious provides every year. 
But it’s all arranged before hand it seems, so I was out of it. 


_ Friday.—Ate buns. Hurried to St. Bartholomew’s the Great 
(in ‘‘Smiffel”’) to see if I could nick one of those tombstone 
tanners. But all arranged before hand, same as Maundy money, 
so out of it again. 

Heard that the Wimborne R.D.C. has been smoking cigarettes 
during business. Some people excited aboutit. Wrote the follow- 
ing poem on the subject :— 

SMOKE AND FIRE. 
When “ potent, grave, and rev’rend”’ chaps 

In councils grim are met, 

’Tis not a flagrant* sin, perhaps, 
To puff a cigarette ; 


~* No—* fragrant.” 





Yet caution all such deeds should cloak— 
The danger is, it may provoke 

That superannuated joke, 

That “all their doings end in smoke.” 


Still there are reasons, I believe, 
Why, to a great extent, 
A smoking council should receive 
Polite encouragement. 
Sure such a group of clod and squire 
May be expected to aspire 
To dashing deeds that all admire— 
For ‘‘ where there’s smoke (they say) there’s jire.”’ 


Had a lively day ofit altogether. Down to Winchester, Brighton, 
Dover, Folkestone, Canterbury, etc., just to see how the volunteers 
had started their manceuvres. 


Saturday.—Attended two delightful and exhilarating functions 
—ceremony of uncovering the mosaics in St. Paul’s and opening 
of New National Portrait Gallery. 


Sunday.—Down to South Kensington and Bethnal Green 
Museums to see them open, for the first time, on a Sunday. 
Nothing dreadful happened at all. 


Monday.—Bank Holiday. Oh, my! Stayed in bed. 


Tuesday.—Put in an appearance at the Olympic Games. Not 
at Addison Road—at Athens. Wonderful —P athletes from 
everywhere. When Greek meets Greek, all right, but when Greek 
meets American, or Briton, or Hungarian, a different matter. 
However, populace good sportsmen, and awfully good-natured 
about it. 

Back again for Ice Carnival at Argyll Street. Remarkably pretty 
sight, but couldn’t escape 


THE SKELETON AT THE FEAST, 


The ice was cool, and smooth, and sound, 
The dressing beautiful and seemly, 

With Kitty I went gliding round, 
And did enjoy myself extremely. 

One thing alone disturbed the charm, 
And nearly drove me to despair, sir. 

A callow youth (I wished him harm) 
Would say it was ‘‘a nIce affair,” sir! 


Which grated very much upon the nerves of— 
Tue Sporrer, 


Two-Edged. 


Mrs. Naggle (after a row with Mr. N.): ‘‘ Thank goodness! Poor 
woman has a weapon of defence in her tongue.” 
Mr. Naggle: ‘‘ Yes, and a weapon of offence! ”’ 


— w-2 — ——— SE 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


No. 1,614. 
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NOT TO BE TAKEN LITERALLY 
Hon: aia 177 aAleu {showing her Water 6; lour ).—-"" ] ree | y 
rou see, 1’: a} rthan I was! ”’ 


The Tropics of the Week. 
By Marrua MALAPROP. 


Goring, Jollywell, Herts. 


Dear Mr. AubiIToR,— April. 
At the time of writing the Matabele imps are consecrat- 


ing their forces in the suburbs of Bullywayo, and an early cham- 


pagnue appears to be eminent, Gastric measures alone will be 
necessary to invert @ general resurrection. 
Mr. Kruger is still saving up for his visit to our Modern Baby 


linen. He seems to be somewaat undecided and vaccinating. The 
foers are said to be providing themselves with large quantities o 
B 1 to be } th th ge quantities of 
arms and admonition, but Johnnysburg remains quiet. 

The Gondola expedition is being pushed forward by Sir H. H 

i@ Gondola expedition is being pusher OrwaFP y oir . : 

Kitchener, who sppears to be full of fire. He reminds me of the 
famous Captain Cook. 

My son, who isa Senior Mangler in the Oxford University, is 
delighted with the result of the boat race. Bravo Oxen! 

Have you read about the Gas Light and Choke Company perse- 


cuting one of their customers because the autocratic meteor had 


given him lls, 9d. worth cf gas and had charged him only 4d. for 
it This is at the rate of about two square miles of gas for 1dd., 
or three for i! ich a record f generosity on the part of 
penny-in-the-slot machine deserves to be perpetrated. 

Please excuse mort rran pics til ek, as a re nda 
protected attack of ner levility has left me } ve ul 
emancipatited, Ithink 1 literary talons had tter | llow 
lie doormat for a time 

Yours most Infectionately, 
\I | lA I W iow, et 


Her Proper Place. 

Tue opening of the New Croydon Theatre and Opera :louse 
reminds us of an incident which occurred at the old theatre a few 
years ago, when the New Woman first commenced to bleat. In 
those days & young lady was employed ip the orchestra as violinist, 
and on perceiving this one of the ‘‘ superior ’’ sex, who was seated 
in the dress circle, observed to her husband, ‘‘I am delighted to 
see that. It shows that women are at last obtaining their proper 
places in the world.”’ ‘ Quite so,”’ agreed the husband, “you are 
raised the 
lady’s suspicions, and she inquired, ‘‘ Whatdo you mean?” “ Why, 
! with a chuckle. 


perfectly right, my dear.’’ Something in his manner 


s* . 


laying fiddle,”’ replied the brute, 
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Belligerent. 


A MAN will sometimes ring a belle, 
Just, so to say, to mock her ; 

For afterwards—oh, sad to tell !— 
He’ll very often knock her ! 


| A Squaller. 


Calton.—‘* What are you going to call 
your baby?” 

Nursit (gloomily).—* Don’t know, I’m 
sure. I can’t think of any name bad 


99 


enough ! 


An Old Eye-dea. 


| Rackle.—*‘ Do you think there is any 
| luck in odd numbers ?”’ 
Kene.—‘‘I do. I’ve only got one eye, 








| . : 
and women fight shy of me; if I had 
two I should have been married long 


before now !”’ 


At a Baill. 
First Guest.—‘' They say that Grasper 
ceeps his wife short of money.”’ 
Second Ditto (regarding Mrs. Grasper’s 
lécolletée costume),—‘' I suppose that is 
why she is so short of dress.’’ 


| Brainless. 
“They say that if you—aw 
eat fish it makes bwains.”’ 
Sharpe.—“ How is it that you have 
never tasted fish, Saphed ? ”’ 


Has the Millennium Arrived ? 


THE Daily Chronicle for April 6th states that the negotiations 
between Great Britain and the United States concerning tlie 
Venezuela boundary question are proceeding in a very satisfactory 
manner, and that a solution favowrable to all parties is now counted 
upon with great confidence. Considering that the Irish-Americans 
are desirous of humiliating Great Britain, that Venezuela wishes to 
grab a slice ofland that cost us both blood and money, and that Great 
3ritain wants to hold her own, a solution favourable to all parties 
must be something worth inspecting. 


Laagering versus Lagering. 
A FICTION WHICH CONVEYS A WARNING. 


Over the desert, bleak and bare, 
We spurred our splendid cattle. 
We laagered here, we laagered there, 
And primed ourselves for battle. 
And the fight we fought ’gainst furious hosts 
Was a fight of which our country boasts ! 


We lounged in London’s taverns fair, 
Where glasses chink and rattle. 
We lagered here, we lagered there, 
And primed ourselves for battle, 
Sut the fight we fought ’gainst Bradford’s hosts 
Got us mulcted each in ‘five and costs’! 


Mark-ed Benn-evolence. 
Jones.— This St. George’s Petition Case—Marks v. Benn—-still 
continues to drag on.” 
Lrown.— Naturally, dear boy. Everyone would expect any- 
thing connected with Saint George to Dragon.” 


Putting Her Foot in It. 


District Visitor (who has rather large feet, severely).—‘* Mrs. 
Scroggins, I really must put my foot down at the way in which 
you spend money given you for food on drink." 

Vf npudently).—“* Well, don’t try to put yer foot 


Mrs. Sc roggt iS (v7 
down in my ‘ouse; there ain’t room for it!” 
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Tue proprietor of ‘‘ Mellin’s Food’? 
has promoted another ‘ Art Competi- 
tion,” with prizes of the value of £1,000. 
It is given under two sections, viz., the 
painting section, which includes original 


ngs in oil and water colours and 
and white sketches, and the photo- 


graphic section, the work of the camera. 


is no doubt that Mr. Mellin’s | 


efforts in the cause of ‘ Art’’ will be 
universally appreciated. 


In-vested Interests. 


Jones.—‘* I wonder why the Museums, 


have lately been opened on 


Sunday, are obliged to close at six 
o’clock ?” 


‘th. So as not to clash with the 
ans, of course. The houses open 


at six, you know.”’ 


Live and Learn! 


'Vritten on the occasion of their lord- 


”” 


in the * Big Benn” case being 
tened asto the existence of a certain 
ur tune. 

ustices are innocent as babes in 
vaddling-bands, 

‘ulgar knowledge they entirely lack: 


But, ere the great Petition Case to its 


ynclusion lands, 
ir lore, we fear, of slanginess will 


nack, 


“‘squirm,’’ and kindred costerish 
ords, their simple ears profane, 

ir corrupted childishness we think 
ith pangs of pain: 


But—last and worst !—has on them burst 
the erst-unheard refrain 


‘Her Golden Hair was Hanging 


Down Her Back !”’ 


Crusty. 


Comic Paragraphist (pitifully, to 
editor).—"* I should be very thankful if 
you could accept some of these jokes, 
sir. They mean bread to me.” 

‘Stale bread, I presume,” remarked 
the editor, after reading the “‘ chestnuts.” 


Unappreciated Gift. 


Customer (disgustedly). — ‘‘ Waiter, 
there’s a hair in this soup! How do 
you account for it being in it?” 


tious Waiter.—‘‘ Well, sir, [can see 
he colour that it’s out of our cook’s 
I can only suppose she is in love 


With you, sir, and has chosen this way 
of sending you a piece of her hair.”’ 


Spring Sonnet. 


Why is my bosom filled with wild unrest ? 


Why do I wander helpless and forlorn, 
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Like some poor victim, of the Fiend possessed, 
And vainly wish that I had ne'er been born ? 


Why is there none to cool my fevered brow ? 


No gentle sleep to rest my weary brain? 


Why doth no easy chair console me now ; 


No home delights avail to soothe my yain ? 


Is it the spirit of this vernal time 


That fills me with desire for better things ? 


Is it the soul, aflame with hopes sublime, 
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AN IMPROMPTU. 


He was Right about Mar. 


“ Mars, the god of War— Mars, the god of War,’’ mumbled the 
son and heir of oli Socrates, studiously committing his home 
lessons to memory. 

The venerable sage, sitting mumchance in a corner, and nursing 
his bruises after one of the most terriffic husband-beatings \antippe 
| had ever given him—the venerable sage, I say, overheard his 
infant’s words. 

“My boy!” he gasped, with a smile of paternal appreciation, 
‘‘my boy, you know your ‘mar’ accurately. That’s the truest 
thing about your ‘ mar’ that ever was uttered!” 


Which, spurning earth, would fain unfold its wings ? In-jew-dicious. 


Ah, no; it is not this that makes me frown 
And utter wicked words of wicked meaning, 


The fact is this: the house is upside down 
We’ve just commenced our annual spring-cleanin 


Ir Holman Hunt doesn’t take care he'll get himself stoned for 
suggesting that all the Jews in the world should be made to live in 
Palestine. How does he think they would be able to exist without 
the gentle Gentile from whom to cull shent per shent. 
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Killing by Kindness, or Too 
Much of a Good Thing. 


GeraLtp Barour (soliloquising) :— 


Dovupriess they'll be glad of this; 
Thie will settle their distresses. 
Peace at last, and perfect bliss, 
Will be theirs, or so one guesses, 
This will smother hate and spite, 
Heal their misdirected blindness; 
Right is mightier than might, 
Much is often done by kindness. 


Bless ’em, how they'll welcome me, 
I can hear them wildly cheering. 
Grim to some this Isle may be 
But to me it’s most endearing. 
Simple-hearted peasant boys, 
Glory of “ory verdant nation ; 
Fill their simple lives with joys, 
And—good bye to agitation. 


Buckshot Forster, Arthur, too 
To coercion they were wedded. 
But coercion will not do, 
Both meant well, but were wrong- 


Kindness now will! do the trick, 
To this Bill will Erin tumble, 
For at nothing I shall stick 
Till I’ve stifled ev'ry grumble. 


(Steps on briskly.) 










ies hen At 
‘Mo 


DILLON :— 


Whist! Macarthy, here he is— 
Duck you head, you silly duffer. 
If he spots your learned phiz, 
Faith, the Party’s sure to suffer— 
That's it—keep behind the rock— 
Poor young man, he’ll feel it sadly— 
It will be an awful shock, 
For he thinks we want it badly. 


‘* Want a Land Bill?’’ Does he think 
What we want is “ satisfaction ”’ ? 
When it’s just from that we shrink, 
Does he think it an attraction. 
Whist, my honey, lie you low, 
And the less you say the better ; 
Master Gerald soon will know 
Erin will not be his debtor, 


MACARTHY :— 


Dillon, you've a pretty wit; 
’Tis in fact your chief attraction. 


‘* Satisfaction!” that’s a hit— 


Can one satisfy a faction ? 


Can a faction have enough ? 


That and that alone’s the question. 


headed ! Killed by kindness that were rough— 


Kill the kind is your suggestion. 


But no violence, I pray, 


Bloodshed always makes me ill ! 
‘Stand!’ We'll most politely BAY ; 
‘“‘ Stand, and hand us up the Bill.” 
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A REASON FOR EVERYTHING. 

North Country Sportsman.—“’Ere, yoong mahn! yew be keerful wen yew coom to thaat ere big joomp, ’cos oi’ve a’ got ’arf a crownd 
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For, of course, we must continue 
To crush this * satisfaction giving,” 
When such giving would deprive 
Honest worthies of their living. 


DILLON :— 


True for you! But duck your head! 
Here he is—now, steady, steady— 
Pray be by your leader led— 
Shoulder arms! Now are you ready ? 
(They both spring out.) 
Ha, ha! (Aside.) Let’s hope that he’s 
unmanned— 
Now, my far too cheerful giver, 


Hand that bill up—I mean—stand, 


Stand, my honey, and deliver. 


_ (They struggle, and Bill gets badly torn). 





A Pleasant Prospect. 


Fainty (nervously).—“ Is—is your dog 


good-tempered, Chuffle ? ”’ 


Chuffle-—* Well, he’s very good- 


tempered when he’s fixed anyone. He 
seems so pleased then!” 


A Long Shot. 


Gentleman (to house agent).—‘* How do 


you account for the parlour walls being 
so damp?" 


House Agent (hesitatingly).—“ Well— 


er—the fact is, sir, the last tenant was 
an American —er—gentleman !”’ 
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DILLON.—* LOOK HERE, 
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IRISH OPPOSITION. 


; { _EY -EEN, GE 3 tETS IME 
) ARTHY, MY HONEY, IF THAT SPALPEEN, GERALD BALFOUR, GETS HO 

os USE FOR US AT WESTMINSTER.” 

(For Cartoon Verses see page 146.) 
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I am told that a new Armenian 
opera is shortly to be produced in 
London. Here is a fine chance for 
the spiteful critics. How many of 
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them will head their notices, ‘‘ Another 
Atrocity’? 
TT mag . ” ° 
b \\. According to General Molyneux’s new 
) book on Africa, Lord William Beres- 


ford’s horse broke open a chest of tea 








Cy and ate a pound or two of it. The 
\ animal was seized with a violent mad- 

nees that alarmed the camp and terrified 
| | —__ all the other horses, eventually dying 


in great agony. 


Perhaps Sir Wilfred Lawson will note this. Had the unhappy 
charger chawed up malt, he would probably have been alive and 
happy at the present moment. 


: 


The Johannesburg c orrespondent of the Boer organ, the Standard 
and Diggers' News, says that Mr. Chamberlain intends to revoke 
the Convention of '84, which prevents the Transvaal Republic from 
making treaties with foreign Powers. The News wants it to be so, 
therefore it says it isso. But Joseph will not do anything of the 
sort. He has pledged himself to uphold the Convention. 


~ ¥ 


To withdraw from that position would be to find himself, like his 
Biblical namesake, ‘‘ in a hole.” 
* 


The holidays are over; we have all enjoyed ourselves in our 
various ways. Back to the office stool, back to lathe and plane 
we trudge, with only the sweet memory of a few hours of freedom 
to beguile us till the summer is past its zenith and the long 
twilights of autumn threaten us more fiercely day by day. 


“PUN” LYRICS, (No. 20.) 
To W ORK. 
Wearily trudging to office and stool, 
Backwards and forwards each day, 
Wearily handling the pen or the tool, 
Each in his own plodding way ; 
Though the sun may be shining, the sky be blue, 
And Nature all tenderly woos, 
We dare not to linger with her—I and you 
Howe’er languorously she sue 
Wearily bending o'er desk and o'er bench, 
Having no eyes for the green 
Garment of Nature, which, coquettish wench, 
She dons when she wants to be seen 


At her brightest and best, in the long summer day 
By the shade of the rippling stream, 
The others, the favoured of fortune may stay— 


But we—we may not even dream 


Wearily gasping for breath in the town, 
Heavy our eyelids may grow, 
We may nod for a moment, though masters may frown 
And for one little moment may know 
The joy of the heather, the meadow, the glade, 
The breeze of the free-roving air, 
For one moment the master may flercely upbraid, 
For one moment we need not care. 


At the Pastrycook’s. 


First Man.—‘ That boy over there has just eaten eleven jam 
tarts, and now he's tackling the twelfth and last one, and he doesn’t 
look ill over it, either! ' 


Second ditto.—‘‘ No; and yet he’s in the last stage of consump- 
tion!’ 


The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE OF BOWSKI. 


The big bear smiles a subtle smile, 
Sly, but gay— 
Bowski knoweth naught of guile, 
'Tis his way— 
Slyly creeping, silence keeping, 
Sometimes laughing, sometimes weeping— 
He looks knowing, where’s he going ’ 
Who can say ! 
In the Balkans there's a row 
On to-dau— 
What is Turkey up to, now 
He’s away ? 
Eastward stealing, there's a feeling 
That in strategy he’s dealing— 
Eastward sneaking, what's he seeking ? 
Who can say ? 
Bool the Lion looks askance, 
Grim and grey, 
Quite prepared for what may chance 
ane way! 
Bowski’s clearance, disappearance, 
Maybe call for vn at rence— 
Things are humming, what is coming } 
Who can say? 

No one knew pred what the quarrel was about; indeed, it is 
extremely doubtful if anyone wanted to; there was a quarrel, and 
they were quarrelling, that was good enough for them. 

** And, who do you thir 1k, you are, eh? ” cried Franki Panki to 
Jon Bool. 

‘* As good as you, anyway,” retorted Bool. 

“TI tell you I won’t!” screamed Puff Tupp; “that’s flat, I 
won’t!”’ 

“ All right,” said Hungri, “ then I shall be compelled, reluct- 
antly compelled, to wring your adjective neck!” 

‘‘ Good business,’ ’ yelled It Ali, ‘‘ knock his silly old head off!”’ 

And they were all’ sh uting and screaming at each other, when 
Puff Tupp suddenly excl laimed, ‘ ‘Why, where’s Bowski?”’ 

‘‘ Eh?” snapped Bool, “ what’s that—what’s that?” 

‘‘He was here a minute ago,” murmured Hungri. 

‘‘T saw him myself,” said It Ali. 

Franki Panki looked very puzzled, but put on as knowing an air 
as he knew how at such short notice. ‘ Oh,” he said, ‘* Bowski? 
I expect he’s looking after the interest of his ally. That’s what 
he’s doing.” 

“Ah,” murmured Bool, “been borrowing your money, eh, 
Franki ?”’ 

“ Well,’ said F ranki, ‘just a million or so, for a day or so.” 

“More fool you,”’ growled Bool. ‘Where the deuce is the 
fellow?” 

“ Well,’ said Hungri, ‘this comes of quarrelling. Why——” 
and Hungri looked round as if he wanted to kill something. 

“Why . What?” shrieked Puff Tuff. ‘' Don’t, for heaven’s 
sake, look like that ; there’s a good chap.”’ 

‘‘Now, look here, you fellows. Just think a minute,” whis- 
pered Hungri. ‘ Who began the quarrel?” 

‘ Why,” cried It Ali, ‘‘ Bowski said 

Here he stopped short, and they all looked at each other 
very solemnly. 

‘‘Exactly,”’ said Bool, at length. ‘‘Same old game. Sets us by 
the ears, and then he sneaks off on his own private business.” 

‘‘It’s sure to be all right,” said Franki. ‘‘ He’ll be back to- 
morrow. He promised ——’’ 

“Oh! if he promised,” cried Bool, ‘‘ we know where we are. 
Whatever he promises, that is the very thing that he won’t do.” 

At this moment an awful crash was heard. 

‘In the china shop, by Jingo,’’ screamed Puff Tupp. 

‘Tndia!’’ yelled Bool. 

‘*Siam!’’ shrieked Franki, and then —— But that is another 
story. 








Cause and Effect. 


Mrs. Jorkins.—‘ That there Mr. Smith as lives over the way has 
just come home agin in a hansom, quite ’elpless.”’ 

Mrs. Torksom.— Ah, poor man! It’s very awful, ain’t it, but it’s 
all her fault, you know; he’s driven to drink.”’ 

Mrs. Jorkins.—“Is henow? Well, I always see him when he’s 
driven from Hin peanting home at night, you know.” 


A BILL is to be brought before the United States Congress to im- 
pose a tax of 50 per cent. on the dowry of every American woman 
who marries an Englishman. /'un begs to suggest that they might 
attain the desired end with less trouble by having a few of their 


. 
decent-looking young men educated as gentlemen. 
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THE (UN)WILLING UNEMPLOYED.—SECRET SNAP SHOTS AT A CITY CLERK. 
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‘Deuce take it! Overslept myself again. Always most punctual—to the very tick of the clock—two hours too late each 
morning. Neveronce up toscratch. Indigestion? Measles? Sunstroke? Suddendeath? Which is it tobe? Humph, I've had those 
and every other ailment and calamity I could think of during the six months of my present employment. I suppose there ain't 
many over 150.” 
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‘“‘ Dear me, now; two hours late! Am I really, sir? It shan’t happen again, sir. (Confound it, I've always promised that.) 


What is it this time, sir? Oh,my old enemy, the neuralgia, sir. (Must fall back on something.) * * * Good luck, he's gone out * * * 
My head is too lumpy for figures to-day. 


P-h-e-e-w! that must have been fearfully bad whisky I had last night.” 
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k through the papers and a smoke till the Boss returns. re There's his footstep. a Tati Should like 
and I've promised to visit a sick friend, who lies at the point of death.” * * * 
It so happened that the ‘boss ” also visited a “sick friend lying at the point of death fe the latter looking exceedingly jolly under 
the circumstances: he and his friend, the City Clerk, respectively presiding as chair” and “ Vice” at a “ Select Smoker, and 

Wanted, a Clerk, in the City. None but those of robust constitution, perfect truthfulness, and strict punctuality need apply, etc., 
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“Tl have a quiet lo ' 
to get away now, sir. Neuralgia still very bad, sir; 


Situatior napers. 
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The Star of India, at the Princess’s, is a fine, 
full-blooded melodrama of the old Grecian 
days. Itis all about nothing—but the nothing 
is very thrilling and exciting, and the can- 
nonades are excellent aids to the general 
effect. 
A The play was produced in Lent, so I sup- 
\ —~ . pose there was something particularly appro- 
Wie’4 priate in the saltpetre. 
1 i Oi And when, after two acts, we strike out a 
bt new line and are taken to India, we begin to 
enjoy ourselves greatly. 

It is Christmas Day. The officers are making merry at the 
dinner table. Captain Stanmore rises, lifts his glass, and proposes 
the toast of “‘The Queen.” Ping! His glass is shattered in bis 
hand! The Residency is attacked!! Great heaven, my wife! ! ! 
Andsoon!?{***!!! 

Alarms and excursions follow one another with prodigal 
generosity. Aleem Khan, an Indian servant, confesses to the 
murder of the heroine’s husband in the first act, for which the 
heroine has been tried and—marvel of marvels—acquitted. 


« Miss Sidney Fairbrother, Miss Hettie Chattell, Mr. Robert 
Pateman, and Miss Agnes Hewitt act admirably. 


The Gay Parisienne, at the Duke of York’s, book by Dance, 
music by Oaryll—quite dance-music, in fact, is a bright and merry 
little musical comedy without any story to speak of, but with some 
very pretty songs. The big hit of the evening is made by Miss 
Freear, a quaint little wag whose singing of a music-hally song, 
“ Sister Mary Jane’s Top Note,’ caused quite a furore. Miss Ada 
Reeve, Mr. Denny, Mr. Wheeler, and the rest, are all capital. 


The hundreth performance of The Prisoner of Zenda was 
celebrated at the St. James’s on Tuesday night, in the usual 
fashion—big house, handsome souvenirs, plenty of enthusiasm, 
calls, curtains, and soon, ad lib. This bright and romantic play 
has never gone better, and the acting of Miss Evelyn Millard, Mr. 
George Alexander, Mr. Waring, Mr. W. H. Vernon, Miss Lily Han- 
bury, and others has grown better with experience—splendid as 
they all were on the first night. 


The Mother of Three at the Comedy ought to bea big success 
—it is uproariously funny, and it is splendidly played. Fancy, 
Fanny Brough disguised in frock-coat, a grey wig, and shepherd’s 
plaid what-you-may-call-ums as her own husband. Fancy her as 
the Mother of Three—triplets born after their father’s 
departure for Peru—where he has stayed 18 years— 
afraid to write and tell him of her eligibility for the Queen's Bounty, 
and so informing him merely that he is the proud possessor of one 
bouncing girl. Fancy her disguising herself as their father in 
order that the suspicions of prospective fathers and mothers-in- 
law should be allayed—their suspicions that there must be some- 
thing shady about a husband that is never seen. 

The complications that ensue can easily be imagined—the fun 
that they cause when you know that so great an actress as Miss 
es ya the principal character. The forgetfulness, the 

it speeches of the woman who forgets that she is 
supposed to be a man! And then when the real husband 
epee and believes tnat another man is occupying his place, 
that there are three children, what material 0. is here for 


fast and furious merriment. It is a risky subject, of course; but 

Miss Clo Graves, the authoress, never offends inst good taste. 
Mr. Cyril Maude, Miss Rose Lecleroqg, and the company played 

splendidly. : 








——$—_ 


A sad accident marred the festivities at the Gaiety on Wednesday 
evening, when new version was presented. Mr. Edmund Payne, 
who returned to his 
seriously ill on the stage. Handsome souvenirs were presented to 
the audience, and The Shop Girl seems as young as ever. 


The Sin of St. Hulda was produced on Thursday evening at the 


Shaftesbury. 
ws GOSSAMER. 


Having an inclination to witness a second performance of 7'rue 
Blue, I strolled Olympic-wards. This, just now, interesting naval 
drama has been pruned som?what, and it plays smoothly and per- 
fectly up to 11 o’clock, a time which, as I recommended in my first 
notice of this new play, allows those amongst the audience who live 
beyond the Metropolitan boundary to get home before midnight. 
Miss Kate Phillips has very much improved the part of Rose 
Pringle. Her marked inclination for John Lobbett is without 
doubt a current feature throughout the play. Mr. Charles Wibrow 
acts the part of an able-bodied seaman, John Lobbett, to the life. 
His acting was a subject of warm appreciation with some of Her 
Majesty’s Jack Tars who were located in the pit. This drama well 
deserves a good and hearty support from the playgoing public. 


Sir Augustus Harris really merits the thanks of all true music- 
lovers for his grand opera in English at Drury Lane Theatre. The 
season commenced on Saturday, 4th inst., with Gounod’s Faust, in 
five acts. Every one is acquainted with the story of Faust, an 
exemplication of the sin of discontent and its ramifications. The 
Mephistopheles of Mr. Charles Manners is a very fine perform- 
ance, His physique and voice are in every way favotrable for the 
part, which he portrays with fiendish mockery and demoniacal 
persistency. The Marguerite of Madame Fanny Moody is 
rendered modestly, and with all the charm of a young, guileless 
girl. A little more robustness could, without detriment, be infused 
into the part of Valentine by Mr. Wilson Sheffield, whose voice and 
acting are not above mediocrity. Faust is played by Mr. E.C. Hed- 
mondt. The latter possesses the art of making up a juvenile and 
attractive individuality ; his voice is pleasing, and is in good keeping 
with his deportment. Mlle. Meisslinger takes the part of Siebel, 
presumably to display the effeminacy of the individual to whom 
Valentine consigns the custody of his sister Marguerite. Madame 
Amadi plays the subsidiary part of Martha almost inaudibly, and 
Mr. Hugh Gwynne plays Wagner. The soldiers’ chorus was a 
grand feature. 


The choruses were well performed throughout, and it is easy to 
note that there has been an importation of some strong, young male 
voices into the chorus. Signor Mancinelli conducted, and the 
orchestra, some 70 strong, well sustained their reputation. It was 
a delightful performance. 


On Easter Monday Mascagni’s opera, Cavalleria Rusticana, 
followed by Leoncavallo’s opera, Pagliacci, were played. The 
former is getting better known, by reason of the favour with which 
the intermezzo is invariably received. It was encored. The plot 
of Cavalleria is simple and conventional. Santuzza loves Turiddu, 
who strongly inclines to Alfio’s wife, Lola. Alfio learns his wife’s 
infidelity from Santuzza. Alfio and Turiddu fight, and the latter is 
killed. Miss Lilian Tree sang and acted the part of Santuzza 
unaffectedly and naturally. Mr. E.C. Hedmondt was a fascina- 
ting and gay Turiddu. His drinking song and his farewell to his 
mother, Lucia, were, respectively, well rendered. Mr. Wilson 
Sheffield’s Alfio was a very creditable performance, although he 
does not sufficiently throw himself, heart and soul, into the 
business as one could wish. Mlle. Jessie Huddleston’s Lola was 
good. Madame Amadi played Lucia in a style convincing enough 
as to how the part of a mother, brimming over with fondness and 
sympathy, should be portrayed. Mr. J. M. Glover conducted. 


Pagliacci is a little gem in musical composition. As the titl® 
signifies, a band of strolling players, Canio and his wife Nedda, 
Tonio, and Beppe, give a performance at a little village in Calabria: 
Nedda intrigues with Silvio, a young villager. The villagers attend 
the performance of a comedy of love and jealousy, whereat Canio 
stabs his wife to the heart. As she dies the curtain drops, and 
Canio announces the conclusion of the whole matter. iihouss 
the music is not of the catchy kind, still it is impressive. M. 
Brozel’s Canio betokens cmt study of the part of a broken- 
hearted husband. Mlle. Pauline Joran played Nedda very fasci- 
natingly ; her voice is very pleasing. Mr. Richard Green’s Tonio, 
Mr. Theodore Byard’s Silvio, and Mr. Reginald Brophy’s Beppe 
cenpeesivey deserve commendation. Mr. Landon Ronald con- 

ucted. 


On Easter Monday Balfe’s opera, The Bohemian Girl, was given. 
This well-known musical composition is always welcome. The 
sweet familiar strains and ballads will never tire. Madame Fanny 


as Miggles in The Shop Girl, was taken . 
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Moody sang and acted Arline sweetly and charmingly. Her render- 
ing of ‘‘I Dreamt that I Dwelt in Marble Halls” was profoundly 
sympathetic, and went straight to the heart. Mr. Herbert Grover is 
the happy possessor of a very pleasing tenor voice. He seemed a bit 


shy, and appeared reluctant to catch at encores. Many would have 
liked a repetition of his ‘‘ When Other Lips,” etc. His Thaddeus 
will improve on his further performance of the part, which should 
be played with a degree of boldness and some abandon. The Gipsy 
Queen of Miss Meisslinger was energetic and pronounced. Mr. 
Charles Manners played a splendid Devilshoof, It is clear that he 
is an artist of many parts. I did not discern any appearance of 
the Mephistophelean mannerism in his Devilshoof, a feat, with 
some actors, wholly unattainable. Mr. Wilfred Esmond’s Flore- 
stein was very comical. Miss Kate Vito played the nurse with 
sufficient and becoming expression. Mr. Wilson Sheffield fits the 
of Count Arnheim. His singing and acting were most apt and 
well sustained. ‘‘ The Heart Bowed Down” was most feelingly 
sung by him, and he thoroughly deserved the recall. The choruses 
were excellently maintained, and the conductor, Mr. J. M. Glover, 
carried the opera through with commendable verve and despatch. 
On Wednesday, Bizet’s Opera, Garmen, was produced. Mlle. 
Pauline Joran is a bewitching Carmen. She sings and acts the 
part to the life. She is a true artiste; able to maintain her imper- 
sonations inviolate and distinct. I could not discern any trace of 
Nedda in her representation of Carmen. M. Brozel isa capital 
Don José. The latter character never fuses with his Canio. Mme. 
Amy Sherwin as Michaela sings pathetically. The Misses Huddle- 
ston and Addison play Mercedes and Frasquita, respectively, 
becomingly. Mr. Richard Green is a brilliant Escamillo. His 
Toreador’s song went splendidly, and the chorus made the entire 
matter a glorious success. Mr. Wilson Sheffield plays a sprightly 
Dancairo, and the comicalities of Mr. Wilfred Esmond as Remen- 
dado are pleasing. Zuniga is taken by Mr. Llewelyn and Morales 
by Mr. Devers. Signor Mancinelli wielded the baton. 
Humperdinck’s opera, Hansel and Gretel, was performed on 
Thursday. The opera is a musical setting of a fairy tale, possessing 
very little merit. The music is very curious, and, occasionally, as 
the necessity of the tale dictates, becomes exceedingly mysterious 
and weird. Hansel and Gretel are the children of a broommaker. 
They are sent by their mother, Gertrude, into the wood to gather 
strawberries. Their father, Peter, goes out to find them, as there 
is an old witch in the wood who eats children. The children get 
lost and fall asleep. They are watched over by salubrious spirits 
and admiring angels. Subsequently the children are inveigled by 
the witch, but they throw her into her own furnace, and, the 
spell being broken, all the other children victims who had been 
turned into gingerbread, are released. The father and mother 
discover their lost ones, and all ends with joyous song. Miss Marie 
Elba and Miss Jessie Huddleston respectively play Hansel and 
Gretel. Mr. Charles Copland and Madame Julia Lennox play the 
father and mother, Miss Meisslinger plays the Witch, and Miss 
Edith Johnston and Miss Sylvia Delrita play the respective parts 
of Dewman and Sandman. On Friday there was a repetition of 
Gounod’s opera, Faust. 
On Saturday morning Cavalleria Rusticana, followed by 
Pagliacci, were performed, and in the evening Wagner’s opera, 
Tannhauser, was rendered in fine style. Fimem opera coronant. 


A Sea Soliloquy. 


“Tr strikes me that when Britannia ruled these waves she 
must have been ‘half-seas over’ herself, for she’s ruled ’em 
mighty uneven!” soliloquised a steamboat passenger who didn’t 
feel at all well. 


In consequence of the evidence which has been given in the 
case of the Times v. the Central News, would it not be as well in 
future to call an “‘ expanded telegram ” a Tell-a-cram ? 














A REGULAR SMASHER, 


The Squire. -‘* Yes, yes, she looks all right, but is she fast?" 
Dealer.— Fast? She’s downright cheeky.” 











The Carpenter’s Courting. 


A CARPENTER was Thomas Stone, 
A plane man in his ways; 

Without a vice; he never was known 
To “chisel ’’ all his days! 


One eve he saw a pretty wench, 
In stylish garments dressed ; 
His heart it gave a sudden wrench, 
And hammered at his chest ! 


He found her name was Martha Bings, 
Whose father was a “‘ screw’; 

A “hard nail’ in most business things, 
A “softy” but in few! 


Now, Thomas had saved up some “ chips ’’ ; 
Old Bing’s saw-‘‘ dust” he had, 
And said to him, o’er sundry “ nips," 
‘‘Take Martha, my dear lad!” 

So Thomas went to her with glee, 
And, without ~ fuss, 

Asked, ‘‘ Shall we let some parson be 
A joiner, dear, of us?"’ 

At first she seemed a trifle coy, 
But ere long they were wed, 

And now they clasp a little boy 
With locks upon his head ! 

















Cadbury's 
cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 











Halate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 
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Food, “‘TRITICUMINA’’ RATION 
BISCUITS. If you don’t know any of 
them, try them all. 


SOLE MANUVACTURERS— 


MEABY & Co., Ld., 
READING, ENGLAND. 





Ho Ble Ho tle ete Bo lo Bo Roo de dee Bode ge de gone ge dene gogo sede Loo geg 


ei Gk Toh fo 


4 


read 
ae ae oeees Oy pence Gaataian laaiale tooth. 
If you like ‘‘Triticumina’’ Bread or 






















































Sn enameEaN 


Ln ge Se a : 





oc arg was % oye sas 
athe I al ih ht a AB a AR as Fem “ae ae aon si 
na % 4 “= Caen oo Spe ns) cin Scene aoe a 
, sae an ati a i Be S a aE ys EE TS AE TR os RES A i ke aS 


Roem orga 












































On Bank Holiday night a young fellow, who had really enjoyed 
himself very much, rushed out of a public-house, and threw his 
arms around a married lady who happened to be passing, and 
kissed her. To his surprise the lady objected—she was the first 
lady all day who had done so !—and thario was summoned and 
fined 10s. His excuse was that “it was an accident!" Unfor- 
tunately the judge was a dull, dry man of the world, who foresaw 
what the consequences would be if young men were ‘allowed to go 
about having accidents like that—hence the fine. 


A ny described the Soudan Expedition as ‘‘ another 
nile in the French coffin.” 


‘*The camels belonging to Osman Digna are sulking, and will 
not work.’’ Ofcourse not. They have “ got the hump.”’ 


DEFINITIONS. 


A * ren "is a rich man who says there is no disgrace in 
being 
A ‘ imotallist is a man who borrows a sovereign and pays back 
a shilling. 
An “up-to-date ”’ joke: Some funny thing tuat everybody at 
resent alive is talking about. 
A‘ Little Englander’’: A father who is jealous of his son’s pros- 
perity. 
A “gentleman”: The person speaking. 
The “Middle Class": That class immediately below the person 
speaking. 
A “Genius”: 1. A man who is always talking. 
2. A man who is never talking. 


Mr. Doolan’s Economy. 


“Ox tell yez phwat it is, Biddy,” said Mr. Doolan to his wife, 
“we must practise economy, fur me money affairs are in a dreadful 
bad shtate.” 

‘*Phwat can Oi do more than Oi do?” asked Mrs. Doolan, 
somewhat indignantly. “ Shure, OW m as careful av ivery penny 
Oi spend as a ben sittin’ on eggs."’ 

« Whol, Biddy,” replied Mr. Doolan, sage 9 Mom yez might do 
this: whin yez buy a joint av mate, buy all the bone yez can wid 
it, an’ thin we can sell the ould bones to the rag-an’-bone man!” 
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The Saitys Safety. 
Ir is said that accidents never happen to lady cyclists. 


Oh! say not woman breaks her neck 
A cycling for her pleasure; 

Oh! say not she hands in her check, 
And Garstin takes her measure. 


When lovely woman wheeling goes 
She is so smart and clever ; 

A stranger quite to spills and throws 
She tumbles off—oh, never ! 


Oh! say not woman comes to grief, 
As ‘long the road she ranges ; 
Such fibs receive not our belief, 
Her luck knows not such changes. 
She spins along in splendid form, 
Holding her own way ever; 
Men may come croppers nice and warm, 
But woman—oh, no, never! 


A Dark Deed. 


Mrs. Jokle: *‘ Don’t you think our coal merchant is a simpleton, 
John?” 

Mr. Jokle: “No, my dear, I think he is more of an artful ton, 
for he always gives short weight !”’ 
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Jones (who has Sidi dining, ond aie ies sat 4 down in his bath, 
thinking it is his arm chair.)—“ Oh! law! how dreadfully damp 
these cushions are! ! ”’ 
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SMOKERS SHOULD USE 


Calvert's Dento-Phenolene. 


is. 6d., 2s. 6d., and 1-lb. 7s. 6d. Bottles, 
At Chemists, &c., or Post Free for value. 


A FRAGRANT LIQUID DENTIFRICE, 


A few drops in a wine-glass of water make a delicious mouth wash for 


sweetening the breath, preserving the teeth, and leaving a pleasant taste. 


Editor of Health says :—‘‘ An agreeable tooth wash, most efficient for 


strengthening the gums, and bas tte the mouth of the aroma of tobacco.’ 


F. C. CALVERT & Co., ‘Manchester. 
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Came home for an hour or two to have a look at the exhibition 
of Wyllie’s pictures. Enjoyed myself immensely—good as a trip 
to the seaside—could feel the breezes and sniff the salt water like 
—like anything. 


Saturday.—Went over to Nunhead to see the foundation stone 
for a new library laid by Mr. Passmore Edwards. Nice vo ongeoom, 
laying a foundation stone. Does remind me so of making mu 
pies. 

The glory of our House of Commons—as far as all-night sittings 
| go, at any rate—has departed, but they are more conservative 

in Canada; they’ve been having a day and night sitting for a con- 
siderable period. 





EXCESS, 


The British House of Commons sits 
In imminent exposure 

| To an arrangement which permits 

| FPO Tp by Closure. 











By tue PArtTy ON THE SPOT. 


In © they’re free as air 
_ Wednesday.—Haven’t quite finished holiday making. Justlooked To keep on sticking to it, 
in on Her Most Gracious at Nice. Think the change is — They’re right to sit I’m quite aware, 
doing her a deal of good. Seemed to be enjoying | But wherefore overdo it ? 


herself anyway. Only appeared a little anxious lest burglars 


should get into her house while she’s away. Told her I’d give an Monday.—Two painful occurrences to-day. Another o. penny. 


eye to it when I got back. Eased her mind,I think. Nice place | in-the-slot affair gone wrong and another Irish Bill 

Nice—(That is not intended for a pun, as I’m quite aware that the | =‘ into Parliament, 

name of the town is pronounced like a female nephew and not with Tuesday.—Over to celebration of opening of new buil of Lady 

& long i-—though it isn’t everybody who is that way of thinking Owen’s School at “ Merrie Islington.” All very jubilant—with justi- 

I’ve found—from the irritating jocularities they commit). fication, too. Handsome building—quaint origin—successful 
Among all the recent talk about Education, I’ve fished out the undertaking. What more can you want ? 


fact that there are four big office establishments devoted to its 
administration ; one of them called the “ Tin Hut,’”’ cost £10,000 to 


Over to Paris to curious arg os op ** five-o’-clocker.”’ 
build. Ishould think it was a “tin” hut! 


Walls—furniture—people and their dresses all exhaling light— 


everybody his own gus jet—all people present “ shining lights ’"— 
THE TIN TAX. persons of light and leading. 
Who doubts that Education’s shrine Looked in at the Royal Botanic daffodil show and conference. 
Should glow with the luxurious,— Splendid biooms and interesting dissertation on the past, present, 
How otherwise would one divine | and future of the narcissi. Going to grow some in the back 
The genuine from spurious ? yard. 
But then extravagance comes in Tue SpPorrer. 


To take away the gilt of it, 
And houses cost a lot of tin, 























(It seems) when they are built of it. Lively Company. 

Thursday.—Had such a nice day with the Duke and Duchess of T “ Why, this ’ is all alive, mum!” 
York at Brighton. t by the fall of a trophy, ramp.—* Why, this cheese you've give me ve, 
though. ee — Cook.—* Well, some people consider that a luxury. It won’t 

Friday.—Had another look at the Athens athletics. Going on hurt you—eat it, ; 
with unabated vigour. Greeks carried off something at last—the, Tramp.—' Oh, no, mum, I ain’t goin to eat sich a rare thing as 
Marathon long distance very long distance) event. Was glad. a luxury! I'll let it trot alongside o’ me ter keep me company ; 
Said “ hooray!” with the best of them, and they did hooray! I’m werry lonely at times, mum ! 
Noricz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 





No. 1,615. 
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KING PREMPEH IN EXILE. 


PREMPEH.—“ YUP! MISTER SOJER!*YOU NO NEED WATCHEE ME NOW. ME NO RUN AWAY FROM THIS 
DELICIOUS MAZAWATTEE.” 
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During the Last Act. 


Firstnitre.—“ That lady in front of me 
has ample justification for calling her 
hat a poem!” 

Secondnitre.—‘‘ How so?”’ 

Firstnitre —" Why, I've been scanning 
it, and-nothing else, the whole of the 

blessed-evening !”’ 


A Fatal Case. 


“THe doctor says I’m not to be 
+ worried,” squeaked the rat to the terrier. 
' You're to be well shaken before 
taken,’’ growled the terrier, seizing it. 


A Strong Likeness. 


Mrs. Snarler.—* Oh, James, I’ve lost 
my dear little pug! I’m going to adver- 
tise,and offer a reward for its recovery, 
but I don’t know how to describe its 
darling features.”’ 

Mr. Snarler.—“ Better give a descrip- 
tion of your own! ”’ 












ee 


Cross. 


“ WHY are you staring at that tender 
young fowl in such a strange, fixed 
manner, Mr. Squintle ?” irritably asked 
the boarding-house keeper. 

“T ain’t starin’ at that tender young 
fowl,’’ replied the cross-eyed boarder, 
savagely; ‘I’m starin’ at the tough old 
' hen at the head of the table! ”’ 


To a Careless Lady 
3 Gardener. 
. Farry, Fairy, quite contrary, 


a 








‘ Colo-Raad-o Brown.” 
(As Sune Dairy sy ‘‘(D-)Oom-(ep) Pavr.”) 
(With apologies to the ‘* Shop Girl,’’) 
W3GEN the tricky British miner, 
In a Donald Currie liner, 
With his bundles trip-ped across the distant sea 
I had not the faintest notion 
Of an Englishman’s devotion 
To the awful doctrine of equalit-ee. 
Tho’ the franchise may be proper 
For the antiquated Dopper, 
Who is groping on the intellectual stair, 
It’s distinctly suicidal 
To give rein (instead of bridle) 
To the educated and—the millionaire ! 


CHORUS :— 
Aha! the voteless millionaire, 
Without a state-r’s care, 
Instead of legislator on the Raad-o ! 
He’s not so cute as Brown 
Who strolled into the town, 
Beneath the stars and stripes of Colorado! 


Tho’ the Rand is over-rated, 

And its youth uneducated, 

I’ve a fat and overflowing Treasur-ee, 

Which is filled (so it is mooted 

And, of course, I can’ dispute it) 

BY the taxes of the new Dami-ocracy. 

I have trafficked in concessions, 

And connived at retrogressions ; 

I’ve veneered a thousand vena! jobs. 

My reforms are ratiier dreamy, 

My Finance distinctly seamy. 

With the savour of a ‘‘ Jabez "’ or a ‘‘ Hobbes.” 
CHorvs :— 

Aha! the voteless millionaire, etc 



































ALL UNCHARITABLENESS |! 
How does your garden grow 2 “Congratulate you, dear! How well that portrait of you is hung!"’ 
The crop of weeds chokes sprouting seeds, “My portrait? 3 | 
You really should handle your hoe! i 


Thi 


wert 
ye 
(lt was a liken 
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A Good Time Coming. 


Sign of the Cross has proved peculiarly attractive to clerical! 


gentlemen. The Bishop of Norwich granted a special ‘ dispensa 


tion” 
Pre Ss. ] 


to such as cared to see it during its visit to that city.— 


I. Tue Curate’s Worps. 


How oft, when on my zestless walk 
Through mead or park I pensive stalk, 
Or thumb the musty tomes of mawk.- 
Ish ancients in my garret, 
I crave an hour in playhouse passed, 
With stigma on my name uncast! 
And now my chance has come at last-- 
Thanks, thanks to Wilson Barrett! 


Il. THe THEATRICAL ManaGer's WORDS. 


Since in the stiff ecclesiarch’s sight 
This class of play seems good and right, 
Come, soar, my playright, lithe and light, 
On sacred Muse’s pinions, 
And dramatise me, if thou can’st, 
Poor Lazarus raised, poor aul entranced, 
And many a weird event that chanced 
In Palestine’s dominions! 


Ill. Ma. ‘‘ Fcx’s"’ Worps. 


We would not have the playwright’s touch 

Too lightly laid, or laid too much, 

On Holy Writ; yet hail we such 
Slight moves in that direction 

As tend to haste the halcyon tide 

When, hand-in-hand and side-by-side, 

Our Church, our Stage, shall strive to guide 
Our souls more near perfection ! 
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Snooks.—** Oh, I daresay he’s all you say, but I want somethiug more showy for my dogcart!” 
Dealer.—** More showy! Well, Sir, there’s a circus comin’ through the town t’morrer, I hear! you might take a look over their 


spotty ones!” 








On with the Old Love and 


Off with the New. 


Iraty :— 
On, William, sweet William, I fear 
You're as fickle as fickle can be ! 
I’m sorry to say so, my dear, 
But you to be fonder of me. 
You know how attractive you are, 
And I realiy don’t think that you should 
Encounter that minx 
With affectionate winks, 
For she’d take you from me if she could. 


Oh, William, dear William, beware, 
She’s a nasty, impertinent jade; 
Her innocent smile is a snare, 
And I fear that she’ll never be staid. 
She’s artful as artful can be, 
"Tis for you, dearest William, I quake. 
You called her “ Ma Belle,”’ 
Oh I know you so well— _ ., 
She's a flirt, sir, and you are a rake. 


Oh, William, you've loved me so long, 
Don’t, pray don’t dream of leaving me 


now 
Such baseness, dear William is wrong, 
I’ve been faitnful, that much you'll 
My troth, tle William, I keep, 
girl would beguile and 
I know what she’s at, 
She's a brazen-faced cat! 
Come away, William dear, come away ! 
WILLIAM :— 
Fear not for your William, my love, 
Trust in him, love, and banish your 


fear, 
All baseness he’s really above, 
You are dearest, and honour is dear ! 








a. 








este : 
She is dear! of that there’s no doubt ; 


But, of course, as you sow you must 


reap! 
till I fancy that France, 
If I made an advance, 
Would be useful, and certainly cheap. 


(To Italy, playfully) : 
Fie, fie, little dear, fete pet, 
You are panne you know, is it well 
The edge of French anger to whet 
Let me wink and just call her “‘ Ma 
Belle—” 
(Ttaly snatches her hand away.) 
Of course, if you take it like that, 
I must cut her, I fear she’ll be grieved, 
(Aside) : 
Phew! I’m in for it now, 
There will be such a row, 
The dear girl has been badly deceived. 


FRANCE :— : 
So, so, Master William, your game 
Was to play with me just for a time. 
Your policy surely is lame, 
To wound without reason or rhyme. 
You think you may play, sir, with me, 
With impunity? Time only shows! 
I loathe you and hate, 
But I patiently wait, 
Till the time comes, and we come to 
blows. 


You'll fool that poor Italy now, 
But you'll never fool me, sir, again. 
I've tested the strength of your vow, 
Ah, to jilt me was really insane. 
ge bom yo ou venture to slight ! 
ery well, Master William, you wait, 
The price you will pay, 
On no long distant day, 
The full price of my anger and hate. 











He Objected. 


SHE was rich, but somewhat old ane 
ugly. He was r, but young an 
re iced a wee Satie all the 
wooing, and murmured, fondly : 

“ Why won’t you marry me, Harold, 
darling? You know, with me, money is 
no object.” 

‘*No, I know; but you’re such an 
object!” he said, brutally. 


“Fun’s” Filosophy. 

A man who condescends to argue with 
& woman respecting her relative weak- 
ness is weaker than the woman. 

Many a Member of Parliament gets 
praised for the excellence of his speech, 
when he ought really to be congratulated 
on his choice of a secretary. 

Most love is at sight. Either first 
sight, or short sight, or long sight, or 
eligible site, or a sight of the bank book. 

Why do strict Sabbatarians object to 
@ Sunday paper which is got up and 
made on Saturday, but mever say 4 
word against the Monday paper which 
is prepared on Sunday? More camels’ 
needles and gnats. 

Dignity more often arises from a full 
stomach and a full purse than a full 
brain. 

It has been suggested, with some show 
of reason, that a melodrama has been 
so named because it is usually written 
on a plot which is mellow with age. 
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ON WITH THE OLD LOVE. 
LA BELLE FRANCE TO EMPEROR WILLIAM.—“SO YOU HAVE TAKEN UP WITH HER AGAIN, HAVE YOU, 
YOU FALSE GE! I ~ YOU BOTH!” 
GERMAN? HOW I HAT! (For Cartoon Verses see page 156.) 
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IGNORANCE 


Plower Girl (to Holy Father).— Buy a nice flower, Sir, to take ‘ome to yer missus?” 











On Woman. 

At the commencement of the world there was a garden and a 

man, and the man was quite happy. Shortly afterwards a woman 

in, The man was no longer happy. Since then men have 
been more or less unhappy, and reason is—no, there is wisdom 
in a blank. 

Woman isa riddle—one of those wretched riddles invented for 
the fitting of lunatic asylums—for there is no answer to her. That 
is different to sa sue bas no answer for you, for that would be 
untrue. I have many women, and they were never at a loss 
for an answer, Their answers never give information—but, then, 
no well-regulated woman ever gives. Woman and life are both 


pes t answers—and yet both are never willingly given up 


To-day woman is what she was yesterday in spite of her newness. 
She is a fact. A stern fact if you tread on her train or help her to 
the front of her dress. But that is the only that 
can be determined with any certainty. She isa fact. There are 
some men who have held that woman is an angel. Possibly that is 
because they have never seen one, and in all probability never will. 
However that may be, are always emphatic, But they are 
wrong. Angels do not their hair over the gas or with curling 

or the old-fashioned but reliable and picturesque paper or rag. 
ls do not screw their waists in a vain endeavour to rival an 
hour glass, at least, none of those with whom I am acquainted. 
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Mum is the Word. 

Tuey were standing together in an 
Egyptian cbarnel-house, and gazing 
reverently at y! embalmed remains of 
a long-departed hero. 

« Does not a sight like this,’’ she 
asked in an awe-stricken whisper, ‘“ im- 
press one to a solemn silence ?” 

“You are right, dear!’’ he answered 
with equal reyerénice, ‘‘mummy’s the 
word!” ¢: 


A Theological Digression. 


Medical Lecturer.—‘‘ Many persons 
have, indeed, had future occurrences 
revealed to them while their bodies were 
in a condition of trance. I can substan- 
tiate this by ——.”’ “> 

Facetious Clergyman in audience 
| (whispering to sour-faced ditto).—*‘ Ah, 
we must take notes of this. He is 
touching on the doctrine of trance- 





substantiation!” 4 anu EF 
The Charity Cough ‘Drop. 
Arrer church, on Sunday, upon 


counting the contents of the ccllection 
plates, one of the latter contained a 
cough drop. “ Perhaps it belongs to a 
gentleman who lives at Battersea,’’ sug 
| gested* one of the counters, of whom 
| nother temeritously venturing to taste 
| that peregrinating cough drop, instantly 
| exclaimed—“‘ Burns!!! By Jove!!!” 


Jacob, all Smiles! 


THe old Earl was celebrating his nine- 
tieth birthday : his son, after longing long 
years for a father’s death and a father’s 
title, was close on three score years and 
ten. ‘‘Egad!” chuckled the Earl over 
his wine, ‘‘egad, now! if I live much 
longer, I reckon I shall bring down my 
grey heir with sorrow to the grave! ”’ 


A Different Thing. 


Great Shakespeare asked ‘“ What’: in 
@& name ?”’ 
Not very much, we know ; 
But what a lot is in an aim 
From tricky Cupid’s bow ! 





Then whatisshe? There is the riddle—without the answer. I 
is, on the whole, easy enough to say what she is not—provided you 
have as long a life as Adam, who named all things—but it is 
im ible to assert what she is. I have arrived at a definition of 
which I am proud, and for which I have applied for letters patent. 
It is that woman is an accident. An accident is a misfortune 
that befalls man, and for which nothing is accountable. On the 
whole, I fancy, a tolerably satisfactory definition of woman. She is 
a misfortune which befalls man. Wo? Ithinkso. Picture your 
irate washerwoman with her long bill and longer tongue. Think 
of the being who, throwing off the garb of docility, bordering upon 
imbecility, worn during courtship and the marriage ceremony, 
befalls you suddenly as your wife. And is woman ever accountable 
for her actions? Are not her ways charming in their very various- 
ness? Is she not the sport and plaything of every freak of fashion, 
the shuttle-cock, as it were, that tosses in inconsequent manner 
between the battledores of freak and fancy? Woman is the foam 
of the sea of life. She beautifies it, makes it brighter, more lovely, 
grander, and yet is always found in troubled waters. ‘4 

“e~»4 THE CrNIc. 


Three Cheers for the Union. 


“Fon congratulates Sir Blundell and Lady Maple upon the 
marriage of their only daughter, Grace, with Baron von Eckard- 
stein, attaché at the German Embassy, and wishes the Baron and 
Baroness von Eckaréstein a long and happy life. 
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I rzarn that the latest thing in 
America is that three Chicago 
fessors have discovered that those 
wonderful X rays will kill the bac- 
teria of cholera, diphtheria, pneumonia, 
influenza, glanders, typhoid, tubercu- 
losis, and anthrax. What nXt? 


% * ~ 


) 

v Chicago is a wonderful city, and I 
expect to hear of further developments 
of an Xciting and Xcentric nature. 
For instance, I believe that the X rays 
will really ensure fine weather and 
decent four-wheeled cabs; that they 

: will secure immunity from railway 

accidents, Socialism, and cant; that they will keep the German 

Emperor in good humour, and France safe from Cabinet crises. 

These are only a few of the Xcellent things in store for us. It is 

all Xtremely interesting. 





ae 











The German professor who has (Rént) gen-erously placed all 
these nice things at our disposal], should be suitably rewarded with 
an Imperial telegram. 

- * * 

Talking of Imperial, we seem to be in for a hot time in Matabel- 
land, bengula’s impi are no doubt very fine fellows, but 
pg Impi-real soldier boys will, I fancy, prove themselves 

r. 


ae 


x * * 
What is the matter with the Matabele? The “mata” is that 
we “ bele '’-ved ourselves too strong—and see where it bas “‘land”’-ed 
us. Do you see the charade? I charade-ly think you would witb- 
outa map. Mata-bele-land. See? 
* . * 

“ Why this silence,” asks the Evening News, “on the part of Mr. 
Courtney in regard to both Education and Irish Land Bills? Can 
it be that this time, by way of variety, he is not going to give his 
own side ‘out’?" Not even “ Court” out. 

* * * 

I read that the Princess Alexandra, who is shortly to be married 
to the son and heir of one of Germany's most powerful magnates, 
has“ a complexion resembling egg-shell china in its transparency.”’ 
How very embarrassing. The Princess will have always to be on 
her guard—she will so easily be “‘ seen through.” 

¥ x xs 

The X rays will be superfluous in this case, at any rate. X-shell 

— too. IfI goon like this I shall become quite ’xasperating, 
n't 1? 


* 3s w | 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 21) 
Ovtwarp Bonn. 


Dear Mother Is'e, farewell, 
Thy dear white cliffs grow dim 
Mine eyes are turned to thee, 
My lips frame thy blest hymn— 
“'Mid pleasures and palaces, wherever I may roam,” 
My thoughts are with thee, England, my dear, my own sweet home. 


Dear Motherland, goodbye, 
The green of thy soft fields 
Has melted in the sea; 
My heart in homage yields 
Its tenderest thoughts to thee, wherever I may roam, 
Though seas may divide us, my dear, my own sweet home. 


Dear Native Land, adieu, 
For evermore good-bye, 
Oh sea, take back the tear, 
Ob wind, waft back the sigh, 
That tell of my love, though far from thee I roam, 
My England, my country, my dear, my own sweet home. 
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The Autobiography of a Birthday Cake. 
Wuen I first saw the light of day, I was being taken out of the 
oven by Mary the cook, who, I noticed, looked rather dubiously at 
me. I must own that I felt uncommonly heavy, and was prepared 
to disagree seriously with anyone who ventured to eat me; but I 
was destined to become still more unfit for human consumption. 
The mistress of the house was a Mrs. Ada Tring, who had had me 
baked in honour of her birthday, and intended to make mea master- 
piece of confectionery, glorious with sugar icing, and an inscription 
commemorative of the bappy anniversary. So, the beautifying 
process commenced, I was enveloped in an outer layer of ‘sticky 
white enamel, laid on with a generous hand all over me—though 
I believe it 1s usual to leave the bottom of a cake uncovered—and 
an inscription was added in large letters and figures, “‘ ADA, 25,” 
being the name and age of my mistress. 

Well, I was put aside to cool and harden ; and Great Scott, I did 

harden! I felt my outer crust of sugar congealing to the hardness 
of cast steel, and wondered whether they had provided any special 
machinery for cutting me up. They had done nothing of the sort, 
I was brought out at tea time, when my mistress was duly com- 
plimented on my appearance by her husband and a couple of after- 
noon callers. Presently Mr. Tring suggested that his wife should 
cut the cake and handed her a knife, which she applied with some 
force to my hard and slippery surface. There was 4 crash and a 
slight scream. The knife had slipped, and the plate on which I 
was reposing lay in three pieces instead of one. 

_— of our best plates!" said my mistress, with a suppressed 
sigh. 

“Never mind, dear,” said her husband; ‘‘ the knife was blunt. 
Let me try.” 

He put me on another plate and attacked me with a fresh knife. 
The next thing I saw was my master frowning and sucking his 
finger, the knife on the floor, and a streak of blood on my snowy 
side. One of the callers, a powerful man with the chest of a 
Hercules, took mein hand. This time there was no loss of blood, 
but the knife succumbed, and so fierce was the attack that the 
second A of my inscription was torn from me and Eurled into the 
fireplace. Otherwise, I was uninjured, and was left master of the 
situation, as no one would risk another encounter. 

Next day I was handed over to the servants, who received me 
with Joy. attacked me with the chopper, and eventually consigned 
me in disgust to the fowls, with the rest of the house scraps. When 
I was shot out of the pail the fowls eyed me askance for a time; 
but at last an old hen came up and pecked me for a minute or two 
without making the least impression. Then the cock strutted up. 

He was a bit of a wag, and said, with a chuckle, ‘“‘ That’s a good 
egg. Who laid that?”’ 

“*T can’t make anything of it,” said the hen. ‘‘ Youhave atry.”’ 

The cock, after looking knowingly at me out of the corner of his 
eye, went for me with all his might. Then he retired grumbling 
to a corner, where he sulked for the rest of the morning, standing 
on one foot, and scratching his injured beak with the other. After 
that, the fowls left me in peace. 

When the stray stones were cleared off the fowl-run, I was 
picked up and consigned to the rubbish heap in an odd corner of 
the garden, where I remained for some months, quite unaffected | 
by the weather, and growing harder and stonierevery day. One | 
afternoon I was brought to light again in a totally unexpected | 
manner. A certain Mr., or Professor Night, who dabbled in | 
archeology, happened to be at one of our garden parties, and, | 
as his manner was, began wandering round the place in search 
of stray flint implements and other relics of antiquity. When 
he saw me, he picked me up and examined me with great 
attention : then he hid me in the hedge, and went back to the other 
guests. From his muttered remarks to himself I gathered that he 
supposed me to be part of the Roman remains which occasionally | 
turned up in that part of the world, and meant to annex me with- | 
out saying anything to my master, who might claim meas having | 
been found on his premises. If he had had the common honesty | 

to show me, I should probably have been recognised, and he need 
not have made a fool of himself. As it was, he lugged me home and 
proceeded to examine me more minutely. 

“‘ Yes,” I heard him say, ‘‘ evidently a piece of Roman work with 
the date—A.D. 25. Most interesting!” 

Next day, I found myself in a glass case in the professor’s private | 
museum ; and here I am still. Now,I don’t mind deceiving the | 
artful Night, but I understand that when he dies his collection will | 
be made over to the public museum in the town, and I shall be 
ashamed to impose on hundreds of innocent people. So I take this 
opportunity of stating the real facts of the case, in the hope that 
someone will mention the matter to Mr. Tring, and get him or his 
wife to identify me and prevent a gross fraud on the scientific 
public. | 
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The Bungle Book, by Theyard Quipling. 
THE GREAT BUNGLE ALLIANCES. 
The Bungle liplom t 
Was the Bungle of the day 
And, emphatic but err ti 
Went a-bun ling nite ay. 
Each ally wes allyina 
In a diplomatic way— 
No denying it was tryin 
Was the Bunal } 


The Bungle agitated 
Was the Bungle a thie 
And, inflated, over-rat: 
Went t-hungling on 
Of good Jaith moxt ¢ 
In an agitated u 
Anatomically comic, 
Was the Bungle o1 t 
The Bumble energeti 
Was the Bunale f th 
And, prophetic and maan 


Went a-hbur in 
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Ir was a time of Alliances, there was no doubt about that 
Everybody was allied with some other body, about something or 
other. Puff Tupp was allied with Puff Tupp against Jon Bool. 
Puff Tupp was allied with Hungri, and It Ali against Fr und 
Bowski. Puff Tupp was allied wit) Franki, and Bows! 1s 


Boo Dah, the Dragon. Puff Tupp wanted to be allied with Kru 


Jer, the wise old boar. Puff Tupp was always allying, as one may 


say. 
_ an Panki was allied with Bowski against everyone. Franki 
was allied with Bowski, and Puff Tupp against Boo Dah. Franki 
was allied with Bool, and Bowski against Cur Lazi. In fact, one 
often caught Franki allying, so to speak. 

Bowski was allied with Franki against everyone, including poor 
Franki. Bowski was allied with Franki and Boo! against Cur 
Lazi. Bowski was allied with Cur Lazi against Bcol. Lowski wa 
allied with Franki and Puff Tupp agaiust Boo Dah.  LBowski, to 
put it simply, was as allier absolutely unequalled. 

Hungri and It Ali were allied with Puff Tupp against everybody. 
Hungri and It Ali were allied with Jon Bool against Puff Tupp. 

And Jon Bool was both isolated and allied with everybody. 

It was very puzzling. Bowski indeed was the only one who 
understood the position, and e kept /iis eye on everyone. On the 
other hand Bool was the only one who didn’t want to understand 
the position, he kept his eye on Bowski. Sometimes they caught 
each other’s eyes, then Bowski would say with a smile, * Funny! 


9) 


aint it ?’’ and Bool would growl dryly, ‘‘ Very, very funny!’’ and 


‘ Bowski would put his paw t» his sncut and reply, ‘‘ But it is not 


generally known!” and then they would wink at each other in the 
most friendly manner possible. -_ 

Poff Tupp thought he understood the position, and made the 
most remarkable mistakes, and was very amusing. In fact, the 
complicated situation at last told upon him to such an extent that 
he thought he was allied with everybody, and took to wandering in 
his royal and imperial mind. This relieved everyone, for they 
knew his mind, though he didn’t, and they were quite aware that 
he couldn’t wander very far in such a small enclosure. 

Hungri hoped for the best, and waited very patiently for the 
unexpected to happen. 

It Ali kept her eye on Bool, and went in for naval construction. 





FUN. 





“ranki Panki went perfectly delirious with excitement. The 
name of bowski was ever upon her lips. ‘ My illustrious Ally,” 
as she called him upon all occasions, and Bowski did a lot for her. 
He would take her fora walk in public, and borrow her money of 
her, aud prove himself @ friend indeed and in need. Especially 
lo need. 

Well, one day someone did something that annoyed everybody, 
and just when Alliances were of most value they al) forgot with 
whom they were allied on that particular subject, and then—but 
that 1s an other story. 





er been a curious thing, whose exact 


y pickpocket and ‘a-lonally. to the 
Al e\ the latter finds the greatest ditliculty in 
1g At ant German—1 the Emperor this 
4s nit upon an idea. The (ierman ladies are to have their 
n 

] t Am all that ji ‘comprehensible, what is the 
retroleum — ¢ miittes ist appointed in the House of 
mmon \r geutlemen destined to pour oil on the 

I ed waters r wnat ? 


More trouble, they say, is expected inthe Transvaal. ‘“Itis a 


‘ Pee is ; 
iat during the last two months t 


fact t e Boers have imported over 
09 German officers and men, all under arms.'’ Good business! 
lf the Boers will only linport a few more, we shall be glad to 
rccommo date them from London—and pay their fares ! 
Ve Kk beet ; ‘ 
ir. Kruger cannot be so very astute efter all, {f this news be true. 


foor old fellow! He will find it easy to grf them there; but, in the 
vords of Den Nathan ld song: 
: ‘ell take ticket for Transvaal, 

it Ach, Gott, nein! faretura!’”’ 

A kind, benevolent old gentleman is going about giving, in the 
cause of * charity,’’ magic-lantern lectures on foreign lands: “ All 
are invited; all are welcome: absolutely no charge for admission.” 
Which is all very teue, uotil when, at turning out time, the ‘ free 
guests "’ have to pass through turastiles that will not tura without 
a little donation of sixpence ! 

At a recent dinner, after many speeches had been :nade, the 
‘hairman had one further toast to propose: and his eye had a 


m 
merry twinkle as he rose and said: 

‘* Gentlemen, allow me to give you the toast of ‘ Absent Friends,’ 
oupled with the name of Mr. Lindley Murray.” 

Pat.—* Moike, fwat’s in those empty boxes ?"’ 

Morke.— bedad, oii] owpen them, and see! "’ 


AMBIGUOUS. 
ry af s! ‘é P lle» . 
Pond wi ler.—‘* Re wiy, my dear, be vt ry careful where you go 
on Bank Holidays. I have never been in any crowd yet without 
there being 1n it at least one person very drunk.” 
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For Refined, Delicate Palates. 
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POWDER 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO EGGS REQUIRED. 
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“= Gadbury’s 


cocoa * 


“Refreshing and Invigorating fo the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—Famity Oocror. 
NO ALKALIES USED 


ESTABLISHED iu 


Needham’s 
Polishing 


<P> Paste. 
The most reliable pr for 
and aremeeey pecans Hrase, Copper, fin ated | 
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Or the new Prince of Wales's farce, I can 
only say that I could not Biarritz frequent 
dulness on the first night. On Saturday 
evening a howl of indignation went up from 
the audience when the curtain fell. But there 
will be no howling in a week or two, except 
the howling that comes from laughter. 
Messrs. Jerome K. Jerome and Adrian Ross, 
the authors, begin well—there is plenty of scope 
‘ for fun in their idea. A big hotel in Biarritz, 
— owned by Jenkins and Son, the Camberwell 
Whiteleys, is in danger of deteriorating because the manager has 
absconded with all the available cash. So Jenkins, junior, goes over 
to put things right. Jenkins, junior, is played by Mr. Roberts, so 
you may imagine that he puts things right in a very peculiar 
fashion. He himself takes over the duties of manager, beginning 
them by flirting violently with Janet, the cashier. As, however, 
his old flame, Tessie, a music-hall artiste, appears upon the scene, 
he incontinently deserts the fair Janet. You have probably heard 
that a certain very warm place holds no fury like a woman scorned. 
Janet proceeds to prove this assertion by making it very hot for the 
junior Jenkins. She conspires with Johannes, the head waiter, to 
ruin the hotel that its value may be so decreased that they will be 
able to purchase it for themselves from their own more or less modest 
savings. This conspiracy takes a humorous shape. They advise 
Jenkins as to the characteristics of the various people who patronise 
the hotel. Dr. Arlistreete, the great London ae, is, they 
tell him, a notorious cards r; the Duke of Melton Mowbray, 
ow inform him, likes to be slapped on the back and greeted as 
-fellow-well-met by everybody. 
Mixed up with all this are the love troubles of a young English- 
man who has eloped with the daughter of a diamond king, the 
ung lady being sufficiently up-to-date to take her jewels with her. 
course, both the errant and the erring couple and the irate 
— come to the hotel, and, to save the youngsters from arrest, 
berts disguises himself as the carbon merchant, and publicl 
forgives them. So far, so rather good—we have arrived at the en 
of the first act ; the second, as it stands, is impossible. 


Mr. Roberts was positively sublime as Jenkins. 


Miss Kitty Loftus put all her heart and soul into her =. Miss 
Phyllis Broughton, Mr. Eric Thorne, Mr. Fred Kaye, Miss Sadie 














Jerome and the others struggled hard to do something with their 
parts—they will all be amusing enough in a very little while. 

The mounting of the piece is costly, and the music, by Osmond 
Carr, is so-so. 

The Sin of St. Hulda, at the Shaftesbury, is a very serious piece, 
and Mr. Stuart Ogilvie, the author, has allowed but a stray gleam 
of humour to relieve the gloom of his story. The plot deals with 
the struggle between Protestants and Catholics at the time of the 
Reformation, but there is nothing in the piece to offend members 
of either Church. Hulda is a leading light of the Protestants, and 
the fame of her preaching has spread far and wide. At Minden- 
burg she has almost converted Baron Heinric, the great man of the 
city. His conversion is chiefly due to the fact that he has fallen in 
love with her. The Emperor sends an emissary to Mindenburg, 
Prince Otho, an old friend of Heinric’s. Otho, however, cannot 
win him back to the old faith. 

But Otho has another card to play. He tells Heinric that, long 
ago, he and Hulda had a little episc that, far from being saintly, 
she is not quite all that she ought to be. Of course, Heinric does 
not believe him; but, unfortunately, it is true, although St. Hulda 
has long repented of her sin. However, Heinric says St. Hulda 
will deny the charge in the public square ofthe city. Hulda knows 
that to tell Heinric the truth would be to lose a very powerful 
friend to the new creed, so she forswears herself. It is a fine 
situation. 

After that the piece proceeds to a tragic ending. MHeinric, who 
learns the truth, kills Otho in a duel, and soon after Hulda dies. 
The Sin of St. Hulda is an ambitious work, and one of high aim. 
It is finely acted and splendidly staged. No better acting than that 
of Miss Kate Rorke as St. Hulda, Mr. Lewis Waller as Heinric, has 


been seen for_a long time. 
GOSSAMER, 


Monday, the 20th, witnessed the return of an old favourite to the 
Adelphi Theatre, in the person of Mr. J. D. Beveridge, who 
appeared as Sir Archibald Macgregor, K.C.B., A.D.C., in the 
successful play, One of the Best, vice Mr. Edward Sass, who pilots 
Mr. George Edwards’ Company through a South African tour. 


The Vaudeville Theatre, under the sole management of Messrs. 
A. and S. Gatti, will re-open on Saturday, April 25th, with a farcical 
comedy (adapted from MM. Feydeau and Desvalliere’s Hétel du 
Libre Echange), entitled, A Night in Paris, in which will appear 
Messrs. George Giddens, Chas. Sugden, William Wyes, Aubrey 
Fitzgerald, Joseph Carne, E. W. Thomas, etc., Mrs. Edmund 
Phelps and Miss Fanny Warde. The theatre has been completely 
redecorated by Messrs. Campbell, Smith, and Co., and upholstered by 
Messrs. Maple and Co. 


The Foudroyant. 


Tus stout oldship has weathered very many storms, marine and 
company mongering, the disease and blight of modern commerce, 
in many instances. We are delighted to learn that Mr. Cobb has 
rescued this magnificent specimen of ‘the ‘wooden walls of 
England” from the ship-breaker and the wreckers of many de- 
scriptions. Englishmen will be pleased to learn that they will 
have the opportunity of seeing a survivor of the obsolete line-of- 
battleship under sail, as she is being rigged and fitted out as she 
appeared 80 years ago. We are assured that Nelson, could he 
resume his earthly course, would instantly recognise his ‘dear 
Foudroyant,’’ which carried his flagin 1799. Stat littore puppis. 
Bravo, ‘‘ True Blue ’’ Cobb. 
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If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining 
what is supplied as ‘“HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 





S.ZFITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers ‘recommending any other Bread In the place of “Hovis” 


do so for thelr own profit. BEWARE! 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 
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THE rinderpest is the name of a 
| cattle disease in the Transvaal. It 
id is becoming so acute that the Boers 
have marshalled a force of nearly 
2,000 men, with a machine gun, to pre- 
vent the spread of the scourge. 


* x : 

That is the reason that the Boers give. 

But it is a novel cure fora cattle plague. 
o * * 


I wonder if Dr. Jameson comes under 
the heading of ‘‘ rinderpest.”’ 
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ne Suppose you have heard of the new temperance lawa in New 
York State—a nice state, truly. All the public-houses are closed 
throughout Sunday, clubs are not allowed to sell drink to their 
members, and in a private house no host is allowed to offer a visitor 


& glass of wine!! 


If the police think there is reason, they are 


allowed to enter a private house to discover if anyone, not being 4 
member of the family, is drinking alcohol ! !! 


There’s a land of liberty for you! 
public! Think of it, ye effete Englishmen, downtrodden subjects 
of an antiquated monarchy! ; 
aman could not offer & guest a glass of wine? Revolution—in 
five minutes. 


Reuter says 


breaking up.’’ : 
It must be so nice to keep in good health while you are breaking 
up. What a fine, healthy corpse one would make ! 


as 


There’s a great, free KRe- 


What would happen in this country 


™ * 


that the Ameer “keeps in good health, but is 
What a curious condition he must be in, to be sure. 


* * 


The following despatches have been received through Neuter: 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic 
unless accompanied by a stamped a 
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and 1 


bi 


or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
nd addressed envelone. 








No. L.Ol6. 


: i l { | 
A 
Caras \ l 
i all | ina ed 
i i cy mad Hea y ] 
la 
in bidit flal fought a duel this mornir | 
l ! | rriving n the ace ‘ { ey ahic } l i I 
t Vol 1f¢ lel 


I read that Mr. John Morley has dropped his famous red necktie 
ourtney his historical yellow waistcoat. 
urless it will not | 


Life will soon 


© worth living. 


YRICS." 4 
Bri \ 
Once again the ivage for 
Strives to break the white man's jy ke, 
And the torrent's inky flood 
Da hes on the British « ak. 
Sut, immovable, it spread 


The shad f freedom o'er the land; 
Firmly shall its root endure, 
And for ever shall it stand 


I r rn ¢ Vy 
‘ I hurled 
if 
‘ . | ’ 
: vw ‘ whe 
Buluw ’ le 
B ! ill not be defiled 
(,allant tr , hold the fort, 
Lucknow’'s g ory shall be yours, 
And your story shall reinain 


While our history endures. 
Keep the Union Jack on high, 

O'er the veldt it shall be seen ; 
Let the foe without observe 

Let them hear “ God Save the Queen.” 
Soon the echo will resound 


F's } r red coate—rescue | 
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AGRICULTURAL RELIEF. 


“I DON’T KNOW MUCH ABOUT PARLIAMENT BUDGETS AND THE RELIF! 
IT COMFORTING TO US, LASS, THAT WE'VE OUR MAZAWATTEE TEA.” 
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| Rank Folly. 


Young Husband.— Really, darling, 
' this butter is so rank that it’s almost 
uneatable. Do be careful what you 


buy. pet.” 

oung Wife (sobbingly).—* Why, I— 
I bough: iton purpose! You—you were 
complaining about the house—house- 
hold expenses the other day, so—so ] 
thought if I did—didn’t get very good 
butter we—we shouldn't eat so—so 
much, and—and it would last long— 
longer!” 


No: We do not Believe It. 


A ‘Fun’ man has been trying to have 
his unsuspecting editor with a report of 
a police-court case in which a ’bus con- 
ductor summoned a passenger for using 
bad language !!!!! 


The Schoolboy Again. 


A PROVINCIAL preceptor received the 
following answers from one of his boys 
the other day :— 

The Examination Paper had on it 
these questions: Who were (a) Disraeli ? 
(b) Stephenson ? (c) Blucher ? 

(a) Was a great judge. 

(6b) Makes lots of ink. 

(c) Was a great painter. 

And to the question, ‘‘What is an 
Ottoman?” the same boy put the 
answer, ‘‘ A man who hunts ottoes.”’ 


To be Sneezed At. 


Anxious Mother (to doctor).—*‘I can't 
think what’s the matter with my son, 
doctor; he does nothing but sneeze, 
sneeze, sneeze. I don't know whit to d 
with him,” 

Facetious Doctor.—‘‘I should advise 

ou to let him learn Russian, madam : 
e would be sure to make tremendous 


ey 


Ee 


Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—To Vienna. To see the spring review «f troops. 
Franz Josephs on the spot. Also the German Kaiser on a visit. 
Austrians ought to be proud of the honour. 

CORONAT QUIS. 

In Spring the budding leaf is due 

(And also salts and senna), 
In Spring they have a swell review 

Of soldiers in Vienna. 
The brave defenders of the Stat 

Thus grow, in tactics, wiser 
This year they have—oh, happy; fate ! 

A visit from the Kaiser. 

Back to Childwickbury and marriage of Miss Maple. Lovely 
day—lovely country—lovely bride. Sincerely exclaimed, ‘‘ May 
they be happy!” 

Thursday.—Fidgetted about all day waiting for the Budget. 

THE INCOME-TAX PAYER’S LAMENT. 


The Budget’s come, the Budget's gone, 
And some admire and some deplore it. 
But all J can reflect upon 
Is, I am none the better for it 
Of all the cash to market come 
(Six millions is a decent penny’) 
The Land has some, the Sea has some, 
But, bless your heart! I haven't any. 
Friday.—To Messrs. Tooth’s Spring Exhibition. A decidedy 
Toothsome show. Vigour, variety, and value. A characteristic 
“ Peter Graham ”’ most prominent—wild northern sea and rock, 





progress in speaking the language! "’ Wee: 
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y you know | seem to have known you for vears 
nothing like skating for breaking the ice.’ 
with clouded sky and fluttering seabirds. This, with the companion 


picture by the same artist, ‘‘ Where the Gannet Build,” isin course 
of engraving, the latter by Pratt. Bouguereau's ‘ Sisters’ are 
nice girls; one of them reminds me of Miss Maude Millett. Mr. 
3links’ wise-eyed and sleek-coated (too sleek?) sporting dogs of 
the three kingdoms are “ real’’ enough to justify their being in a 
room by themselves, and even suggest the desirability of muzzle 
and chain. A sea-piece by the late Henry Moore, R.A., and an 
unfinished head by the late Lord Leighton, have an interest apart 
from their intrinsic merits. Mr. Leader's two large landscapes (the 
‘Wet Rond” in particular) and Mr. George Coles’ strong *“ Fern 
Gatherers’’ supply the healthy vigour, while Hernandez’ emasculate, 
though popular, Watteau-like productions, give the “ prettiness,"’ and 
Deutsech’s marvellous studies in texture afford delighted enjoyment 
for a long summer's day. Mr. Blair Leighton’s pleasant and 
daintily-}:umorous productions are decidedly attractive. There is 
a touch of pathos in Lesrel’s pictures, where a gambling host (70) 
is compelled by his losses to pawn the pottery (79), and in the 
study of Arab patience in Deutsch’s “ Outside a Café, Cairo," 
where, the bottle being empty, the loungers sit patiently awaiting 
the arrival of somebody to stand ‘em another. Took a final 
approving look at Ter Meulen’s beautifully simple and effective 
landscape, ‘‘ Returning from the Fold,” before returning to the 
office. 

Saturday.—Had o look at the Guildhall Loan Collection of 
Water Colours, but had to tear myself away to see pretty show of 
“ Living Whist’’ in King’s Hall, Holborn Restaurant. 

Monday.—Over to Coburg. Royal Wedding. Grand show. 
‘All the buttons on.” Also stars and garters. ‘‘May they be 
‘appy!’”’ too. 

Tuesday.—*‘ My bark is on the’—bench. Dog show at the 
Aquarium. Collies and bobtails. Spent a jolly day. Dogs 
seemed very happy, anyway. THe Sporrer, 
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Miss Effie.— It’s my birthday to-morrow, McCluskey: I’ll be six! When’s yours?” 


McC.—* Deed, miss, A dinna jist ken!”’ 
Miss E.—‘* That must be rather nice! You can have as many as you like!” 


me ee 
| reece = 


: Sops to both chapel and church ; Physiological facts, 
The True Friend of Seuelizing for high and for low ; And dogmas spread all in a row— 
. I'll grind all your axes, Though rather expensive, 
Education. And collar the taxes It’s very extensive 
At my Educational Show ! Is my Educational Show ! 
Sir Jonn Gorst “ Copiin” 
Out of tbe taxes and rates 
inting to Sir William “ Short”) :— ~ : a. Ev’rything comes if you wait ; 
oe i ty ; pkg tae ae ake tr _ ‘ Little Goes,’”’ followed by ‘‘ Greats,”’ 
; , say noth 0 Short ; . ate, 
Don'r you say nothing to him, He’s a bad lot I’m afraid, D he wine Poco cad ayaa 
Codlin’s your friend and not Short ; Codlin’s an honest old “ sport.”’ High, Broad, and exceedingly Low— 
wines with arn wd pa ae You stick to me, little girl, You ask (nor regret it) 
Codlin se Jolly good sort. I've got the country in tow ; And see that you get it 
oe Dee nee 08 & Bo wil, With my education At my Educational Show ! 
I = the strings as you know— I'll whip all creation . 
Low gaily time passes At my Educational Show ! (Pointing to Short.) 


When pleasing all classes 


With my Educational Show! Don’t you say nothing to him; 


Let us be judged by our ‘ Acts’’; 


Lots of new features, my dear ; Short ri . 
Short has such grovelling ways, Bids for the Church and the State, Ch a fu ls 
Too democratic by far— | Codlin will bring, never fear, iock full of nothing but “facts. 
Ev'ryone says in my praise :— Any old show up to date. Codlin knows better than that, 
“John, me hy AR wonder you are ! ” Codlin is full of i eas, = without Fancy 18 slow— 
Tam not tied to a class, | Lord knows how far he will go! pr sab: but funny, 
More than one string to my bow— Your wants you but mention, A Education, soe your money 
Yes, Bishops, and sailors, He gives them attention t my Educational Show ! 
And Dukes, and their tailors, At his Educational Show! . peseteibeieaistndsenanendooe 


‘“ Pua@sus’s" ‘Green Room Gossip’ 


Praise my Educational Show! 
will, on and after May 4th, appear in 








Turns to suit every taste, | More than the three simple R's the new morning paper, the Daily Mail, 
A little of everything ; I give away, little maid, and “B. L.’s” dramatic criticisms will 

Oulture, without any waste ; Piano, and parallel bars, be published in the Evening News from 
Knowledge, without any sting: Geology, church parade, May Ist. i 
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*“CODLIN GORST IS YOUR FRIEND, 
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(K)NELL OF THE SCHOOL BOARD SYSTEM. 


LITTLE 


SHORT." 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 166.) 

















APRIL 28, 1896, 














(> €a\. \ 


WOMAN KNOWS WOMAN. 


Elder Lady.—* At the present day a woman is considered most interesting when 
she bas reached forty.” 
Younger ditto.—* Really, dear? I did not think you were quite so old as that!” 
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Newnes is having a yacht built to 
lthe name of the 


Ir is said that Sir George 
compete for the America Oup. If he does so, 
boat be the Daily Courier ’ 

Miss Marie Lioyd is likely to publish”shortly a book of personal 
reminiscences stories she has heard. We heard a man say it 
might be called, perhaps neatly enough, Marie Lloyd's Blue Book. 
“Iremember once,” said the Pride of the Family, “‘ seeing a 


[ 








Hard on Him. 

“ Ong good thing is,” laughed young 

Racket, “I’ve got a cork leg, so I shal! 
never be drowned !”’ 

“No; but a cork leg won’t prevent 

_— from being hanged,’ growled a 

ystander. ‘‘ What you want is a cast- 

iron neck!’ 


Another Tale. 


Tommy Kurious.— What*|is ‘the 
root of all evil,’ pa?” 

Mr. Kurious.—“ Well, my boy, i 
should say that the root of Old Nick’s 
tail is!” 


Roundly Speaking.' 
(By a Non-DanceEp.) 


You generally see, 

| If you notice them all, 

| That a great deal of ‘‘ bounce” 
Is attached to a ball. 





| Distracting. 


He looked a perfect fool 

When seated on a stool, 

| And trying hard to balance up his figures 
| For a pretty little maid 

| (The typewriter he paid) 

| Bewildered him with saucy looks and 
sniggers! 


A Spirited Answe 


Mrs. Fun.—“ What is the difference 
between the white fluid in this glass, 
| and part of a book, my son?” 

Master Fun.— One’s gin, ma,Yand 
the other’s margin.” 

Mrs. Fun.—“ Good boy! You gin’rally 
| answer correctly!’ 


Found Out. 


Creditor (rushing into a house sud- 
denly, savagely, to debtor).-—‘‘ Ah, you 
ian! I’ve found you out at last !’’ 
Debtor (skipping out at the backdoor 
and over the garden-wall, shoutimgly).— 
* Yes, you have!” 


















fellow trying to lead a prize ox ‘away from a show once, and these 
Matabele remind me of him 


‘“‘ How so?” inquired the Unsuspecting Seer. 
* Because they are trying to take Bull-away-o! Good morning.’ 
He was justin time. 


President Kruger cannot make up his mind which he dislikes 
most—* rides,” or “‘ Rhodes.’’ They both boer him, 


“* Shakespeare,” says the Man who had Read, “is all very well, 
but he never wrote anything really original. Take Hamlet, for 
instance. It is simply full of quotations!” 


A dear old lady recently applied to a magistrate for advice. She 
had enteréd a carriage on the Underground Railway, and the rail- 
way servants would not let her out again—a very serious charge. 
But the explanation was that the good old soul, for purposes of 
safety, descended slowly backwards from the car, and at every 
station there was some -natured fellow or another, who, mis- 
taking her intention, bundled her in and slammed the door. «1 


A contemporary tells, as a fact, a story of an absent-minded 
china-maniac who was taking soup in a restaurant. He had just 
helped himself, when— 

“Oh! what beautiful china!" he exclaimed, and at the same 
time turned the plate over to examine the bottom! Oh! George 
Washington. 
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a¢ The happy idea of enforcing rates and taxes in advance 


T 


namely, Rednob, the cobbler, agitator and firebrand. He 


Then the collectors waylaid him in lonely spots, and s 


MV >, 





board, but especially that tax official. Vain man! 
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forth a mandate demanding three years’ Borough due prepaid, all the inhabitants m 


specimen of municipal wisdom,”’ he explained, ‘‘ before he would 
great powers that be in the municipality of Blankshire,’’ demanding 
next three years. This experiment resulted in dire fa », and the col 


bys 







ee. 


—_— 


Finding himself speedily going down hill, Rednob (the firebrand) deter1 
afforded the fugitive no protection. He became even still more desperate, ¢ 
outward bound, fired the same, Jept overboard, and then, seizi 


up A tax collector cannot drown, neither will dynamite smite him! 
“ advance dues” was about to be enforced. At this supreme moment a huge 
its greedy maw. Of the two threatening maws the cobbler preferred the lesser, and was 
The Blankshire Borough Board now hold that finny monster of the deep resp: nsible for the body of the 
taking proceedings to recover, etc., etc. 


CONCERNING RATES AND TAXES IN AOVANCE. 


> &n 


Ne sey 
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nined to seek a foreign clime. 
connected a train of powder to explosives in the hold of the 
floating spar, watched the destruction of the good ship, with all on 





Thus, mid-ocean, on that floating beam, legal process for the 
shark appeared (fish of a fin flock together), and displayed 
seen again no more! 
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the broad Atlantic 


bbler, and contemplate 
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PR The Chili Widow had a warm reception at 
the Royalty after her brief holiday; indeed, 
the merry piece never went better. One of 
the brightest scenes we have had for a long 
time is that between the gay Lothario-like 
Government official and the demurely coquet- 
tish widow in the second act. It is the per- 
\ Bra §@€§= fection of comedy acting, and Bourchier and 
- We * the charming Violet Vanbrugh play it for all 
t=. a Sa it is worth. Miss Irene Vanbrugb,a deliciously 
sre dainty damsel, Mrs. Leigh, Mr. Elliott, Mr. 
Blakeley, and the rest play into each other's hands with rare spirit. 
Iam glad to find that when The New Baby is produced at the 
Royalty Alicia Ramsey and Rudolph de Cordova’s clever one-act 
piece, Monsieur de Paris, will continue to be the lever de rideau, 
for it provides Miss Violet Vanbrugh with the opportunity for a 
very striking piece of acting. Monsieur de Paris was the title of the 
executioner of France, in this case named Delpit, the father of a 
beautiful daughter, Jacinta. Jacinta’s life has not been a happy 
one—her childhood and her maidenhood have been lonely and sad,_ | 
for none will associate with the daughter of Monsieur de Paris. | 
So when the young farmer, ignorant of the ghastly trade of Delpit, 
tells Jacinta that he loves her she is transfigured, everything is | 
gilded with sunlight where before it was leaden-grey. Yet, through | 
all, is Jacinta’s haunting dread that she is living in a fool's | 
paradise ; that, when he learns the truth, her lover will cast her | 
off. She makes him swear that nothing but death shall part 
them, and he swears that nothing but death or dishonour sha)! 
come between them. 


It is the night of an execution, Delpit is to put to death a young 
irl who has killed her lover. Jacinta’s sweetheart iswith her,and | 
e learns the truth. All that she has feared comes to pass. With | 
sccrnful words he thrusts her from him, violently and brutally he | 
tells her that all is over between them. Andthentheloving woman | 
is turned into a tigress, and she swears he shall not leave her. He | 
is about to go when she, in frenzied rage, seizes a knife and stabs 
him to death. As she gazes on the corpse with horror and remorse, 
the curtain falls. 


It is a strong little piece, very finely played by Miss Vanbrughb, 
who portrays the varying moods of Jacinta with—at first—a sweet 
womanly tenderness, at last with a passion and a power that 


if 









startled the house. In Monsieur de Paris this actress takes her 
first great step forward. Mrs. Henry Leigh, Mr. Mark Kinghorne, 


and Mr. Vibart give valuable support. 

Tne New Barmaid Touring Company has been playing at the 
Parkhurst, and a very clever little ‘‘crowd” it is. It numbers 
among its members no less an artiste than Miss Agnes Delaporte, 
whose fine singing and distinction of manner are invaluable. The 
chief comedy character, that of Bertie White, is in the hands of 
Mr. Cecil Lawrence, a comedian with a big fund of original 
humour. He isexcellently supported by Mr. Stevenson as William, 
who is full of fun and high spirits. Miss Bowden, Miss Montefiore, 
and the others are all excellent, and the result is a very merry 
evening’s entertainment. 

A somewhat silly farce was My Astral Body, by W. €. 
Hudson and Nicholas Colthurst, produced at a trial matince 
at the Court on Wednesday. It is all about the troubles 
of an unfortunate young gentleman who has learned the secret of 
the Mahatmas, and is able to eject from his own personality an 
alter ego who, exactly like him in appearance, gets him into terrible 
scrapes in businessand in love. I am afraid that we shall not see 
My Astral Body take any very solid shape as an evening’s entertain- 
ment. It was spiritedly rendered by Messrs. Yorke Stephens and 
Hendrie, Misses Fairbrother, Fanny Coleman, and Helen Petrie. 


GOSSAMER. 
At Drury LANE. 


For the first time of rendering, amongst English opera, Emil 
Bach’s, The Lady of Longford, libretto by Sir Augustus Harris and 
F. E. Weatherly, was performed on Monday, 20th inst. The 
scene is laid at the Earl of Longford’s country seat, shortly after 
the crushing defeat of the Royalist Army at Naseby in 1645. The 
Roundheads have taken possession of the mansion, in the hope of 
arresting the Earl. The Colonel, being enamoured of the 
Countess, offers to save her husband’s life if she will grant 
him an hour of her love. The Earl climbs in through the 
window, and learns the state of affairs from his wife. He 
conceals himself in an adjoining secret passage, whence he 
rushes out and rescues the Countess from the Colonel’s embrace. 
The men draw their swords and fight. The Earl is slain, and 
whilst the Colonel is advancing towards the Countess, the latter 
seizes her husband’s dagger, which she plunges into the Colonel, 
who falls dead. Curtain. Miss Pauline Joran sang and acted 
the part of the Countess of Longford becomingly enough. 
Mr. Reginald Brophy is a passable Earl of Longford. Mr. Alex. 
Bevan appears to be strange to the style indigenous 
to the part of the Roundhead Colonel. His acting was 
more in keeping with the attitude of a marionette. Little Miss 
Valli-Valli played precociously. She sang and strutted about most 
vivaciously. Children, somehow, havea knack of playing naturally. 
This little creature has quite created the part for herself, and is 
in no way abashea. Mr. Feld conducted. 


Hansel and Gretel followed on. Miss Marie Elba and Miss 
Jessie Huddleston, in these re-pective characters, have thoroughly 
caught on, and send the opera along merrily. ‘lhe evening 
prayer, as sung by these two, is a very pretty and impressive 
piece of singing. The music improves upon acquaintance and 
one learns to appreciate it. 

Wagner’s Opera, Lohengrin, was performed on Tuesday last. 
The story is an epic romance, in which the Knight of the Holy 
Grail contends with heathenism. Frederick, the husband of 
Ortrud, claims, in right of his wife, the rule of the Duchy of Brabant, 
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Chemists, 
etc. 


W. C. Fitzceratp, Chemist, Wellington, New Zealand, writes :—‘ It i 
exception, the Best healing Ointment I ever used.” 


AWARDED 75 MEDALS AND DIPLOMAS. 





‘‘A SOVEREIGN REMEDY” 


For Chafed Skin, Piles, Insect Bites, Scalds, Cuts, Sore Eyes, Chapped 
Hands, Sunburn, Earache, Neuralgic and Rheumatic Pains,’ ,Throat 
Colds, and Skin Ailments generally, is 
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and accuses Elsa of having murdered her brother Godfrey. Before 
the king she asserts her innocence. It is proclaimed that 
Frederick shall combat with whoever shal] appear as cham 
pion on behalf of Elsa. A boat appears, drawn by a 
swan. From the former a knight alights. He espouses Elsa's 
cause, upon her promising to wed him if successful, and never to 
inquire his name or origin. Frederick is worsted. Ortrud prevails 
upon Elsa to procure Frederick's pardon, and to inquire into the 
origin of her intended husband. She asks the Knight the question 
in the bridal chamber, into which Frederick intrudes, with deadly 
interest, and is forthwith despatched by the Knight. The latter, 
subsequently, in the presence of the King, reveals his name, 
Lohengrin, and lineage as of the cup of the Holy Grail, 
the symbol of the Christian religion. As a consequence, 
he cannot remain, and the Swan returns to take him away. 
Before embarking, he restores Godfrey, whom Ortrud had 
changed into a swan, and proclaims him the rightful Duke. 
Lokengrin departs, to tne profound grief of the populace and Elsa. 
Mr. E. C. Hedmondt impersonates Lohengrin with his well-known 
vigour and intensity. His singing and demeanour are 
excellent. Elsa is played by Miss Fanny Moody with charm- 
ing modesty, and in fine voice. Mr. Bevan’s style fits the 
character of the King. Mr. David Bispham brings out the part of 
Frederick in splendid arrogance, and Miss Meisslinger renders the 
part of Ortrud, his wife, with majestic hautewr. Mr. Wilson 
Sheffield fulfilled the part of the royal herald vociferously and 
distinctly. Signor Mancinelli conducted. He is quite a favourite 
with all, artistes and audience. 


Maritana was produced on Thursday. The dear familiar strains 


of Wallace's opera are always welcome. Miss Fanny Moody played 
& vivacious and sprightly Maritana. Mr. John Child has just the 
voice for Don Cesar. His ‘‘ Let Me Like a Soldier Fall” was 


splendid effort. Mr. Devers makes up a capital Don Jose. Miss 
Browning sings and acts the part of Lazarillo very prettily. ‘Scenes 
that are Brightest ’’ was the crowning song of Miss Fanny Moody, 
who sang the well-known cadenza perfectly, and to the satis 
faction of everyone present. 


If loud and continuous applause is the outward sign of a success- 
ful production, thea The Rogwe’s Comedy will hold the boards at 
the Garrick for some time to come. Mr. Henry Arthur Jones’ 
new venture was produced on Tuesday last by Mr. Willard, and the 
story is intended to demonstrate to the guileless public how bogus 
financial companies are constructed, and how the cleverest rogue 
that ever breathed will in the end be cast down from his 
high estate, however deep his machinations. The Rogue 
in this case is one Bailey Protheroe, and we find him in the first 
act dining at Lady Dovergreen’s, having obtained entré: into 
society owing to his marvellous powers of second sight and of 
telling the past and future lives of ladies in the Society world —his 
marvellous powers bsing, in fact, obtained by inquiries end facts 
obtained down the backstairs, we presume, by his wife, who, as 
Miss Jennison, is the companion to Lady Dovergreen, and is herself 
in the swim. The Rogue turns his attention to company floating on 
a big scale, and in the second act there is a fine scene, namely, 
the luncheon at the Rogue’s chambers, where, by pure bounce and 
high talk, he induc3s the noble lords, etc., gathered together to join 
the board of his rotten concern. This is one of the best scenes in 
play—young Thomas Dovergreen’s speech isdelightful. The Rogue 
prospers, and in the third act wea are taken to a reception at his 
house in Park Lane, but Nemesis is on his track, and already the 
evening papers are denouncing him, he can no longer raise the 
wind, and the directors want explanations, the result being that 
the Rogue and his wife there and then leave the house and quit the 
the country—so the play ends. There is, of course, a character 
who exposes the Rogue, and he is a young barrister of unkaown 
parents—aged 25—with a large and increasing practice (rara avis), 
who from the beginning denounces the Rogue as an imposter. 


KUN. 





Mr. Willard as the Rogue has a very big slice in the play, and is 
at his very best. It is a part which gives him a wide scope for the 
exercise of those great gifts which he possesses, and on this occa- 
sion he has not failed to put them to their best use. Miss Oliffe, 
divinely tall, as the wife pel peor: is new to London audiences, 
but she showed she is no novice on the stage, and Lady Monckton 
as Lady Clarabut, Sydney Brough as her son, and Mr. Lambert as 
the precocious barrister, all helped to the success of the evening. 
That the play is a great one cannot be said, but the admirers of Mr. 
Willard—and they are thousands—have an opportunity of seeing 
him in @ part which tits him thoroughly. 


Good News for Doggy. 


A MFCHANICAL genius has invented a new dog muzzle, upon 
humane and rational principles, he says. A newspaper scribe, 
reviewing the invention, gushes about the humanity of the idea, 
which he describes as * leaving the head and mouth completely un- 
fettered, and the animal full play with his jaws." How 
nice! Just what is wanted, of course, ina dog muzzle. And to 
think we have been going on this ever so long strapping up the poor 
bow-wow’s head and mouth, and giving him no play at all with his 
jaws, not even enough to bite a finger or another dog's tail. Now, 
the said jaws are to have “ fuil play,”’ and you bet they will have it, 
too, with the new muzzle on. Unless, indeed, the newspaper 
chappie is only poking his fun at us or the doggies in his descrip- 
tion of the contrivar 





COMRADESHIP. 


Master (arriving home late, encounters the housemaid 


your 
returning from her * day out.”")—“ Why, Jane! this is @ nice 
ime of night to come home!” PEL 

Jane.—* Yes, Sir. What would miasis say to us if she knew? 






























































Cadbury's 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded’ mind and body; delicious to the 
Balate and absolutely unadulterated.” 
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be eaten at any time without provoking thirst, 
are crispand firm, but do not taste dry, nor are 
they hard, so that they can readily masti- 
© bd 39 


If you like ‘‘ Tritloumina’’ Bread or 
Food, try ‘‘TRITICUMINA’’ RATION 
BISCUITS. If you don’t know any of 
them, try them all. 





Ration Biscuit MEABY & Co. Ld., 
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HAS THE MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF CRICKET, TENNIS, FOOTBALL, 
& ATHLETIC REQUISITES & OUTFITS IN SOUTH LONDON. 


CLUBS, COLLEGES, AND SCHOOLS, COLONIAL AND COU NTY TEAMS AND INDIVIDUAL 
PLAYERS LIBERALLY CATERED FOR. 


A FEW LEADING LINES FOR CRICKETERS. 
Turner’s “IMPREGNABLE” Spring-handle Bat | ‘Turner's “Challenge” CRICKET BALL, Treble Seam, 9/9. 
Fine Selected Blades, 10/6. ‘Crown’ Match Super Club Ball, 4/6. 


The “ALL ENGLAND” Club Bat - - 8/9. Bryan’s “‘ Grasshopper,” 4/10; Dark’s, 5/-; Duke's, 6/3. 
| YOUTHS’ REGULATION SCHOOL MATCH, 3s. 3d. 
The “SPECIAL” - - - - - 6. 


COMPO BALLS, Is., Is. 6Gd., &c.- 
BATTING GLOVE (Red Fluted Rubber), 3/9. 
The “ELECTRIC CUTTER” see 136, 0 hl eee). 
YOUTHS’ BATS IN EVERY PRICE. 





CLUB BAGS, full size, 6/9, 7/9, 10/6, 14/6, &. 


GENTS’ BAGS, 5s. 3d., 7s. od.. 10s. 6a. 


The Best and Lightest Leg Guards. 


| 


Bas of Bat Matenss—crawronn, perax, wansor, | 1,0,0, REGULATION PRACTICE NRT, 17s. 64. 


COBBETT, SYKES, DARK, TURNER, ta: CHEAPEST IN THE TRADE. 


H. T. TURNER will be pleased to send a Gliitions and New Illustrated Price List on application. 


Bis: “date:.., aiclalrektelN lilt, 
es ““ South London” Grioket and Athletic Outfitter, 
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THE simple, guileless Kriiger will not come to England just yet. 
The Volksraad are afraid that so ingenuous a gentleman might fall 
& victim to the three-card delusion, or the confidence trick (as per- 
formed by the Colonial Secretary). In our dull, insular way we 
must try to struggle on without the brilliancy of his presence. But 
really, if there are such very serious differences to be settled, and 
the Grand Old Dutch will not come over to settle them—then surely 
the Grand Old Dutch must not be surprised if sundry Englishmen 
80 over to visit him! Let not Oom Paul rely upon a weak and 
vacillating Government in London taking half-measures this time, 
and so giving him an opportunity of entrapping some more of ou 
soldiers. A Majuba Hill does not come twice in a nation’s history. 


Some of the Matabele are in possession of guns precisely lik 
those used by the Boers, only a shade smaller. This rifle, we 
suppose, is called the ‘‘ small-boer.”’ 

_ It is at first rather difficult to recognise tle title of a new paper 
in the newsboys’ “Dyly Currio-eh!’’ The ‘‘Dyly Myle”’ is 
simpler. 

The young poet who recently had his brain photographed by the 
Réntgen method was annoyed to find that the result was a very 
excellent reproduction of the screen behind him. 


_ “They say,” mused the Thinking Man, ‘that matches are made 
in Heaven. And yet they are invariably tipped with brimstone!”’ 


A judge said lately that no respectable person ever got into debt. 
That’s funny—for if you are not respectable you will find it a stiff 
job to get credit. 


Young Tenor.—‘‘ You have heard my voice, professor. 
me candidly what branch of vocalism is it best adapted to‘ 
Professor (candidly).—‘ Cheering.” 


Now tell 


yy? 


Norics.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contri 
unless accompan 





butions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent m. 
ied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Sam Wellerisms. 


“I’m driven to drink by a woman,” as the cow said when the 
dairymaid urged her towards the pond. 

‘* Much cry and little wool,” as the doctor observed when he saw 
the baby nigger. 

‘] take a lot of interest in my business,’’ as the moneylender 
said at Chester the other day. 

‘*T'}] lend my c 3s to it,'’ as the artist's m de! 
when the R.A. described a picture he was going to paint. 

“7 can’t wear them out,” as the bashful girl exclaimed when 
somebody made her a present of a pair of bicycle bloomers. 

“A speckled beauty,” as the young man observed when he saw a 


remarked 


’ tars ; 
INLenNAL! 


pretty girl wearing & pince-nez, 
“I'm going to charge the jury,” 
found his way into the Old Lailey. 
‘That is a good deed,’”’ muttered the lawyer as he locked up the 
parchment in his safe. 
‘That is a good act,” as the dramatist 


as the bull bellowed when he 


said when the curtain 


ent down. 


u may count on me,” as the slate whispered to the school 


~ 


A Nautical Lay. 


“nn write me instanter 4 nautical lay 
The editor said to the poet one day. 

’ thought the poet, aghast. 
‘when I think of a mast!” 


is 


‘A nautical lay! 
‘‘ 7] feel ‘all at sea 


He went home, and got out pen, paper, and ink, 
And tapped at his forehead until it grew pink , 

And then, after pouring some rurn down his throat, 
This is the nautical lay that he wrote: 


‘The good ship Miranda her anchor did weigh ; 
The pullets on board didn’t look very gay, 
But one of them laid a big egy ev'ry day |" 
And that was the end of his ** nautical lay” 


No contributions can be returned 











































FUN. 
































/oavee 


RE 






Ce 










J 7 


4 


VS fy 
i 





 / 
Pe 4 1 
« eS 
73*f se 
‘a - 
a“ 
Ssh 
q 









~ 
ee 


Gike \ \\" 


LEGAL 








COKE 


FULL WEICHT 








ome bee to + , A. Yy 
/~e— — vf 2 i Di , Le, Z, 
—— "i = Oa. “4 
ee =— 


Fors oR 
o' CeeZ, , 
an (- U 


A. (a y ft 


ASS 


¢ / ff e 
| Pf ¢, Va 
/ A Uf o/ 


ee . 





“ BLACK-STONE.”’ 











LIGHTS DELINEATED. 
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Lucifer,Out-Lucifered. 


(Suggested by Mr. Buchanan’s furious onslaughts on _ 
those who have “‘evily entreated”’ his latest poem.) 


I, Ropert, wrote “‘ The Devil’s Case ’»— 

A piquant, pithy, perfect poem ; 
And on its fly-leaf found a place 
. For one slight hint by way of proem. 

I begged my readers not to slate 

My lucubrations “line by line” : 

- - I said, ‘‘ Remember that I state 





The Devil’s Case, not mine! ”’ 


I, Robert, find ‘“‘ The Devil’s Case ”’ 
' Resembling old Achilles’ wrath : 
. Unnumbered woes I fiercely face, 
To which that pome has paved the path. 
The Telegraph first roused the flash 
! Of fury in these piercing eyne; 
It would not advertise—for cash— 
That ‘* Devil’s Case” of mine! 


Then smart, sarcastic stings I got 
From W. A.—the Ghoul of Grammar— 
And William’s “ daily ” hastened not 
Meet meek apologies to stammer, 
But closed, against me-waxing-wroth, 
Its doors—and waved to the shrine 
Of legal loons, who, far from loth, 
Would list to plaints of mine! 


Last, worst, a venomed shaft was sped, 

In swathements swathed of phrases pretty 
Le Gallienne of the Feather Head 

Assured me that I steeped Rosetti 
In degradation and distress ; 

And that I loathed (like dog supine 
In manger lain) all men’s success, 

Save mine—save only mine! 


I, Robert, claim your pity, friends! 

The lot is doubtless hard to bear 
Of Lucifer, who to the ends 

Of earth gets jibed at everywhere. 
But, cheek by jowl with him, pray place 

Poor me, by mockeries most malign 
Made mad—and own the Devil’s case 

Is not a patch on mine! ! 















THE Sultan has fulfilled his word 

N fur once. He promised that the 
4! American missionary, Mr. Knapp, 
should be placed in the care of the 
United States Consul and the Sovereign 


\: > by an American man-of-war—carried 
\) out this promise. 
* * * 


The United States, not being in the 
Concert of Europe, is able to keep out 
of this discord and play a little time on 
her own account. She had no partners 
to study and went Knapp. She hada 
strong hand and played it skilfully. It being Knapp, and not 
poker, the Sultan was unable to “ bluff.” 

% . . 


Mr. T. G. Bowles, M.P., has taken to sitting on the Front Bench 
below the gangway of the House, instead of just behind Mr. Han- 
- Major Rasch has been sitting in Mr. Bowles’ old place. 

cy sitting on the seat sacred to ‘‘Tommy.’’ What a Rasch 
thing to do ! 























Artist.—* You know the subject! Tells i's own story, doesn’t it?” 


Impressionist.—* Ah! my deah fellah! It tells its stowy with a quite too 
bwutal fwankness! ”’ 


Oysters are to be cheap next year. The doctors will be glad to 
hear it. 


“The greatest good for the greatest number.’”” Numbers of 
Matabele do not much care for the ‘‘Maxim’”’-um. That's their 
view of the Mata, believe me. 

ae * 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No, 23.) 
Tue GEISHA, 

Dear little singing girl, 
Whither away’? 
Prithee remain, little geisha; 
Dear little Japanese, 
Tarry, I pray, 
Sweetest of maidens in Asia. 
Dark almond eyes so bright, 
Smooth raven hair, 
Singing so softly and sweetly ; 
Dear little nightingale. 
Stay, I declare 
You have enslaved me completely. 


Dear little tiny thing, 

Child of the Sun, 

Your velvetty arms place around me; 

In bondage sweet am I, 

Your victory’s won, 

In love’s silken toils you have bound me. 


Here in your Lotos land, 

Here will I rest, 

With you, little geisha, to love me ; 
Singing your lullaby, 

Fondly caressed, 

While the stars of the East shine above me. 
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Much May be Done by 


Kindness ! 


JOE, THE PIG DRIVER, EXPLAINS 


HIS METHODS. 


Ir you want a pig to go, 
Don’t you know, 


You must smile at him and say :— 


“ Step this way! ”’ 
Give his ribs a gentle dig— 

Do you twig ? 
You must coax him and cajole, 
Keep your temper in control, 
Sen has artful, on the whole, 

Is the pig. 


Just a playful little cuff 
Is enough ; 
To use language over strong 
Would be wrong ; 
For he’s obstinately queer, 
Pretty dear ! 
From his sty and from his bed 
You may lead him with a thread 
If you let him have his head— 
"os 2 Just look here! 


(He goes to sty and commences to give 


a practical illustration. } 
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LOVE ME, LOVE MY DOG. 


Did ’em wake 'um! Little pet! 
I regret 

To disturb your beauty sleep, 
Calm and deep. 

Come along from out your sty, 
Do now, try! 

Come along, as piggies should, 

And, if you are very good, 

You shall have a trough of food, 
By and bye. 

(He ties string to pig’s hind leg.) 


Now, you watch and see the fun; 
See him run 
Whither I would have him go, 
Don’t you know! 
He will run along as mild 
As a child; 
Much amusement he’!] afford, 
See, he’s tugging at the cord— 
Hi—coom up there—hi—oh, Lord, 
Ain’t he wild? 


(The pig does a little buck-jumping.) 


Steady, steady does the trick 
Pretty quick ; 

For he’s got to come to town— 
Down, sir, down !— 

See, I give a gentle pat— 
What's he at ? 

Ah, he takes me for a foe! 

Gentle piggy, I am Joe— 

Well I’m—dash it all you know— 
None of that! 

(The pig waltzes round.) 











| 
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Did you ever see the like? 
If I strike 
He’ll turn sulky as a bear— 
Steady there !— 
His friends he surely knows 
From his foes ! 
With affection he is crammed, 
This excitement must be shammed— 
Hi,coom up there! Well I’m —— 
There he goes! 
The pig breaks cord and rushes back to sty 


Well, of course, if he decline 
Charm of mine, 

He is quite beyond control, 
Pretty soul! 

He heeds not a promised feast 
In the least. 

I have done my best, you’ll say, 

If my will he won’t obey— 

He must go the other way, 
Nasty beast ! 





The Master’s Conscience. 


New Housemaid.— Eh, Janet, lassie, 
I let the teapot fa’ jist the noo, an’ it 
brak’ tae bits. The maister saw it, an’ 
he didna’ say onything!”’ 

Cook.— Wheesht; it’s Sunday, an’ the 
maister’s far ower conscientious a man 
tae gie vent tae his feelin’s on siccan & 
day. Bit wait tull the mornin’, ma 


999 


wummin, an’ winna yo get a sweerin’! 
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JOE (loquitur)—*COME ALONG FROM OUT YOUR STY!” 
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Hurry up and see The Geisha at Daly’s. 
It is delicious. The story is interesting, the 
lyrics are smart, the music is dainty, the 
people are clever, and the mounting is splendid, 


Oh, dear little, sweet little geisha, 
Were I not in Europe, but Asia, 
I all the day long would embrace yer. 


A geisha is, for the purpose of Mr. Owen 
Hall’s story, a demure and innocent little 
Japanese singing girl. A Japanese tea house 
is—still for the purpose of Mr. Owen Hall’s story—a place to have 
afternoon tea, to listen to the geisha, and to enjoy yourself in 
thoroughly innocent amusement. 

It all happens in this way. O Mimosa San is the most celebrated 
geisha in all Japan. A powerful Japanese nobleman, the Marquis 
Imari, has made up his mind to marry her. But Mimosa does not 
wish to marry Imari, for she loves Katani, a Japanese officer, 
although she is carrying on a flirtation with Reginald Fairfax, an 
officer of H.M.S. Turtle, anchored a little way off. But when 
Molly Seamore, Reginald’s betrothed, who is travelling on board 
the yacht of her friend Lady Constance Wynne, learns of the 
spooning that goes on between Mimosa and Fairfax, she disguises 
herself as a geisha in order to see what the little game is. 

When the Marquis finds that Mimosa spurns him and that she 
prefers the English officer to himself, he withdraws the licence of 
the tea house and orders all the geisha to be sold by public auction. 
He means to buy Mimosa, but Lady Constance outbids him. But 
Juliette Diamant, a French girl attached to the tea-house as inter- 

reter, who has a great hankering to become Mrs. Imari, tells the 

arquis that the next geisha to be sold, Roli-Poli by name, is none 
other than Molly Seamore, an English girl, and that astute noble- 
man buys her instead. Consequently, at the end of Act 1 poor 
Molly is left in a very precarious position. 

Act 2 is devoted to getting her out of it; and, despite the fact 
that Imari has made up his mind to console himself for the loss of 
Mimosa by marrying Molly, the English visitors accomplish the 
task and Juliette gets the Marquis after all. 

The play is full of fun and brightness and colour, of pretty girls, 
pretty songs, pretty dances, pretty dresses. Mr. Sidney Jones has 
written some most charming music, Mr. Harry Greenbank is 
responsible for the lyrics, Mr. Owen Hall for the book, Miss Letty 
Lind, Miss Marie Tempest, Miss Juliette Nesville, and Mr. Huntley 
Wright are all splendid. Mr. Hayden Coffin, Mr. Harry Monk- 
house, and the others are also thoroughly acceptable. The Geisha 
is bound to be a huge success. 


Although its tone is somewhat cerulean, judging from the 
laughter at the Royalty on the first night, The New Baby will 
rove to the liking of patrons of Mr. Arthur Bourchier. The New 
Baby is adapted from the German of Der Rabenvater, but it isa 
ood deal more French than Teutonic in style. Colonel Wilber- 
orce Walker is married to a rich wife, who keeps a tight hold over 
him and the purse strings. Nevertheless he has been able for 25 
years torun up pretty frequently to London from Cornwall to 
enjoy himself, and yet to have over a hundred pounds in the cigar 
box he keeps locked away in hisdesk. How has hedone it? Thus- 
wise. He has inven a son of his own—the offspring of an 
affaire before his marriage. His wife generously allows the 
boy £5 a month, and the Colonel invents the excuse of going up to 
see him. Now, this is all very well while it lasts, and until Mrs. 
Walker, on their silver wedding day, insists on sending for her 
husband's son and adopting him. The extraordinary complications 
that ensue are very comical, and their full humour is brought out 
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by Mr. Arthur Bourchier, Mr. Blakeley, Mr. W. G. Elliot, Mr. 
Charles Troode, Miss Alice Mansfield, Mrs. B. M. De Solla, Miss 
Irene Vanbrugb, Miss Katherine Stewart, and Miss Lilian Mill- 
ward, who make up quite an exceptionally excellent cast. 


An uproarious glorious farce is A Night Out at the Vaude- 
ville—one of the very funniest and most extravagant farces 
I have ever seen. I defy the most skilful penman among 
us to transfer the story to paper; enough that it is all about 
the scrape into which a married couple—each married to 
somebody—drift because they go to a quiet little restaurant together 
to have supper. A Night Out is superbly acted by Mr. George 
Giddens, Miss Fannie Ward, and the rest of the excellent company. 

GOSSAMER. 


The Patriot. 


THE way was long, the pace was slow, 
For men in days of long ago 

To reach the pinnacle of fame 

Or win a patriotic name. 

Then man would health and wealth impair 
To win the plaudits of the fair ; 

And jeopardise his stupid hide 

To gratify ambitious pride. 

Thea some were housed in Beauty’s bow’r, 
And others quartered at the Tow’r; 

To show how Fate respected then 

The deeds of celebrated men. 

How sweet for man to contemplate, 
When he has served the grateful State, 
And sacrificed an arm or leg 

To hang on gory Glory’s peg— 

That future generations must 

Revere his mutilated dust. 

There’s William Wallace, famed in fight, 
A liberal, but Scottish, knight ; 

Bold Thaddeus, that upright Pole 
Whose name atill lives on Honour’s roll ; 
And Tel), the mountaineering “ gun,” 
Who shot an apple off his son. 

Those men were heroes in their day, 
And fought without regard to pay, 
Unlike the one who now-a-days 

Lays claim to patriotic praise. 

* * 

His rusty hair and grimy face 

Suggest that water’s out of place ; 
Proclaim unwillingness to cope 

With that rare compound known as soap 
His faded hat and “‘ cutaway” 

Are relics of a former day ; 

The buttons from his vest are flown, 

His boots exist in name alone. 

Before him stands a pewter pot 
Containing what some friend had bought ; 
And there he sings of gallant men, 

And states what we can do again— 
How, single-handed, we can fight, 

And level universal might. 

Alternately he proudly raves 

Of Britons never being slaves, 
Forgetting there’s a noble pay 

Of less than fifteenpence a day 

To men who fought for home and queen, 
And now as sandwich-men are seen, 
Let’s leave the ranter and his beer, 

And seek a more exalted sphere, 

Where patriots are quite content 

To study self-aggrandisement ; 

Where heroes of the day exist 

And thrive upon subscription list. 
These shed no blood in gallant deed, 
They make confiding backers bleed; 
And let their span of office run 

In looking after Number One, 
Compare such men with William Tell, 
Including Thaddeus as well ; 

And note the blood that Wallace spilt 
To shield the land o’ cakes and kilt. 
Then draw what inference you can— 
Discover virtue in the man 

Who serves his land for Mammon’s sake, 
And literally ‘ takes the cake.” 
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THE HANDY MAN. 
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“inclined to wobble, Marthu:; 


anything sort of person, a handy 


ddie Villa, 


added he, 
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A dining-room table had just arrived at Mu 
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A versatile sort o’ cuss.” 
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Crossgrain Botcher, Esq., of Muddle Villa, West Meddleton, was a sample of the all-round order of genius, a can-undertake 
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man, or, as Artemus Ward was wont to term his type, “ 


of workmanship, Martha 
decidedly inclined to wobble. 
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“Tough job,” he gleefully cried to Mrs. B., on her 


Yes, Martha, this table will wobble again no more!” 


few weeks, more or less, rather more than less. 


that nice new table hauled down to the amateur workshop in the bas- ment, where the indefatigable 
d that wobble for good and all. 
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Mrs. Crossgrain Botcher gave forth a meek sigh as she saw 
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that I have 


madam, to the dust, madam, the 


y (more especially the latter) 


and obe 


madam, levelled down, 


honour, 


“ There’s your fine new dining-room table, 


the man whom you have solemnly sworn to love, 


face! 
Blank! Blank! 
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Do you dare to tell me to my 


ruined that table?” 





Botcher wrestled with it, wobbling dcwn, and levelling up, for a 
venturing on a meek survey towards the finish, “ but I’ve shifte 
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By tHe Party ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Down to North Camp with Duke of Connaught to 
inepect troops detailed for South Africa. Sun devastatingly hot, just 
to give them a foretaste of things. Fine body of chaps, and look 
like business if any is required of them. Gave them an encourag- 
ing word (while the Duke congratulated their Colonel), and told 
them to do credit to the ‘‘ Die Hards.” They said they would. 
After looking in on Osman Digna, and congratulating him on his 
defeat, ran down to Epsom in time for the City and Suburban. 
Won by Worcester and ‘“ Barney Barnato.” Joy! (Was on the 
right side myself.) 


Thursday.—My aunt in the country came to town to be present 
atthe Drawing Room. Deuce of a warm day, and they had a big 
fire in the reception room. Their Royal Highnesses looked warm. 
I believe, popular as they are, this is the warmest reception they 
have had for some time. My aunt was much exhausted when she 
came out, and insisted on having an ice. 


‘riday.—Spent the morning at the New Gallery. Dainty little 
exhibition, and some good stuff. Mr. McWhirter’s ‘‘ Highland 
Cattle and Highland Weather ” (8) shows that he knows both; Mrs. 
Stokes’ ‘‘ Page ” (9) and the Queen who had to die, look as though 
they deserved it (well painted in its school though) ; Mrs. Stanley’s 
‘* First Offence’’ (11) has character; ‘‘ Des Caresses’’ (38) will be 
noticed with varying emotions; I like David Carr's ‘‘ Phyllis”’ (61), 
she looks somebody’s ‘‘ only joy,’’ and I cherish an affection for‘our 
dear old friend St. George (62) and the “property” dragon as 
depicted by Mr. Batten, but I like Mr. Parsons’ “ Dragon” (63) 
best, a charming, old world garden in tidy neglect, so to say. 

Mr. Watts shows what’s Watts in ‘“‘ Earth” (67) (which is red 
earth), and Miss Currey currey’s favour with her Roses (68) ; 
“Time, Death, and Judgment” is impressive and unpleasant in 
colouring as usual; Miss Mary L. Gow’s two dainty water-colours, 
‘‘The Sampler’ (85) and an ‘“ Interlude’’ (89), are delightfully 
skilful in drawing and touch; Mr. Hallé’s “ Juliet ’’ (91) is decidedly 
above his average; Mr. Alma Tadema’s ‘“ Family Group ”’ (87) is 
a masterly bit of manipulation; (195) is a striking head by Mr. 
Schmalz; (230) ‘‘ Leda”’ is perhaps most remarkable for the texture 
of the swan and the water; (255) ‘4 a.m.”’ will attract a good deal 
of attention—-a girl just home from a ball relates her conquests to 
her sister in bed, who tries not to look jealous. Henry Ryland’s 
‘‘Summer Thoughts” (277) are very pleasant thoughts indeed. 
Miss A. Alma Tadema’s ‘‘ Hope—the Phoenix” is a clever picture 
of someone gone to blazes. 

There are some rattling good portraits, Mr. Sargent being well 
to the fore with a full length of a lady, which has great ‘‘ go’’ as well 
as clever technique in it; Mr. Llewellyn bas a companion lady— 
and a delicious portrait, all in grey, of a little lady, which 
excites covetous thoughts. Mr. Richmond and Mr. Shannon both 
go strong, too, in this field. And talking about fields, there are one 
or two good landscapes, such as Parsons’ ‘‘ Cotswolds,’’ Boughton’s 
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“Rosemary,” Thorne Waite’s ‘‘ Bit of Old England,” and those of 


Mr. Stott, Mr. Padgett, and Mr. East, and heaps of other things. 


Saturday.—From one art to the other. Went down to the 
Crystal Palace to Mr. Mann’s benefit. Got a benefit myself. Then 
off to Stratford-on-Avon for the wind up of the Shakespeare Cele- 


brations. Hada goodtime. Stayed all night. 
Monday.—Stayed all day. 


parts) in the gloaming. 


Tuesday.—Went to first ‘‘ social’’ of ‘* Society of Illustrators,” 
Jolly evening—jolly fellers—splendid recitations (comic and tear- 
Mr. Churcher capital 


ful)—‘‘ won’t go home till 11 o’clock.” 
reciter, with strong dramatic style, and any amount of vis comica. 
THE SPOTTER. 





Is He a Latin Punster P 


[A school monitor has been fined £3 and costs for extracting the 
teeth of three scholars by way of punishment.—Dazly Paper. | 


Poor children’s teeth! We cannot sheath 
Or give a reason for extracting ‘em, 
Unless the youth was prone, forsooth, 
To making Latin puns, and acting ’em! 


The three wee chaps were dense, perhaps, 
Of brain ; and therefore to its finishing 
This pun he took, that he might look 
On the pENns-ness of their heads diminishing ! ! ! 


How to Visit Italy. 


Messrs. HORACE MARSHALL AND SON have published a convenient, 
easily-slipping-into-side-pocket volume of practical information so 
helpful to the the tyro tourist upon a visit to the Continent. This 
guide book to the chief towns of Italy contains contributions of 
marked erudition, respectively, by the Very Rev. Dean Farrar, Mr. 
Oscar Browning, the Rev. Dr. Robertson, the Rev. R. Langton 
Douglas, Dr. Russell Forbes, and others. Amongst the principal 
features of this book are the maps, which can be so easily studied 
or referred to. The illustrations are photographic reproductions, 
and consequently reliable. The editor of ‘‘ Travel,” Dr. Henry S. 
Lunn, has edited this guide book, which can be purchased at 
half-a-crown. 


‘Hamidnight Worker. 


[The Sultan—says Sir Philip Currie in the English Illustrated 
Magazine—often works hard far into the night. ] 


THAT potentate, by Watson Light 
The Damned, is wont to worry 

His cranium through the dead-long night, 
If sooth be said by Currie. 

Does this queer whim of Abdul’s prove 
(Since men of him believe ill) 

That he’s one of those who “ darkness love 
Because their deeds-are evil ’’ ? 


“Out of Evil Cometh Good.” 


Mrs. Rulim (to her husband, who has just been brought home on a 
stretcher).—‘* Oh, dear, John! You don’t mean to say that you’ve 
broken your leg?”’ 

Mr. Rulim (with grim humour).—** Yes—thank goodness! Now, 
surely you won’t be so brutal as to make me hopround the room on 
one leg with that confounded baby half the night, will you?” 


FLUID, POWDER, 
AND SOAPS. 
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Roamed the neighbourhood, using 
appropriate quotations from Shakespeare all the time. Left the 
dreamy Warwickshire town (which is getting very modern in some 
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“Av y’eard of Bill’s luck?” 
“No. Wot is it?” 
“Picked up ’arf a quid in the gutter larst week, an’ now 


’e’s goin’ to start ’ouse keepin’!”’ 














The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE EMBARRASSING INCONSISTENCY OF YAN KEE. 





The knowing Yan Kee spread his wings 
And screamed invectives grim ; 

Then like a flail he wagged his tail 
Until his tail wagged him— 

His friends turned pale to see his tail 
Begin a wagging him! 


“Tam,” cried he, “ the finest bird 
That ever you did see! 

And as for Bool, why, he’s a fool, 
And can’t compete with me— 

Just look, and yowll observe that Bool | 
Cannot compete with me!” 





“Ah, ah!” cried Bool’s false friends and foes, 
“* Here’s Yan Kee hates him too ! 

If Yan will back our great attack 
Whatever will Jon do ? 

If, white and black, we all attack 
Whatever will he do!” 


On, on they came those foes and friends 
But Yan Kee murmured: “I'm 

With Bool you know 'gainst ev'ry foe 
That's me, boys, all the time— 

When Bool’s at bay I’m bound to say 
I'm with him all the time!” 


Bool’s friends and foes looked very glum 
And said ; “ We much regret 

To find that Yan against our plan 
His mind has firmly set— 

It will not do to face the two !—— 
And Yan Kee said: “ You bet!” 

OF course, it is well known that besides poor Puff Tupp, the swell- 
headed Eagle, and Hungri, the two-headed Eagle, and It Ali, the 
little Eagle, there is a larger, more powerful Eagle still, who is 
known as Yan Kee, the lion-hearted golden Eagle, the Almighty 
Dollar spread Eagle, the Whipper-of-Creation, compared to whom 
Puff Tupp is but a carrion crow, and carrion at that. Now, it hap- 
pened that Yan Kee and Jon Bool (who are, as is also well known, 
near relations) had a little family quarrel, and hard words passed, 
till at one time it looked as if it would come to blows, for Yan Kee 
is as brave as Bool, and as obstinate, and twice as “touchy.” So 
Yan Kee girded at Bool, and jeered at him, till Bool perfectly 
quivered with indignation, and would have sprung upon Yan Kee 
and fought to the bitter end, had it not been for the ties of blood 
that bound them one to the other; so that instead of springing he 
turned sadly away, and let the great Eagle jeer on. 

Now, when Bool’s friends heard Yan Kee jeering, they were 
pleased, and winked at one another, and buttonholed one another 
and whispered in corners, especially Puff Tupp. While Bool's 
open enemies took the opportunity to pull his tail a little, not much, 
but just enough, and there were rumours of leagues and coalitions 
to smash Bool up, and secret treaties were formed, and everybody 
was very brave and mean, and underhanded, especially Puff Tupp. 
And every now and then one or other of the foes and friends would 
do a little Lion baiting on his own hook, and some of them got 
badly damaged, and lost a lot of fur or feathers as the case 
might be, especially Puff Tupp, andthe grim old Lion watched on 
undaunted and not afraid. 

Meanwhile Yan Kee had calmed down, and was watching events 
with a very knowing and very kindly twinkle in his shrewd old eyes, 

Then Bool’s friends and foes drew closer together, and their 
whispers grew louder and louder, and their secret treaties became 
known, and their purpose plain; and the grim old Lion watched 
on. 
And presently Bowski, the great bear, gave a growl, which was 
the signal agreed upon, and friends and foes advanced upon Bool 
with the intention of smashing him up; and the grim old Lion, 
with @ growl that woke the echoes of the world, stood proudly 
at bay. 

ie Wh the growl woke more than echoes, from the uttermost 
regions of the earth came the sound of other growls, as the young 
Bools rushed eagerly to the old Lion’s help. 

And just as the fight was beginning, there was a sound of rush- 
ing wings, and a voice was heard shrieking: ‘* Bully for you, Bool! 
I’m on in this scene, you bet! Reckon you can depend on me, all 
the time! Why, yes, certainly,” and Yan ‘Kee, the Lion-hearted 
Golden Eagle, came eagerly to the rescue of his blood relation. To 
the extreme annoyance of Bool’s friends and foes, especially Puff 
Tupp. 

‘al when Bowski, the big bear, saw that Yan Kee and Bool 
were on friendly terms, he rubbed his paws gently, and, with a 
sweet smile, retired gracefully from the contest, to the dismay of 
his allies, especially Puff Tupp. 

And then—but that is another story, 
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AN ELOPEMENT IN 2001. 


(‘So many new things are being discovered just now that a 
Public Nomenclature Committee is almost wanted. A new word 
is suggested by Lieutenant-Colonel J. A. Fergusson, in the shape 
of ‘Kingsland’ for what is known as South Australia.) — St. 



























4 James’ Gdeette.”’ 
O micuty County Council, do 


Suggest new names for places to 
Explain their nature. 


As Doctorjimtown. 


lis Repair) Sahara—or perhaps 
3 Sirwatkinborough. 
, And then to Oxford Circus we 


if Suppose we were to call it Pe- 
Ay terrobinsonia. 


The railway lines that go to Deal 


Because upon these lines we feel 
So little motion ! ; 


To the Committee. 





Devise a scheme of nomenclature ! 


For instance—though ’tis not our own— 
Johannesburg, that taut and trim town, 
, In future should of course be known 


. St. John’s Wood, land of leafy gaps, 
We'll dub (when it is put in thorough 


Might give a title rather ‘‘ tonier,” 


We'll call the ‘‘ South Pacific Ocean,” 


To swap “ the Bank ”’ for “‘ Brighton Pier”’ 
May cheer the clerks that haunt the City, 
But come—we'll leave the matter here 





A Misnomer. 

| Scene: Waiting room at railway 
| gtation. Enter lady with little son, 
| The latter is attired in light dust coat 
| and new kid gloves. He walks round 
| dusty table drawing his hand along it. 

Mother reproves him severely, whereupon 
| he wipes his hand down his coat. 
| Mother, more irate than ever, expresses 
| her disgust at his spoiling his coat. 
| Boy (in astonishment). — ‘‘ Why! 
| mother, didn’t you tell me it was a dust 
} coat?” 
| At the Smokeries. 
| First Visitor (business man—knows 
| all about it—comprehensively surveying 
| show cards, price lists, advertising para- 
| phernalia, etc.).—‘‘ Ah, there’s a good 
| deal of ‘ cutting,’ you see, in this trade.”’ 
| Second Visitor (smoking man, knows a 
little bit more).—** Ah, you’re about right, 
old man. Most baccys take a lot of cut- 
| ting up before you can smoke ’em.”’ 


Accustomed to It. 


Mrs. Stone Brokely (to applicant for housemaid’s berth).—‘ I 
may tell you that there are occasionally ups and downs in this 





| 


establishment. Perhaps you wouldn’t mind, just at times, taking 
our bicycle to a pawnshop, and redeeming it after a time.” 

Housemaid.—‘* Wid pleasure, ma’am. Oi am accustomed to 
that, as Oi have got me own boicycle in pop at this prisint 
moment, ma’am!’’ (She is engaged ) 


Theatrical. 


Ir is usual, as everyone connected with a travelling theatrical 
company knows, for the company’s stage manager, and the resident 
stage manager to go around the theatre on a Monday morning and 
allot the dressing rooms to the various members of the combina- 
tion. 

It is also well-known that the principal boy (say the Alladin) 
—_ principal girl (say the Princess) are invariably played by 
ladies. 

This much by way of prelude. 

The local stage manager was ill on Monday, February 24th, at 
Theatre Royal, Mudtown-Super-Slush, so the travelling gentleman 
was being shown round by the resident gas man, who had only been 
in a dramatic show about a week before the advent of our Alladin 
crowd. Our 8.M. allotted No. 1 room to the principal boy and girl. 
‘TI beg pardon, sir,” said the gasman, ‘‘ Did you mean both in the 
one room.” 

“Of course! ”’ 

‘‘ But are they married, sir? ”’ 

(Collapse of our S.M. and much chaff for poor G.M.) 
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Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family, 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if 
what is supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


S. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” 
do so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 


Gotch, London, Melbourne, Sydney, Brisbane, and Cape Town. 
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By THE *‘ ENFANT TERRIBLE.”’ 


I read that ‘the Hon. Walter 
Rothschild is a great collector of 
cuckoo’s eggs.’”’ He is also credited 
with having a tidy collection of the 
eggs of the * oof-bird.” 

xf * * 


Pullitzer, the proprietor of that most 
marvellous paper, the New York World, 
is at present taking his annual holiday 
in London. The World, when he 
bought it, was in very low water. But 
he took it and dragged it into prosperity. 
They say his motto is, “Get hold of a 
\) thing and pull it, sir.” 














* * 4 


It is very nice to learn that by next winter Brighton will be 
supplied with an ice rink; but we are more particularly concerned 
just now as to whether it will be possible this summer in Brighton 
to be supplied with a nice drink. 


al 
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According to the Westminster Gazette, Miss Helen Gould has just 
paid £7,000 for a new palm. Fancy! Has some hand-reader been 
telling her that she will never marry, and will die young? And 
who is it with a stock of human palms on hand from £7,000 down- 
wards ? Perhaps, though, it is a plant Miss Gould has bought. 
Well, this paragraph is a “ plant,” too. 


* * * 


Weare now thinking of getting away from London—those of us 
who are fortunate enough not to have to stick in this terrible city 
through the lovely spring andsummer. For my part, I shall soon 
be paddling about the upper reaches of the Thames—the beautiful, 
the divine, the glorious Thames. 
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“FUN” LYRICS, (No. 24.) 
TAMESIS. 

Sweet Silver Thames, you call'me 
Resistlessly to your breast 

*Mid the strife and the storm of the city 
You summon my heart to rest. 

Sweet Silver Thames, I listen, 
Imprisoned in walls of black, 

And my gaolers of bricks and mortar 
Are striving to hold me back. 


From your tender embrace, your bosom, 
Tamesis, that softly swells 

To the gentle caress of the breezes, 
With the message that gladly tells 


Of the dewy green of the meadows, 
The free, bold crest of the hill, 

And the fierce, tiny swirl of the mill-stream, 
And the babble of baby rill. 


Sweet Silver Thames, I obey you, 
And break through my prison bars, 
Through the strife and the storm of the city, 
To you and the breeze and the stars. 


A Plea for “ Waring Versus Wearing.” 


(On hearing Mr. Herbert Waring give an address to the members 
of the Playgoers’ Club.) 


WHEN Waring’s discourse upon stage-matters flows, 
There’s no wearing away of our patience ; 

For the brains he is wearing cause Waring to pose 
As a Waring of wise observations. 


3ut if Waring for playgoers’ worship is caring, 
Let Waring make efforts most frantic 

To abolish a wearing which goads them to swearing 
The wearing of bonnets gigantic ! 


THe vast number of students of the French language will hail 
the news that Sir Isaac Pitman and Sous are about to issue, 
early in May, the first number of a new weekly publication, 
entitled Hugo’s French Journal. The new magazine will be 
written in a style suitable for beginners and advanced students. 
Its contents will be of infinite variety, comprising practical conver- 
sation for travellers, commercial phrases, amusing anecdotes (with 
copious illustrations), serial stories, explanation of all difficulties, 
etc. The price being 1d., the publication will be within the reach 
of all; and as an inducement, valuable prizes will be given. The 
first is a high-class bicycle, for which all buyers of the first 
number can compete on equal terms, no knowledge of French on 
their part being necessary. Quite au cowrant. 


Nomick.—The Editor will not be answera dle for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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1.—What we may expect (not) to see at the May meetings. 
Bishop.—* Ah, ha! my dear brother! well met, well met ; 
you must come and dine with me——no words; I insist.” 
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3.—Congested condition of the Strand. P.C. (in despair).— 


“ Pass along, ladies and gents; do pass along, please !”’ 
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4.—Short-sighted Vicar.- 








Rev. Algernon de Stole (with perhaps pardonable levity ).—** Ah! Miss May, 
May 1 that suit me best ), may we meet again!” 
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A “ May meeting” not likely to come off. 
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¢ ‘‘ Well met, well met, brother shep- 
Party.—" Shepherd be blowed! I’m a Undertaker !"’ 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.— Ran over to Nice to assist Her Most Gracious in 
starting for England, Home, and Beauty. Got her off very nicely 
in high spirits, good health, and with a nice fine day. Holiday’s 
done her a world of good. 

Did the Royal Academy Exhibition. Constance (242), like 
Patience, is perched in all her pinkiness, up highly, and from her 
— position she smiles upon the picture gazers. Miss Bowler 

as enjoyed better hanging in previcus Exhibitions. Here are a 
few simple lines, generally. 


THE R. A. ARRAY, 


“ Miss Mamie Bowles” just bowl(e)s them out 
(One might observe, were one a punner) ; 
The P.R.A. is found, no doubt, 
Well to the fore, with his ‘“‘ Forerunner ”’ ; 
‘A Bridesmaid” (St. George Hare) is sweet 
(A sober damsel, not a flirter) ; 
And ‘ Trilby ” ’s here (without her feet !) 
And “‘ Bonnie Scotland ” (J. McWhirter). 


Here Watts’ figure subjects make 
A somewhat varying impression ; 
Here Bundy’s “‘ Witch ’’ your eye will take, 
There Mr. Dicksee’s pale ‘‘ Confession ”’ ; 
Here’s Lucas, deft in mail and arm; 
Here’s Weguelin, likewise Story ; 
Here’s Bougereau with all bis charm, 
And Solomon in all his glory. 


Here Swan and Crowe and Stocks and Stone 
Display their talent (far from shabby) ; 
And here is (worth the * bob” alone) 
A sterling work by Mr. Abbey. 
And dozens more, that if you go, 
Will make you happier and wiser, 
With—bossing all the blessed show— 
His All-pervadingness the Kaiser. 


Thursday.—An hour or so at the Lyceum. “All the lights” 
rehearsing for the Wyndham Celebration. Wished Wyndham 
many happy returns of his twentieth year of management. Cabbed 
it over to Bermondsey to keep May Day with ‘‘ Sister Grace ” and the 
a cripples. Songs and ‘all manner.” Very pleasant and 
cheery, 


F riday.—Wyndham Celebration all day. No time for anything 
else. Lyceum in afternoon—Criterion in evening—Hotel Cecil at 
night—home in the morning (next morning) I think. 

Dropped into Tobacco Exhibition at Agricultural Hall, was much 
struck with the Indians at Messrs. McDowell and Co.’s stallin their 
dexterous manipulation of the tobacco leaf, which they resolved 
into beautifully formed Bahadur cigars. Thence I strolled on to 
T. R. Freeman & Son’s stall, entirely tenanted by Englishmen, 
who are =_— au fait in the art of cigar construction with any 
nation under the sun. 


Saturday.—Pretty busy among the Exhibitions to-day. First- 
class one down at Cardiff. Rather interesting one at Buda Pesth 
also—Hungarian Millenial. Noticed, among other things, that you 
can be married for nothing in the grounds! Hastened away to 
Berlin Exhibition where no such dangerous privileges are accorded. 

Dined with the Booksellers and Publishers in the evening. Was 
nervous about it at inning—have heard such tales about 
poblishers’ rapacity and hard dealing. Got more confident as 

inner proceeded, ho wever, and towards finish all on terms of good 
fellowship. 





BEFORE AND AFTER. 


The terrible tribe of Booksellers 
The author in Ba yd bellers) 
re tortuous us-quellers, 
Exacting, and greedy and jellers. 


But after a dinner one mellers, 
And every author is zellers 

In lauding the guild of Booksellers 
As genial, jolly good fellers! 


Monday. Grand opening of the Hotel Cecil. Enthusiastic 
admiration of everything by those invited to dinner, Derogatory 
remarks from those left out. 


Tuesday.—Important deputation of theatrical profession to 
railway managers, desiring travelling privileges—reduction of 
terms on enormous quantity of business they bring on to the lines. 
Made out good case. Railways met it fairly— promised to think it 
out. Actors will probably score with the lines. 

Mrs. Langtry got £10,000 from the bank which lost her jewels. 
Good. Wonder if she’d lend me a tanner ? 

Tae SPorTer. 


The Way of To-day. 


YESTERDAY, youths were ambitious, 
And longed with a praisewortby aim 
For the season when Fortune, propitious, 
Should yield them a guerdon of fame. 
Yet vowed they that only their labours 
Should mouth their deserts through the earth ; 
And themselves, when they spake with their neighbours, 
Gave vent to no hint of their worth, 
Reluctant to hear of their splendid 
Attempts and achievements were they, 
And they blushed if their work were commended— 
Which isn’t the way of To-day! 


More loud than the asinine bray 

Is at present their self-lauding lay ; 
And their deeds to announce 
With much boasting and bounce 

Is their wonderful way of To-day ! 


Yesterday, girls in their teenings, 
Were simple as doves in the lift, 
In discourses with double-edged meanings 
They saw no equivocal drift. 
Prone were their faces to blushing, 
When themes psychological rose ; 
Scant was their passion for gushing 
In slum-worthy slang to their beaux, 
Of fastness and frowardness sterile, 
In speech and in action, were they ; 
And they left it to men to be virile— 
Which isn’t the way of To-day! 


To keep maidenly meekneas at bay, 
To drive modesty’s charms far away, 
To be brazen as brass 
In their conduct, alas! 
Is their wonderful way of To-day ! 


A Probable Cause. 


Wife.—"* Harry, why in some of these late criminal cases did the 
olice give particulars of important clues to the Press, which, by 
Coins published all over the place, were likely to defeat the ends of 


justice? I wonder these Scotland Yard authorities can’t keep 


things to themselves.” 
Husband.—* 1 should not wonder if the leaking-out business has 


been brought about through lady detectives telling lady journalists ! 
Women can’t keep mum, you know! ” 


Passed. 


CotoxeL Norru died, “poe ge in the act of recording some 
business at a Company Board Meeting, and uttering the words 
“ passed.” 
At touch invisible, in an instant slain, 
He fell, and with the dead was classed; 
His spirit sought the Realms, bereft of pain, 
Where earthly troubles are for ever passed, 
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Juggins, showing new purchase to Critical Friend.—* Well, he’s thoroughly well broke, at anyrate.” 
C. F’.—* Oh, yes! y’can see that at a glance! knees and all!”’ 


——— em mm 


Let Them Rave. 


(WITH APOLOGIES TO THE LATE 
LAUREATE.) 


THe SHADE OF WARREN HASTINGS 
(loquitur) :— 


Mipway through thy long day’s work 
Still fight on, nor heed abuse ; 
Ignorance your foes’ excuse, 

Let them rave. 

Enemies will ever lurk 

Where old England’s banners wave. 
Let them rave. 


Heed not what those foes may say— 
Me they hated years ago, 
My life’s work let India show— 
Let them rave. 
Still the Lion’s whelps shall play 
Where old England's banners wave. 
Let them rave. 


Lift your head and face your foes, 
Point, undaunted, to your work— 
Labouchere is not a Burke, 

Let him rave. 

While the Empire greater grows 

Where old England's banners wave. 
Let them rave. 


I, who builded up a State 
While the grim old Lion dozed, 
While the envious opposed, 
Let them rave, 
No man need on Folly wait 
While old England's banners wave. 
Let them rave. 




















Britons are not cowards all, 
England’s heart is staunch and true, 
She at last will speak for you. 
Let them rave. 
Time for men will ever call 
While old England’s banners wave. 
Let them rave. 


Who are they who cry “‘ impeach!” 
Fools and even worse are they, 
Dogs who never had a day. 

Let them rave. 

You will stand beyond their reach 

While old England’s banners wave. 
Let them rave. 


You must build, as once I built, 
Careless of all little men, 
Wordy wars of tongue or pen. 
Let them rave. 
Our’s the glory, their’s the guilt, 
While old England’s banners wave. 
Let them rave. 


You must never turn aside 
From the scheme that you have 
framed, 
Loved or hated, praised, defamed. 
Let them rave. 
Afric’s hope and Afric’s pride 
Where old England’s banners wave. 
Let them rave. 


Hate will soon become regret 
For a jolly overpast ; 
Silly cant can never last. 
Let them rave. 
Make the Empire greater yet 
Where old England’s banners wave. 
Let them rave. 








Wild words wander here and there, 
But the lie refutes the lie ; 
We may scorn them, you and I. 
Let them rave. 
Dare, again and always dare! 
While old England’s banners wave. 
Let them rave. 











Candid. 


Mrs. Faste.—*Do you like to see 
women riding bicycles, Alfred? ” 

Mr. Faste.—“ Yes, I like to see '’em 
very well; I think they look perfectly 
disgraceful! ”’ 


Dry. 
Bill.—* But them Egyptians ain’t 
much good at fightin’, are they, Tom?” 
Tom (the pot-house “ oracle” ).—‘ Ob, 
yus! Ain’t yer never ’eard tell of the 
Egyptian mummies? They fight like 
the very devil!” 


Takes the Cake. 


Lady (to dirty tramp).—‘Here’s & 
piece of soap, and I hope you will wash 
eset with it; and here’s a piece of 

ome-made cake to eat.”’ 

Dirty Tramp (critically surveying the 
soap and cake).—“‘Is the soap home- 
made too, mum ?” 

Lady.—“ Of course not!” 

Dirty Tramp.—' Then if you don’t 
mind, mum; I'd rather eat the seap, and 
scrub meself with the cake!” 
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HASTINGS TO RHODES. 


THE SHADE OF WARREN HASTINGS (LOQUITUR).—“I ADDED INDIA TO THE EMPIRE, AND WAS IMPEACHED 
BY BURKE; YOU MUST NEVER TURN ASIDE, AFRIC’S HOPE AND AFRIO'’S PRIDE,;-MAKE THE EMPIRE GREATER 
YET. LET RESIGNATION WAIT.” 








(For Cartoon Verses see page 186.) 
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“WHAT'S ON THE WALLS” TAKEN OFF. 
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; THE HANDY MAN.—No. 2. 


' CrossGraIn Botcuer, Esq., oF Muppie Vita, West MEDDLETON, ERECTS A CONSERVATORY, 
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“ You will please to understan ‘, Martha,” explained the Botcher genius to his meek, uncomp'aining little wife, on the auspicious morning when thé greenhouse 
walls were completed, “ that the entire weight of the roof will rest on the three upright beams, I've sighted that support. Don't move a hair's breadth to the right 
or to the left, and I'll fix it in the earth in a jiffey. 
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* You think I’ve no right to attempt such a gigantic undertaking with no assistance but that afforded by my wife, do you? Have you any idea of the expense 
we save, madam? Your children, and their children’s children after them, will rejoice in the full possession of a greenhouse of their very own, madam, and the 
present Botcher will leave to posterity a beautiful and solid monument of his great ingenuity and industry———Crash ! !! 





Had you not shifted that beam after I had sighted it no earthly power could have moved this structure! Come and sort 
Martha, Martha. little did I think, when I led you w the sacred altar, that on some future day you would, in cold 


s + + + « « y YOUR DOINGS, WOMAN! 
wnat remains of your husband from the debris. ' 
ood, and of malice aforethought, make a most dastardly attempt upon my life!” 
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ta . or, decrepit, ambitious old country must mind its p’s and 
ie simple, guileless Kriiger is aghast at the idea that:we are 
Sel i troops at Mafeking for an insidious attack on the Trans- 
vaal. Itis of no use to explain that the few troops assembled there 
are for the purpose of aiding the gallant little handful in Buluwayo, 
who, greatly outnumbered, have nevertheless broken the back of the 
Matamele revolt. Kriiger knows better—and what’s more, he won’t 
have it. The poor, dear Burghers are excited about it, bless their 
timid little hearts! Well, considering Mafeking is in British terri- 
tory, and Matabeleland a possession of ours, surely we may be 
allowed to manage our own internal affairs! Of course, we admit 
that the Boers are the ‘“ Paramount Power” in London, and will 
brook no foreign interference, and all that; but why should they 
deliberately oppress us? Why cannot we be allowed to settle the 
internal affairs of our shabby little I:mpire without their super- 
vision ? 
The Poet Laureate’s lines on ‘‘ Jameson’s Ride” 
“There are girls in the gold-roofed city, 
There are women and children, too ; 
And they cried ‘ Hurry up, for pity!’ 
So what could a brave man do ?”’ 
read rather funnily in the light recently cast upon the situation 
by sundry telegrams. It will be a lesson to Alfred the Little not 
worry his Muse about the escapades of ambitious young men. 


ADVERTISING EXTRAORDINARY. 


COMEDY THEATRE. 


—_— 


A MOTHER OF THRE! 


MR. CYRIL MAUDFE. 





Our heartiest congratulations! We had no idea 


The late Shah of Persia was a humourist in his way. The 
— of Wales once*took him to a race meeting and asked him 

to put a few pounds on some horse, The Shah was prepared to 
back those horses only which the Prince wished to win, for they 
were bound to come in first. ‘ At least,’’ he said, with a grim 
smile, ‘‘ that is the way it is managed in Persia!’ 





A French florist has offered a prize of £1,200 to anyone who will 
grow. blue roses. Fun, not to be outdone in generosity, offers a 
prize of ONE MILLION POUNDS to anyon who travels from 
London to the moon. 


One of the most interesting automatic machines 1n use in the 
United States is one that ‘“ picks up and counts 500,000 postcards 
most accurately, and ties them up in bundles of 25 each!” No 
doubt. Next the machine will direct them, do the writing on 
them, post them, and bring back the answer. Wonderful inventors 
these cousins of ours! 


Poltwattle at the Pet Dog Show. 


Your own Peter always likes to do the dog shows, so he went to 
the Aquarium last Tuesday, May 5th. 

He was always fond of dogs. In his brief experience in the Navy* 
he had to keep the dog-watch; he drives a dog-cart in the dog-days; 
if he follows a person he dogs their steps; stick to his dogmatical 
opinions doggedly ; often writes doggerel [As readers of this journal 
know to their sorrow—Ep.], and at school his books were always 
dog’s-eared, so he may fairly be said to be “a bit doggy.” 

The Pet Canine Show at the Aquarium was one of the largest 
ever known. Canine! indeed! Can one thousand and seventy- 
nine is more like it. And such lovely little things some of them. 
The fascinating face of the podgy pug is a source of never-ending 
wonder to me. It is—in its unmitigated ugliness—sublime! If it 
is only a step from the sublime to the ridiculous—the pug’s face 
must be sublime because it is only a step from the ridiculous. 

I don’t think any dogs are prettier than what I heard the fancier 
call the ‘ Maltee.”’ ‘“ Pixie,’ the first prizer, is a lovely creature, 
and only wants a black nose to be perfect. ‘Sir Meneris,”’ the 
second prize winner, is a beauty; and there was a pen of pups that 
only wanted little platforms on four wheels to be the veritable white 
wolly wobly toys of childhood’s days. 

To enumerate the pretty creatures that caught my eye—I mean 
the quadrupeds, not two-legged ones—would mean a full, true, and 
particular copy of the dogalogue. 

[ love to get near people who “ know all about it.”” There was a 
lady who did (no relation to Grant Allen’s friend) close to me, and 
she was explaining things on the programme to acompanion. One 
of the ‘‘ Living Pictures ’’—called the ‘‘The Handglass ’’ she said 
was ‘‘ The Bracelet,’ dear, though why they called it that, I can’t 
tell. It is the last of them, my dear, come on.” 

There were exactly 15 after it, but no matter. 

‘Little Dando, the dwarf comedian,’’ came on, and the Om- 
niscient lady said, ‘‘ That's Little Tich in a new character, look at 
his feet; when I saw him in Manchester he was getting £60 a 
week. He always makes me laugh.”’ 

Then I followed her rourd the exhibits, and pausing before one 
of the Dachshunds she told her friend, *‘ That’s a mastiff, dear, you 
can always tell them by their big ears.” 

I did not follow that lady any more. 

There was &@ man showing a poodle that was lying asleep, to a 
visitor, ‘‘ This is a young dog, sir ; this is!” 

“Oh, is it!” said the looker-on. “I thought it was a door- 


mat!” 

And, really, the mistake was a pardonable one. 

And that is all I know about one of the best shows Poltwattle 
ever saw. (Great credit is due to Mr. Collis, the secretary. 

* He ran away from school, and went to sea in his thirteenth year, and he 


ers the « juences to this day if he sits down quickly. 
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‘‘A SOVEREIGN REMEDY” 


For Chafed Skin, Piles, Insect Bites, Scalds, Cuts, Sore Eyes, Chapped 
Hands, Sunburn, Earache, Neuralgic and Rheumatic Pains, ,Throat 
Colds, and Skin Ailments generally, is 


ALVERTS .- 
a CARBOLIC'*: OINTMENT i 


etc. 


W. ¢ P GERALD he t, Wellington, New Zealand, writes :— It is, wit)! 
except () tment I ever ae ’ 


F. G. CALVERT & co., Manchester- 


AWARDED 75 MEDALS AND DIPLOMAS. 
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Yvette Guilbert? By what power is she able to hold avast gather- | 
ing of people fascinated as though beneath the glamour of a witch? | 
_ Mule. Guilbert now sings two English songs, in addition to those 

in French. These are the awful “Golden Hair Hanging Down 
Her Back” drivel and the pretty and touching ‘““I Want Yer, Ma 
Honey.” Into the first even Yvette can put no charm or novelty 
—or even sense; into the latter she instils a pathos, a passion, & 
fire, a depth of desire and love that one never dreamed of before. 
She is a great artiste. 





GOSSAMER, 
The private view of the Cabinet Picture Society's Inaugural 
Exhibition will take place at the society's gallery, 175, New Bond 
Street, on Saturday, the 16th inst. 


Too Much to Expect. 


Tue Blackburn Churchwardens are terribly unreasonable. They 
want an organist who is a Christian. Fancy a clever musician 
: trying to teach the sons of these churchwardens how to sing with- 
Tue authors of Gentleman Joe have written out losing his temper. They had better engage a gentleman from 
another piece called The French Maid; not the Deaf and Dumb School. He, at all events, will not be able to 

















, too French, and made on the right lines. ak aa : - ale 
A / Is was given telal tele a the Theatre use bad language, whatever he may think. 
(»  Métropole, and it only tripped now and again, . , 
Ay running along smoothly from the rise to the Liberality. 
fall of the curtain, The scene is laid in Mrs. McShark.— An’ sae yer auld servant Kirsty is aboot tae 
\ soulogne, and Mr. Basil Hood, the author, get married. Noo, what are ye gaun tae gie her for a weddin’ 
\ and Mr. Walter Slaughter, the composer, present?” - 
BS ‘ shi ay oe several of the 400 Serpe einieagd Miss McGreedie.—“‘ Weel, mem, Kirsty’s siccan yn inconseederate 
“wre . s0ngs l their piece is to gain in directness cratur that if I spent a hale shullin' on a present, she wad only 
a : ; and point. : gang awa an’ ca’ memean. Sae, tue ba on the safe side, I'll gie her 
The French maid is one Suzette, a fille de chambre at the Hotel uaething ava. Then she can bit say that I’m unseempathetic |” 


Anglais, and she makes you fille pleased with the play whenever she 
is on the stage. Suzette is in love with a very burlesquey gendarme, 
but is made wildly jealous because of his attentions to two HKnglish 
ladies. He follows them about disguised as a British lord—Lord 
Ham and Eggs; but, as a matter of fact, he is dying for distinction 
and simply shadows the ladies because he suspects them of being 
spies, as they are always drawing. 

One of the ladies is Lady Hawser, the wife of the Admiral of the 
British Fleet, anchored in the Channel, the other is her niece, 
whose sweetheart, Lieutenant Harry Fife, R.N., gets himself into | 
tro ible because he has arranged to take Suzette to the Bal Masqgué | 
at the Casino in the evening. Further complications are caused | 
by the escapades of an Indian Prince, an honorary admiral of the | 
Fe 't, who escapes from his English mentors, and has a bit of fun 
on his own account. His vagaries, through a misunderstanding, 
cause little Admiral Hawser a spell of the wildest jealousy, as he 
is made to believe that his wife has ordered him to be thrown out 
of the hotel in order that she may the more comfortably receive the 
attentions of the Prince. Mixed up with all this are the troubles 
of an English waiter and the love-making of his brother, a British 
j tar, with Suzette. 

Mr. Basil Hood’s lyrics are smart and well written. Mr. 
Slaughter’s music is always tuneful, sometimes charming. 

The piece is admirably played. Miss Louie Pounds ought never 
to be allowed to leave the West End; her pretty voice, her pretty 
manner, and her pretty face lend a charm to every scene in which 
he is engaged. Other parts are excellently rendered by Mr. 
Clarey as the admiral, Miss Andree Corday as the French maid, 
| und by Messrs. Wyndham Guise, Joseph Wilson, and Arthur 
} Watts, and Miss Caroline Ewell. 


Yvette Guilbert has returned to the Empire as strangely attrac- 
tive and weirdly fascinating as ever. She is a wonderful creature, 














7 & fantastic sprite who enthrals as no woman could enthral; with- | —_ 
‘ ‘A : ms Ava »or? 
} Out more than an ordinary voice, who holds one spellbound as no Oh, isn't it heavenly! 
won merely great singer could hold. What is it—this magnetism of “ Yes, like thunder 
a 
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THE NEW TRIPLE ALLIANCE. 


AM 1?” 


I CAN FACE THE WORLD!” 
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By THE ‘‘ ENFANT TERRIBLE.”’ 


Ir is claimed that by means of 
the new ‘ Sociable Cycle” sports- 
men will be able to shoot while 
awheel. 

x * * 

I know cyclists who manage to shoot 
on @ single machine—down a hill at 20 
miles an hour. 

* * . 

The first platform of the Wembley 
Tower bas just been opened. It 1s 
confidently expected that the edifice 
will be finished before the end of the 
world. Eiffel sure of it. 

* * * 

It was rather funny—that reference of Mr. Chamberlain to Sir 
Jacobus de Wet as a patriarch entitled to rest and retirement, for 
Sir Jacobus is a year younger than Mr. Chamberlain. Had the 
Colonial Secretary felt inclined to indulge in Shakespeare, be 
might have said, ‘* Elder brother, thou art too young in this.’ 








. * 
If Sir Jacobus were elevated to the peerage his title should be 
Baron Jacobus de Wet Blanket. 


* * * 


No wonder New Women feel themselves badly used. The man 
Com«s in even in e-'*man’”’-cipation. 


* x * 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 25.) 
To MARGERY. 


Margery, with eyes of blue, 
And hair of golden brown, 

I tune my harp and sing to you, 
The sweetest girl in town ; 

You've not a thought to give to me, 
But I would not complain, 


= 





| Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any 
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contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accomranied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 





Content I am your slave to be, 
To bear the sweet, sad pain 

The hopeless pain of loving 
With a love that’s vain. 


Sweet Margery, laugh life away, 
Aad sing the moments by, 
I'll take your share of sorrow, 
Mine only be the sigh. 
And though your song be not for me, 
Nor yet for me your smile— 
I'll hug my sadness, Margery, 
And think of you all while, 
And guard, and love, and bless you, Margery. 


Margery, your wedding day 
Is very, very near, 

The church with garlands will be gay 
For him, and you, my dear; 

And I shall hear the words youjsay, 
And see him take your hand, 

And then the light will fade away. 
In darkness I shall stand, 

While you are proudly flaunting 
A golden band. 


Sweet Margery, laugh life away, 
And sing the moments by, 
I'll take your share of sorrow, 
Mine only be the sigh. 
And though your song be not for me, 
Nor yet for me your smile 
I'll hug my sadness, Margery, 
And think of you all while, 
And guard, and love, and bless you, Margery. 


And if one tiny thought 
You ever spare for me, 
My pain is cheaply bought, 
My own, dear Margery. 
While you mid sunshine rove, 
I'l] dream of long ago, 
When first I learned to love, 
And love's sweet glamour know, 
And deem it great reward 
To love you so. 


Sweet Margery, laugh life away, 
And sing the moments by, 
I'll take your share of sorrow, 
Mine only be the sigh. 
And though your song be not for me, 
Nor yet for me your smile 
I'll hug my sadness, Margery, 
And think of you all while, 
And guard, and love, and bless you, Margery. 
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There was a crowded house at the Shaftes- 
bury on Saturday night, 9th inst., when Miss 
Clo Graves and Miss Gertrude Kingston’s 
comedy, The Matchmaker, was introduced. 
The heroine is not a young damsel with phossy 
jaw and feathers from Bryant and May’s 
factory, as the title of the play might suggest, 
but a nice young widow who has a genius 
truly infernal for mating everyone to every- 
e> Sl body. The curtain is rung up on the hall of 

Sowre.-4" the widow’s country seat, where a crowd of 
guests are waiting for Margaretta—a new-made bride—to come 
down and cut the wedding cake befores she drives off for the 
honeymoon with the Marquess of Westbourne, heir to the 
dukedom of Bayswater. Margaretta—played deliciously by Miss 
Lena Ashwell—is the latest victim of the matchmaker’s pro- 
clivities, and she has been induced to “sell herself’? for the 
jewelled gauds, as Eccles would say, of the house of Bays- 
water. The marquess is a brainless cad of the sporting prize- 
fighting type; his clothes are fearfully and wonderfully made, 
and is vocabularly is—well, more so. Mr. Little’s impersonation of 
him is marvellously clever and restrained. Now, the markis is already 
& married man, having in his’Varsity days taken to his bosom Wil- 
helmina, an Oxford barmaid, ‘‘made in Germany.” He thinks her 
dead, but she isn’t. Margaretta, too, bas lost her heart to Mr. 
Archibald Rolles, now Her Majesty’s Consul at Teheran—poor, but 
respectable. The bride comes down the stairs with her bridesmaids, 
and sees Rolles, who finds that his letter of days gone by has never 
been received. Now, I am not going to tell the British public how 
it all works out, or whether everybody lives happy ever after. Suffice 
it to say that the ex-barmaid turns up at an awkward moment, and 
that the horrid little schoolgirl, sister of Margaretta, makes a con- 
fession of larceny of the letter. The matchmaker goes on her career 
with a light heart until she herself is caught in the toils by one of 
her intended victims, Bingley Blith, M.P., fat and forty though he 
he be. There are plenty of other complications, including a ghost, 
which visits the bachelors’ wing, and is caught in compromising 
circumstances. 

The acting is distinctly good, and the dialogue occasionally smart. 
Mr. Lewis Waller as Rolles is well bred and natural, and the 
pourtrayal by Miss Ferrar of the naughty little schoolgirl is one of 
the best things I have seen for many a day. 

The title ré6le is sustained by the clever lady who is part 
authoress, and, though very nervous and over-eager, Miss Kingston 
made a good impression. Miss Florence West as Wilhelmina 
speaks impossible German-English, but that is not her fault. Her 
acting is admirable. But Uhe Matchmaker will not set the public 














Court, with its attendant lake, is a finished and ample feature in itself. 
I hardly know which aspect is preferable, day or night. The latter, 
garbed with its coloured lamps in their thousands, is charming, 
and the former is conspicuous for its beauty. Passing over the 
bridge, replete with its many and glaring advertisements, the 
elliptically formed Imperial gardens burst into sight, and around 
which, upon its outer margin, are arranged stalls brilliant in colour 
and resplendent with the Oriental wares thereon displayed. 
Wandering along, I entered the Indian jungle. It consists of 16 
scenes of wild animal life of India, designed and arranged by Mr. 
Rowland Ward, F.Z.S. In the previous exhibitions the jungles were 
ever an attractive feature. This present oneis distinguished from its 
two predecessors by being twice as great as the “‘ Jungle” of last year. 
For boldness of attempt and design, I think the scene of the two 
snow leopards attacking their prey, a wild sheep, depicted whilst fall- 
Ing over a precipice, only to become food for the wolves, which stand 
on the rocks beneath ready to pounce upon what must terminate 
in mutilated carcases, commands the greatest wonderment. There 
is much to engage the attention amongst the imported natives, who 
are at work in their little shops. I could not help remarking 
what an intellectual set of individuals they are. I con- 
versed with a few, who, all of them, seemed pleased at having 
been brought to England. The western gardens have been 
vastly improved. Inclination to linger overpowered me, and 
I sat down to admire the charming surroundings of the lawns and 
flower beds. In these gardens is situate the Panorama of Ancient 
Rome, depicting the triumphal procession of Constantine after bis 
victory over Maxentius. No visitor should miss this panorama, 
which is painted by Joseph Biihlmann and Alexander Wagner. 
The descriptive text by Franz von Reber, translated by J. T. 
Clarke, should be secured, studied, and preserved. I could not 
refrain from an expression of delight, which I ventured to offer to 
Imre Kiralfy, who kindly pointed out to me the many objects of 
interest. I remarked that he would have to be rechristened, and 
that Tarquin Superbus would be doubtles:ly apposite. 

The Great Wheel requires no description. It is there with its 
pleasant revolutions. The Belvedere Tower, with its wonderful 
lamp of 4,000,000 candle power, is rapidly nearing completion. 

The long, enjoyable day, brightened with the music of the veteran 
Dan Godfrey’s inimitable band, terminated with the historical 
spectacle ‘‘ India,’ at the Empress Theatre. Interspersed with 
gorgeous pageants, scene follows scene in an amplitude of splendour. 
Most practically realistic is the anchored British transport ship, 
nearly 400ft. in length, which extends from one end to the other of 
the immense stage, representing Portsmouth Harbour. The latter 
is full of real water, upon which the troops, about to proceed to 
India, arrive in boats from the shore, amidst the uproarious greet- 
ings of hundreds of spectators who have similarly come to bid the 
troops good-bye! The vessel actually moves and departs. I have 
never seen such a Goliath piece of stage mechanism. How much 
more are we going to get for a shilling? 


At Drury Lane on Wednesday Charles Dicken’s ‘‘ Bleak House,”’ 
dramatised by J.P. Burnett, and produced under his direction as 
Jo, was revived. It is more than 20 years since I witnessed the 
first performance at the Globe of this drama, then advertised as 
Poor Jo. There is very little, if any, alteration in the cast of the 
play, which at the time deeply impressed me. The first act opens 
with the inquest, presided over by a very judicious and dignified 
coroner, personated by Mr. F. Grove. We are here introduced to 
Poor Jo, played by Miss Jennie Lee. I have not forgotten her 
impersonation of this character, in which she originally appeared 
upon the first production of the piece. She plays the part as truly 
and unaffectedly as she did then. Dickens was a masterhand in 
the portrayal of poverty, and Miss Jennie Lee can interpret its 
miseries in their fullest integrity. She makes us laugh and weep, 
alternately, as she pleases. 

“Jo,” at the Lane is not sedate, 
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Jolly fly is Jo. 
Watch him sweeping, hear him prate, 
Very spry and quick to rate, 

Never reckon’d slow. 
He relates, without reflection, 


ablaze as she stands at present. The third act must come out or 
be cut down. We don’t want to see ladies’ hair combed in public, 
even though the ladies wear pretty peignoirs. And then—well, 
I wanted to take refuge behind my programme once or twice. I 
am not squeamish, but if daughters take their mothers to the 
Shaftesbury the latter will think it high time that they became |. All his stock of information. 


matchmakers also, and thus shelve their responsibilities on to their ‘“‘ Very good to me he wos,”’ 
s0ns-in-law. ‘‘ Show’d her all them places,” 


‘I'm a moving on!” 

Why is the name of the old housekeeper at Chesney Wold changed 
in the playbill? Dickens christened this garrulous old soul Mrs. 
Rouncewell, and not Rouncell. Miss Fanny Robertson fully sus- 
tains the reputation of this part. Mr. Charles Stuart represents 
the young gentleman of the name of Guppy, in a style befitting a 
lawyer's clerk. Miss Alma Stanley isan imperious Lady Dedlock. 


(Continued on page 198.) 
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EMPIRE OF INDIA AND CEYLON EXHIBITION. 


Amidst the atmospherical auspices of a golden day, Imre Kiralfy 
threw open wide the gates of his India and Ceylon Exhibition at 
Earls Court on Saturday, the 9th instant, at noon. Ingenuity and 
perfection have done their work completely. A more prominent, 
pleasurable place in London it will be difficult, nay, impossible, to 
find. The richest and the poorest can alike discover adequate enjoy- 
ment, commensurate with their respective purses, here. The Queen's 
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Pat.—“ An’ what are ye axin’ for the ould bag o’ bones 


Mike.—“ Nivver moind ! 


Pat.—** That's where yer’e wrong, me darlin’! 


———— _ — 
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More dan the likes av you cud give, anny how! ” 


——— 


What Will He Do With 
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THe FEAGLET :— 


I CALKERLATE, stranger, 
You’re boss of this show. 
There aint any danger 
You'd better let go. 
From Cuba, dejected, 
I’m anxious to roam, 
I've just recollected 
I’ve business at home. 


The star-spangled banner 
I’m anxious to see. 

You seem by your manner 
Suspicious of me. 

See here, I'll endeavour 
My ways to explain— 

I’ve done nought, and never 
Will do it again. 


I calkerlate, sonny, 
I’ll wish you good-bye ; 
I don’t like that funny 
Side glance of your eye, 
Farewell, gentle stranger ! 
Here, hang it, you know, 
There ain't any danger, 
You'd better let go. 


SPAIN :— 
I've got you, my beauty, 
It’s needless to sue; 
To kill you's a duty 


I’m anxious to do 


Fresh Eaglets may cluster, 
But still, it is plain, 

You won't fillibuster, 
My birdie, again ! 


Ah, you may look knowing 
And wriggle and peck. 

You think I’m not going 
To slice at your neck. 

‘* You can’t be forsaken,”’ 
You say: ‘' It’s absurd!” 

You’ll find you’re mistaken, 
You poor silly bird. 


Here goes—are you ready ? 
Now do not be pert. 

But keep your neck steady, 
Or else I shall hurt. 

Your conduct audacious 
I’m bound to stamp flat. 


SO 


~\ 


Here goes—Oh, good, gracious ! 


Whatever was that. 


AN 
SOS 


(The Big Eagle swoops down with a 


cream, ) 


Tue Bic EaGLe:— 


Well, stranger, no doubt, sir, 
You reckon you’re smart. 
You'd better look out, sir, 
My temper is tart. 
Her young out of danger 
The great Eagle drags. 
Her enemies, stranger, 
She rips into rags. 
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And, here I may mention, 


Whatever you do, 
It is my intention 
To practice on you. 


That eaglet but touch, sir, 
And then you will see, 
That they suffer much, sir, 

Who trifle with me. 


Till now, gentle stranger, 
Triumphant you’ve been ; 
But you are in danger 
When I’m on the scene. 
I hang for a minute, 
No more, in the air— 
Leaving you to begin it, 
Strike then if you dare. 


Insinuating. 


Lady (angrily, to servant).—* Mary ! 
some silver spoons have mysteriously 
disappeared, and you will have to go.” 


Servant 
detective, 


(indignantly).—‘*I ain’t no 
mum. Wot’s the good of 


sendin’ me arter the spoons? ” 


THE Lord Chancellor, on the recom- 
mendation of Lord Rothschild (Lord 
Lieutenant of the County of Bucks), has 


added the 


name of Mr. Paul Crémieu- 


Javel, of Mill Bush Hill, near Leighton 
Buzzard, to the commission of the peace 
for the county. 
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(Fur Cartoon Verses see page 196.) 
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(Continued from page 195.) 


Her interviews with Mr. Tulkinghorn and Esther respectively, the 
latter prettily played by Miss Joan Burnett, are splendid 
phases of acting. How vastly different are ladies with a past 
put upon the stage in present day drama! There is 
no revolting feature in the life of Lady Dedlock. The 
a excites one’s sympathy and never disgusts. Mr. Howard 
Ktussell plays Tulkinghorn, the attorney to Sir Lester Dedlock, who 
ig represented by Mr. Rudge Harding. The Chadband of Mr. 
Robb Harwood was intensely amusing, and Miss Katie Lee, in 
her original character of Guster, amply assists him with her 
nervous manipulations of the tea, a and muffins. Mr. and 
Mrs; Snagsby are respectively played by Mr. Alfred Balfour and 
Mrs. Vernon Paget, the original and inimitable exponents of these 
several parts. Mr. McVicars is a very good Inspector Buckett, and 
Mr. Young is a bumptious enough Beadle. Hortense, the French 
maid, is exemplified by Miss Ada Lee. This style of drama, 
although true to nature, is disappearing as quickly as the period 
for which it was written. Zempora mutantur. 


The Royal Opera at Covent Garden started most auspiciously on 
Monday night, 11th inst., when the beautiful theatre was crowded 
with an ultra fashionable audience. Romeo et Juliette was the 
opening work, and a magnificent rendering it received at the hands 
of M. Jean de Reszke, M. Plancon, Mme. Emma Eames, and M. 
Bars. Chorus and orchestra were both splendid. 

On Tuesday evening Cavalleria Rusticana and Hansel and Gretel 
were given, and these, too, could not have been better interpreted. 
Miss Macintyre was a grand Santuzza, and M. Ancona and M. de 
Lucia were again irreproachable as Alfio and Turiddu. In Hansel 
and Gretel, Mr. David Bispham, Miss Elba, and Miss Huddleston 
were admirable. 








WOULD BE WISE. 
She.— What is that little thing?” 
He,—** Oh, just a little sketch in sepia.” 
S Oh, I thought it was in Holland 




















In the issue of the 25th February last, I ventured to say that 
Jedbury, Jun., “‘is certain to have a long run.’”’ On Thursday last, 
the comedy attained unto its hundredth performance, which was 
given with the pathos and brilliance of expression that was so 
noticeable upon the first night of its production. There have been 
no secessions from Mr. Frederick Kerr’s company of coadjutors, 
who, one and all, act with a spirit and will, Miss Maude Millett 
is a coy, subtle, fascinating Dora Hedway. The Dutch doll 
antics of Mr. Glibb continue to amuse. The diplomatic communi- 
cations of Whimper maintain their mirth-provoking character. 
The 7 is simple, bright, and free from vulgarity. It can be 
placed, without fear of contradiction, in strong emulation with 
those other comedies which have caught the public favour in 
recent years. Miss Nelly Ganthony precedes Jedbury, Jun., with 
her clever musical sketch, entitled Outward Bound, in which this 
young lady displays great versatility of talent, respectively with 
voice and piano. 


A False Alarm. 


Some confusion was created in the ranks of playgoers the other 
day by the announcement that the boards of a favourite West End 
theatre would soon be occupied by a company of ‘‘ geezers”’ at the 
tea table. Happily, however, the reality has turned out less 
alarming than the misinterpreted rumour. The ‘ Geishas”’ in the 
Japanese tea house at Daly’s are simply charming, and there are 
no old geezers and no scandal-mongering going on at the well- 
ordered tea tables behind the footlights. There may be some in 
various parts of the house, but they are confined to the front, or 
behind the scenes, where nobody takes any account of them. 


The Polite British Work- 
ing Man. 


(Mr. Corser, the Worship Street magis- 
trate, said: ‘*The real British working 
man is always polite—always.’’) 


Bravo! my British working man 
A feather in your cap ! 

You’re all politeness—p’r’aps begait 
To take it in with pap 

It’s true your wife you pulverise 
When you are ‘‘ roaring tight,” 

But, then, you always black her eyes 
In manner most polite! 


Bravo! my British working man ! 
Strut proudly down the street, 

The Frenchman with his polish can 
Now take a far “‘ back seat’’! 

It’s true the language that you use 
A mile-orchard would blight ; 

But, then, your ‘‘swear-words” you 

diffuse 
| In manner most polite! 





Bravo! my British working man ! 
At last justice is done! 

From Worship Street the news first 

ran 

P’r’aps now it’s reached the sun ! 

It’s true in crowds, with humour grim, 
You shove, and kick, and fight ; 

| But, then, you always break a limb 

| In manner most polite ! 


Her Own Make. 


Mr. Nuwed.—‘*My dear, this cake 
reminds me of sweetness and light.” 

Mrs. N. (highly flattered).—‘ Why, 
dear ?’’ 


= ' Mr. N.— Because you forgot to put 
~f. Vinsdale or /. 
. ~ 


the sugar in, and it’s as heavy as lead, 

| and I shall take it out to the shed to 

Rete | drive those nails in the fence !”’ 

Mrs. N.—‘ You brute !” 

| Chorus.— And so say all of us!” 
Now Mrs. N. says she shall go to a 

school of cookery, whereupon Mr. N. says 

he shall henceforth dine out! As we saw 

efore, N. is a brute. 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 3 


CrossGraIn Botcuer, Esg., or MuppLe VILLA, WEsT MEDDLETON, 








ATTEMPTS TO FIT AND LAY DOWN A NEw CARPET. 
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6 Bury the ruins of the conservatory in the oblivion of the past, Martha,” gravely, and with dignified sadness, admonished the great Botcher, during a 
recent discussion with Mrs. B., adding, “A Botcher will endure insult and gorey wounds with Spartan-like fortitude, but a Botcher cannot fossilize! He must 


be up and doing. Martha, I intend to fix this carpet. No more protesting, ple ase, The sO calle d ‘ skilled workm«e n’ who took the dimensions of the drawing: 
room floor have made a hash of it!” 
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“What do you say, madam? This corner of the carpet not intended for the other end of the room? Will you attend to your own affairs, female? Leave 
me to lay this carpet down in pieces——I mean, peace. Keep my mouth filled with horrid tacks? Woman, of course Ido, Did you ever know & carpet fitter 
¢ law ' ° “ : me oe . : ” 
and layer, who had the slightest respect for his calling, that didn’t make a nail-box of his mouth 
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! M-a-r-t-h-a! fly fortthe doctor !—the stumouck pump !—your unhappy Botcher has swollow’d the whole of that mouthful of tacks '1!! 








ee 











Se ee ee 


SO ee. Sgr eee ——< - 
a a" 


ine, yD, 





ne amg 
ae 


aw 

denarii al a 

fi “ =: 
sagt 




















ne IE: Somme a 


setndiilive telat oe 


PRE Pere oe 4 


ae Pye. 


ee 

















2 oh 


; 


Fitts mihi ' 
Mihithi JE eg 


x 


1. “Hang it all,” said Edwin, “I’m jolly short-sighted, I know, but 
I'll swear that's Angelina’s figure spooning that insignificant little cad.” 
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2. ‘“‘No mistake about that, anyhow!” 














A Lament. 


Some maidens droves of sweethearts get, 
Some have a dozen loves, 

Some always are being kissed and yet 
None e’er from me win gloves. 


I've lived till Iam twenty-six 
And yet I’m not engaged ; 

I'm not bad looking, but this fix 
Has made me quite enraged. 


No one has asked, in whispers sweet, 
That I would be his bride ; 

No one has squeezed my fingers neat— 
To clasp my waist has tried. 


Why, girls, can I not be a wife ? 
I'il tell you if I can; 

I'll have no husband in this life— 
Because I am a man. 





My Choice. 


I KNow a lot of charming girls, 

And love the darlings—more or less; 
There’s Rosie with her suany éurls, 

And gentle, dreamy-looking Bess: 
Irene, elegant, and tall, 

And Kate with eyes as black as jet; 
Sweet Blanche, the belle of ev’ry ball, 

And Maude, a captivating pet! 
But none of these has much of pelf, 

Nor likely to inherit such— 
(Yet cupid—tricky little elf !— 

Draws me to each with mystic touch) ; 
But Marigold, who’s not so fair, 

Has wealth unbounded, I am told. 
Which shall I choose my home to share ? 

Wel—er—I think I'll marry gold ! 
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DISINFECTANTS, 


FLUID, POWDER, 


AND SOAPS. 
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THE AVENUE.—A RATIONAL DRESS COMEDY IN FOUR ACTS—<(continued.) 




















































3. “Agony! Revenge!! I'll rush round the back of the 4, “So, I’ve met you! Might I ask to be introduced to this gen— 
Avenue and meet them face to face,” gen—gentleman?” ‘Heavens! Edwin,” cried Angelina, “ what is 
the matter? You surely haven’t forgotten Aunt Rachel?” 
(Rapid curtain.) 
Overheard in the Marble Halls. Professional Prejudice. 
Ist Blue-faced Gentleman.—“ Well, though I say it who First Artist (reading morning paper): ‘ Goschen ym Hanging! | 
shouldn’t, there wasn’t a better little crowd on the road than ours. What does he know about it? He’s never been hung.” 
There was me and my old woman, there was Baker, not Dick— Second Artist.—“ And that’s not his fault, the Philistine.” 
} he’s a rotter—but his brother Harry and his missis, Jack Simpson 
—and there isn’t a better low com. merchant out than him, when Cash »v. Caste. 
he’s sober, mind you—and little Polly Peachfiower, the chamber- 
maid, and she can dance a treat. Crowded houses everywhere, First Commercial Gentleman.—“ I wonder why the swells always ; 
moo! ‘ B.FG r, ie 5 blackball us for their clubs. We have as much money as they have 
énd B.F'.G.— Let's see, how long were you out? ”’ and I’m sure we’re quite as well educated.”’ 
ist B.F.G.—*Oh! only two weeks. You see, I lost all the Second OC. G.—'They owe us too much money, my boy. It 
money I had, and none of the others had any——. . : 
» [Then the swing doors hid them forever. We are still wonder- wouldn’t be pleasant after postponing the payment of an account 
ing to what ‘‘ Unparalleled and Powerful Combination of Popular owing to financial pressure, to be seen playing £5 points and drink- 
London Stars” this confab referred. | ing fizz at 25s. a bottle.” 



























| For Refined, Delicate Palates. 


BIRD: adbury’s 
c:™ we 3 


POWDER “Refreshing and Invigorating to the 


Enhances the acceptability of every | | Jaded mind and body; delicious to the 


Sweet Dish or Fruit. || palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 
NO EGcs REQUIRED. || cberanmageror 
a ae NO ALKALIES USED 



























Needhams | 
Polishing 
. Paste. 


Platinold, &e. every where. : 














Bole Manufnctwrers : 
JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHE 
London Office: #t. George's House, Basteheap, 5.0 
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By tHe Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Went over to Vienna to hear result of election of 
Mayor. Another Jew-baiter chosen. They are certainly a pereeveri: g 
lot in Vienna, and know their own minds seemingly. 


DID JEW EVER! 


No salts (with their senna) 
No plague of Gehenna 
Can daunt the brave burghers who live in Vienna, 
When Mayors are put up for election ; 
They seek not to ferret 
Out what they’ll inherit, 
Or what they possess and conspicuous merit 
They seek in a single direction. 


They’ve little ambition 
For deep erudition 
In him who aspires to adorn the position— 
No scholar—philosopher—critic. 
The talent to flatter, 
A smatter of chatter 
Of this and the other—it really don't matter 
As long as he’s anti-Semitic. 


Thursday.—Another Drawing Room. My wife presented my 
niece “on her marriage’’—the only presentation she got from us 


Friday.—Attended meeting to discuss means for requiring late 
Lord Leighton’s house for the nation. Beautiful house, and many 
interesting things in it. Dined with Mr. Balfour at the Civil 
Service dinner. Made a funny speech (Mr. Balfour, not I, you 
know), mostly not about ‘‘politics.” That made it very 
interesting. 


Saturday.—India and Ceylon Exhibition opened. Fine day— 
big show—lots of people. ore of it anon, perhaps, if Mr. Will E. 
Chapman, the ever all there and on the spot literary bureauist 
sends me a special invitation. Dined with Lord Charles Beresford 
at the Savage Club. Mr. Bayard, ‘‘of America,’ there, made a 
stirring speech—made me tingle all up the back bone and feel 
myself a commingled Rule Britannia and Star Spangled Banner. 
Then somebody played “ Auld Lang Syne,’’ and we mingled our 
happy tears and took another ‘‘ Willie Waught’’ together. 


Monday.—Looked in at the Amateur Art Exhibition in Belgravia. 
Subsequently the opera. Then to the em Society’s Gallery, 
whare Wt. and Mrs. Madge did entertain, for the Newspaper Society, 
—members and many friends. 


_ Zuesday.—Attended all sorts of meetings—not quite sure where 
or what they were about. Fancy Mr. Balfour e a long speech 
in favour of woman suffrage at the Women’s Liberal Club, that 
Nonconformists held a meeting in favour of denominational 
education, that Mr. Bryce was cracking up the Chartered Compan 
(oply one Chartered Company), or something of that kind. 
Perhaps they want sorting out a little, though. 

Tue SPorrer. 


Another Injustice to Ireland. 


Mr. O’ Patrick, M.P.—* Shure and its a shcandal making us pay 
railway fares, so itis! Why, even in heathen Hungary mimbers of 
Parlyment are allowed to travel a class higher than the fare they 
| ay. 
| . The O'Flaherty, M.P.—‘ Begorrah, but that would suit us 
| entoirely, so it would, for shure, as we arl; travel third-class, we 
|  ghouldn’t pay anything at arl, at arl.” 
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JUST SO. 
She. -‘* Whiskey has killed more men than bullets ever did.”’ 
He.—** Guess I’d rather be full of whiskey than full of bullets.” 
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PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining “‘ HOVIS,” or if 
what is supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


S. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 
Bakers recommending any other Bread In the place of “Hovis” 


3 ° - do so for their own profit. BEWARE! 
& Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 
Wholesale Agents for Australasia and South Africa—Gordon and Gotch, London, Melbourne, Sydney, Brisbane, and Cape Town 
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Von. LXITI. 


The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE CORONATION OF BOWSKI. 


From far and near, devoid of fear, 
The beasts and birds assembled ; 
With ringing cheers, and loud hear-hears 
The very welkin trembled. 
With flowing cup they kept it up 
All night without cessation ; 
In fact, you bet, they’li ne'er forget 
Old Bowski’s Coronation. 


They quaffed and chaffed, they sang and laughed, 
Not wisely, but too madly, 
The mayonnaise in sev’ral ways 
Upset them very badly. 
Till three or more upon the floor 
Took up their sttuation— 
The goodly cheer cost many dear, 
At Bowski’s Coronation, 


But old Jon Bool, who's not a fool, 
Began to see things Fed 

And that was why he kept his eye 
Upon his entertainer. 

Bool kept his head, and was, it’s said, 
Of all his generation, 

The only one who saw the fun 
At Bowski’s Coronation. 








For when the guests sank to their rests, 
Like candles in their sockets, 

Their host arose and tapped his nose, 
And winked, and—picked their pockets. 


* - © > * 
From that adept they'll ne’er accept 
Another invitation ; 
In fact, you bet, they'll not forget 
Old Bowski’s Coronation. 


“WELL, I shall be glad when it’s over,’ cried Puff Tupp, “I 
can’t stand such a fuss about a purely personal matter. I 
never———”’ 

“Oh, of course,” said Franki, “ you never make a fuss, you don’t. 
You’re & modest, retiring old fowl, you are! But in this case I 
agree with you. J too shall be glad when it’s all over.” 

“If you ask me,” murmured Hungri, “I wish the ugly beast had 
® coronation every day. Keeps his mind occupied.” 

“TI don’t know so much about that,” murmured It Ali, “ he 
seems to have time to meddle in my affairs, anyway.” 

Oh,” cried Puff Tupp, “ you’ve always got something to say, 
you have. Little birds should be seen but not heard,” 

“ Little bird, yourself!” screamed It Ali. 

‘ Well, and how are you all to-day, eh?” exclaimed Bowski, who 
had sneaked up unobserved, and stood smiling and rubbing his 
Paws very pleasantly. But when they all jumped, there was a 
naughty little twinkle in his eye, which made Puff Tupp feel very 
Uncomfortable indeed. 
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“Oh,” said Franki, “I'm going along nicely, thank you. And 
how is my illustrious ally.” 

‘‘Never better,” growled Bowski. 
coming to my little kick-up?” 

“‘ Of course,” was the unanimous reply. 

“ By the bye, talking of kick-ups, don’t you think Bool ought to 
be checked a bit,” cried Franki. 

‘Oh, he’s all right,’’ snapped Bowski, “‘ Can't have any rows now, 
you know ; wait till I’m crowned. Then we'll see.” 

“ But,” interrupted Puff Tupp, ‘‘ by that time——.” 

“‘Can’t help that!” retorted Bowski. 

‘ But,” said Puff Tupp, “you don’t know what I was going to 
say.” 

‘“‘ Well,” cried Bowski, “‘ that’s true enough. I don’t. But, my 
dear fellow, does it really matter what you say? You think it ‘out 
and let us know. See!” 

*‘ Bool,” began F'ranki—— 

“ Hullo,” growled Bowski, “ talk of the devil——-. My dear Bool, 
how are you?” 

“My dear Bowski!’’ And the two illustrious animals embraced 
very lovingly, and winked over each other's shoulders in a most 
amusing manner. 

“ Now,” said Bowski, ‘as we're all here, perhaps it would be as 
well to get that coronation over. Come along!” And along they 
went. 


“Of course, you are all 


oa * + 


The coronation had been a big success, and the dinner to cele- 
brate the occasion was in full swing. Puff Tupp had already pro- 
posed his own health, and eulogised his own conduct, in his own 
inimitable manner; and was beginning to sing one of his own 
songs to Franki. And Franki was quarrelling with It Ali about 
nothing at all. And It Ali was going peacefully to sleep and 
pouring a decanter upon Hungri, who was already under the 
table. And Bool was sitting up staring at Bowski, and Bowski 
was staring at everybody, and smiling as sweetly as ever. 

Presently Puff Tupp fell weeping upon F ’s neck, and both 
slid gracefully to the ground. 

** You're ndt dri Bool!” growled Bowski, 

“You seem pretty sober!" snapped Bool. 

“ Try the ?” queried Bowski. 

“* See you first!” snarled Bool, who is always hasty and 
sometimes very profane indeed. 

‘Well, perhaps you are right,” smiled Bowski, who never loses 
his temper, and is never profane ; then, winking very solemnly at 
Bool, the noble host arose, and, bending over his prostrate guests, 
annexed their portable property with the air of a good Samaritan 
relieving a traveller. 

And then——but that is another story. 
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Noticy.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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BY THE DARK HEAVING GREEN. 

Elder Sister.—‘ 1 hope I made myself quite plain to Lord Soften when I refused 
him last week.” 
Younger ditto (who glories in her elder sister’s beauty).—‘‘ You would never be 
able to do that, old girl.”’ 























WE all enjoyed ourselves at the Princess’s. 
The Span of Life is a world-famous melo- 
drama, and has delighted audiences in America, 
in the English provinces, in Paris, and in 
Brussels. But it has never been seen in the 
West End of London before. 
The scene opens in a little English villege 
by the sea—name not given. There we dis- 
NS; * gover the house of Mrs. Jelf, whose fron, 
. Se Dunstan Leech, by her former busband, is a 
Gur © bold bad man. First of all he wants to 
murder his little cripple half-brother, Cecil Jelf, because then his 
mother would come into the money left by the late lamented 

















Husband to Wife. 


WuHeEn at the altar I heard you falter 
“TI will,” in a most timid way ; 
Now I’m derided, a most decided 
“T won't!” is what you always say! 


No Doubt. 


First Politician (reading newspaper 
contents bill).—* Bill, why do they make 
such a fuss about saviog the guns at 
Maiwand ?”’ 

2nd Ditto.—'’Cos they may wand ’em 
later on.” 


“ Within Fifteen Minutes.” 


Nor far from London Town a thriv- 
Ing village you may see ; 

Its length in English miles is five, 
Its breadth in miles is three. 

There City gents, in numerous bands, 
Have home and habitation ; 

And almost in its centre stands 
Its only railway station ! 


The firm from which my wage'*l get 
Has sent a list out weekly, 

Of Houses To Be Sold or Let, 
And I’ve glanced at it obliquely 

Each Monday morn for many a year, 
And learnt, by close attention, 

A fact which seems so strange and queer 
As well to merit mention. 

Of all the homes that village in, 
I’ve gained the information 

That none is more than fifteen min- 
Utes’ distance from the station ! 


Its Redeeming Feature. 


Muc# harm the orange peel has done, 
We can’t deny or doubt it; 

But many a man beneath the sun 
Would badly fare without it. 

For many & man escapes a deal 
Of wrathful wifely grumbling, 

By saddling on the orange peel 
His bacchanalian stumbling ! 











Mr. Jelf, and Dunstan knows that he could wheedle all he wants 
out of her. As a second string to his bow, the dear, delightful 
Dunstan tries to force his cousin, Kate Heathcote, to marry him ; 
for, you see, Mrs. Jelf is Kate’s guardian, and Kate has a fortune 
of £3,000, which Leech wants very much to help him over certain 
difficulties caused by various vessels coming safely into port. 
Duostan, you understand, insures rotten ships, and tries to get 
them sent to the bottom. ‘Such a nice man, too.”’ 

But Kate most obstreperously insists on falling in love with 
Richard Blunt, the heroic young tutor of Cecil, and, asshe is only 18, 
and cannot marry forthree years without her aunt’s consent, Leech 
—in that versatile way of his—conceives the idea of getting 
Richard into gaol until the three years have passed. His 
mother—proving once again that maternal love that is the most 
beautiful thing in nature—determines to help her beloved boy by 
placing in Blunt’s pocket a large sum of money in notes, Then 
she accuses him of robbingher. Unfortunately for Leech, however, 
he has not been aware of what his sweet mother has been doing, 
and, discovering the notes in the pockets of Blunt’s coat, he 
has gently abstracted them for his own use. Consequently, when 
the police arrive and a personal search is needed, dear Dunstan 
is in an awkward position. Just as he explains that he found the 
notes in Blunt’s pocket little Cecil comes forward, says that he 
saw his mother put them there and falls dead. For Leech has 
injected morphia into a bunch of grapes in order that Cecil might 
eat them and give up the ghost—which Cecil does with promptness 
and despatch. 

In the next act we find that nothing unpleasant has happened to 
Leech, and that he has been set on his legs again by the death of 
Cecil and the reversion of Cecil’s money to his mother. He isstill 
in the ship-wrecking line of business, and is hoping that a certain 
big steamer will drift on the rocks. Everything happens very 
nicely for him, because Blunt has become the lighthouse keeper, 
and the oil has run out, and he sends his assistant, Joshua Gurnet, 
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ashore to get more oil, and Joshua owes Leech £50, and calls upon 
him to tell him he cannot repay it. Leech offers to cancel the 
debt and to give Joshua £10 more if he will allow him (Dunstan) to 
take the oil out. Joshua consents, and Leech, disguising himself as 
a sailor, takes out a barrel to Blunt. But there is only water in 
the barrel, and a fog is coming on, and the big steamer is expected 
shortly. Blunt discovers the trick, and Leech fires on him and 
wounds him. But Blunt is a melodramatic hero, and is 
not to be deterred by any little drawback of that sort. So he gets 
outside the lighthouse, climbs up to the fog-bell with one hand, and 
sits kicking it. Leech is about to shoot him again, when a little 
boat crosses the water, and reaches the lighthouse. It is Joshua, 
conscience smitten, with the oil. Just as the lamps are lit, and the 
light shines out, the big boat is seen, saved in the nick of time—a 
very fine and effective sensational scene. 

We are taken, in the third act, to Africa. There we see some 
most extraordinary things. Everybody has found his way here— 
Blunt, his wife, their little son, Shrove Tuesday, the quaint little 
servant, Nutty Brown, their old under-gardener, and the three acro- 
bats—the ‘‘ Elastic Trio’’—who performed in the English village. 
They have come to Africa as Richard’s men, and a very good job they 
did, as you will see later. But there is a more wonderful coincidence 
yet, for who should shortly enter but Dunstan Leech, now the chief 
of an Arab slave-raiding tribe! He, too, has found his way to this 
one particular spot in Africa! Isn’t it wonderful? Well, Leech 
persuades Blunt of his reformation and repentance, telling how he 
has been kept a prisoner by the savages. Blunt believes him, and 
leaves his wife and che-ild in his care while he goes away to do 
something or other. Leech then calls his myrmidons from the 
neighbouring rocks and ferociously drags the woman and the boy 
with them, uttering all sorts of horrible threats the while. Richard 
returns, finds out the true state of affairs, indulges in some 
language of a most decisive character, and, with his men, sets out 
after the marauders. We see Dunstan Leech whipping the 
fainting boy and making all sorts of wicked proposals to 
Kate. I would not like to repeat what he threatens her with if she 
will not tell him the hiding place of the plans of the gold mine her 
husband has discovered. Dick and his acrobatic retainers soon 
arrive on the scene and rescue his wife and che-e-ild. But they are 
followed, and there is a yawning chasm that has to be crossed. 
What can they do? Heavens, are they to be captured again? Is 
Providence so unmerciful? No!!! The Elastic Trio to the 
rescue! *§?!—! They get on one another’s shoulders and swing 
across the abyss. Over their backs pass our hero and heroine in 
safety. Saved! Curtain! Thunderousapplause! Hip, bip, hoorah! 

The last act is devoted to the glorification of the good people and 
the due punishment of the wicked. 

I have given you a fairly full description of one of the most suc- 
cessful dramas ever produced. It is excellently scted at the 
Princess’s by Messrs. Ernest E. Norris, Austin Melford, Herbert 
Vyvyan; Misses Sydney Fairbrother, Harriett Clifton, Gladys 
White, and Kate Tyndall. GOSSAMER. 


Mr. Charles Wyndham re-opened the Criterion on Saturday 
16th inst., with the production of Rosemary, in four acts, bv Messrs: 
Louis N. Parker and Murray Carson. The period is laid at the 
time of the coronation of our beloved Queen. The first act opens 
with the breakdown of a two-wheeled vehicle, in which two young 
lovers, William Westwood and Dorothy Cruickshank, aged 21 and 18 
respectively, have attempted to elope, and this hindrance to the 
couples’ intentions takes place at the gates of Sir Jasper Thorn- 
dyke’s Park. Sir Jasper arrives upon the scene, and is in the 
act of reading the monthly issue of Dickens’ Nicholas Nickleby, 
parrating Miss Squeer’s arrangement of the forms for the accom- 
modation of her tea party. Sir Jasper proffers his hospitality, 
which is accepted, to William and Dorothy, whom he cheers up 
with the remark, ‘They all break down here.” After they are 
housed, Captain and Mrs. Cruickshank arrive in search of 
the truants. The former, who has “been with Nelson,” is 
& choleric old salt whose voice plays him sorry tricks and 
dissicates at the very moment he most desires to speak. In these 
straits he just manages to utter his conventional appeal to his wife, 
“Finish it, Hannah.” One is reminded of Dickens’ stock phrase, 
in “ Bleak House "— Old girl, tell him my opinion.” Well, to 
resume, Sir Jasper, a fine man of 40 years, is smitten, most 
poignantly, with Dorothy, and in the development of this passion. 
very superior acting is disclosed. The entire party, amongst 
whom a general state of pleasantness reigns, are driven by Sir 
Jasper in his coach to London, and they put up at Minifie’s Coffee 
House to witness the coronation procession of Her Majesty. 
During the progress of the procession, Sir Jasper is entreated and 
warned by his friend Jogram to terminate his flirtations with 
Dorothy. He objects, strongly at first, but ultimately the 
dictates of a good conscience prevail. The play could very 








well terminate with the conclusion of the third act. 
the fourth act, after the lapse of 50 years, the occasion 
the illuminations attendant upon her Majesty’s Jubilee 
pourtrayed. Here Sir Jasper, who has reached the ripe age 
remembers, with pathetic tenderness, his love for Dorothy, long 
dead and gone, as are all the other characters of the previous 
Mr. Charles Wyndham plays Sir J . My knowledge o 
histrionie powers commences with his appearance in “ 
Dominoes.” His several exemplications are perfect, and 
nes of the senility of Sir Jasper is a masterpiece. 
Mary Moore is a sweetly bewitching Dorothy. . Kenneth 
Douglas plays the part of William Westwood with the impulsive- 
ness of ingenuous youth. Captain and Mrs. Cruickshank are 
respectively a ic by Mr. Alfred Bishop and Miss Carlotta Addison. 
Mr. James ch is a capital Dorsetshire boy, and Mr, F. 
H. Tyler discloses deep affection and assiduity in the character of 
Sir Jasper’s butler. Miss Annie Hughes isa taking housekeeper, 
and Miss Emily Vining fully sustains the part of the proprietress 
of the coffee house. The stilt-walker of Jubilee day is impersonated 
by Mr. J. Byron, and Professor Jogram is very finely played by Mr. 
J. H. Barnes. The musical selections are effective and pleasing. 
Altogether, Rosemary is a gem, and the impression left upon one’s 
feelings is distinctly good. 

For the first time, Consule Sir Augustus Harris, at Oovent 
Garden, the Princess of Wales has subscribed for a box during the 
opera season. It is situated next to the Royal Box, and Her Royal 
Highness will, it is expected, make much use of it. The Prince of 
Wales retains his seat in the Omnibus box, which he seems to 
prefer. Some forty years ago these omnibus boxes were much 
more popular than at present, and the fashionable novelist of that 
time used to delight in placing his hero in one whenever the latter 
went to the opera. 


Each successive Royal Aquarium holiday programme exceeds its 
predecessor in length. Without doubt that put forward for Whit- 
suntide forms one of the strongest combinations of attraction yet 
put forth by the enterprising management. A new series of lovely 
living pictures has been arranged. The ladies forming the fore- 
ground of the pictures are artists’ models, and there are upwards of 
300 artistes and 100 varieties specially and exclusively engaged. 
Visitors should see the feats of the most marvellous man in crea- 
tion, who swallows 14 swords and a watch. Mr. Ritchie,managing 
director, vouches for the genuineness of Cliquot’s feats, and un- 
doubtedly the watch can be heard ticking in the man’s inside. 
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HUNGRY OR IMPERTINENT P 


Antoinette. —* Who is that untidy-looking man opposite, George ? 
He watches every bit I put into my mouth.” adil "8g 
George.—* Oh, that’s Kennard ; reporter of a ‘society paper. 


? 


Antoinette.—‘I see. That accounts for it! 
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Humane Squire.—* Now, you young rascals ! 
Young Giles.—“ Plase, sur, us warn’t budsnestin’, sur |! 
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AN UNLIKELY STORY. 


What were you doing in the copse? You know I strictly forbid birdsnesting ! ” 
Us on’y went in to see as no one adn’t bin a meddlin’ wi’ the heggs, sur !’”’ 















Pretty Puss! 


Tue Lion :— 


Come, pretty puss, rely on me, 
The Bear's as rough as rough can be ; 
Resist his most insidious plea, 
Resist his smile impressive. 
His love is but a fickle whim ; 
His hate is passionless and grim ; 
Oh, what's a Persian cat to him, 
Ambitious and aggressive. 


Though Panslavonic his ideal, 
His methods are extremely real, 
A Central-Asiatic meal 

He’d make of your dominions ; 
He thinks his ol smile attracts, 
He takes mistaken for facts, 
And, if it’s possible, his acts 

Are worse than his opinions. 


He slowly shuffles to his goal 

With sure but most unstately roll ; 

From “ m on” he’s, on the whole, 
Not y prevented. 

His smile so innocently gay 

Has led a hundred cats astray, 

Caught by that smile ; by this time they 
In sackcloth have repented. 


SS 


Tue Persian Cat :— THE Bear (sotto voce) :— 


Oh, ’tis enough to make one swear, 
Where’er I go.the Lion’s there. 
His calm and self-possessive air 

Is very irritating. 
He knows, of course, that he’s de trop, 
But does he rise and say he’ll go, 


In gentlemanly manner? No. 
He simply keeps me waiting. 


To warn me, sir, is kind of you, 
The tale you tell is doubtless true, 
But what's a simple cat to do 

When Bruin comes a wooing ? 


Alliance with the grim, old Bear 

I'd very readily foreswear, 

If I could know that you'd be there 
When mischief started brewing. 


I frown, I fume, grow cold and hot; 

Use swear words, and inquire what 

He means—and still I find he’s not 
Afraid my pride of hurting. 

If I but leave my love awhile, 

And think her coy but free from guile, 

When I return, she’s changed her style 
And with the Lion’s flirting. 


You see an unprotected cat 

May know what Master Bruin’s at ; 

May know—and also know that that 
Is very slight protection. 

The Bear you say will aye deceive, 

Of my ons me bereave ; 

Well, well, e’en cats do not believe, 
Not much—in pure affection. 


I cannot keep the Bear at bay— 
* You wish me well,” I think you say— 
Then, sir, the best and simplest way 
To check that suit’s progression 
Will be for you your help to lend 
(I fancy that’s what you intend), 
And then for you yourself, dear friend, 
To come and take possession. 


I’m subtle and extremely shy, 

To out-manceuvre him I try, 

I do my best—but always 
Am in this way frustrated. 

I race—he beats me by a neck ! 

I scheme—my schemes I find a wreck ! 

I play the game, I give him “‘ check ”— 
He smiles and I’m checkmated. 
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HOW WILL THE CAT JUMPP 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 206.) 
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Old Lady (soliloguising)._-“‘1 wonder how I should bave done as a mode! for ‘the 


altogether.’ ”’ 
Ec/ answe7 - \ltogether imp ible ' 


A Desoendant of Baron Munchausen. 


‘Yrs, gentlemen,” said the communicative globe-trotter, ‘I 
have been through some strange adventures in my time. The very 
last voyage I ever went our ship was wrecked on an unknown 
island, and every soul on board perished except myself. When the 
vessel struck on the rocks I had the presence of mind to detach 
the pneumatic tyres from my bicycle, which I was taking with me 
to Africa, and, by fastening these round my waist as a life-belt, I 
managed to reach the shore in safety. 

“The inhabitants of the island, who were woolly savages of a dark 
blue colour, received me with great kindness. They were an in- 
telligent lot of people, so I soon taught them to speak English, and 
set them to work to save all the portable stuff from the wreck. 
My bicycle came ashore among the other things, and, when the 
tyres were readjusted, became a source of great wonder and 
veneration to the natives. I used to go elephant hunting on it, 
and had fine sport, my biggest bag being 25 head in one morning. 
“Then a happy idea occurred to me. 


I let my machine out on 
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A Cruel Retribution. 


On Sunday and Monday in Whit-week, 
I feel not the tiniest bit weak ! 
I am strong to drink beer, 
And to frolic and play ; 
But, alas! how severe 
Is the price that I pay 
When, half-dead, in my office I sit, weak, 
On the bitter black Tuesday of Whit- 
week! 


Scotched—But not Killed. 


At certain girls’ schools in New York 
mistresses have hit upon the ingenious 
notion of affixing papered tongues to 
offenders in the way of talking. The 
punishment is averred to be generally 
very effectual, the juvenile prattler being 
awed into prolonged and satisfactory 
silence.—American paper. 


WHEN naughty maidens juvenile 
Will exercise their lungs, 

They’re forced to silence for a while 
3y fixed red-paper tongues. 


Those lingual emblems stop the bawl 
Of lisping infant jaw. 

They’re terrors to offenders small 
’Gainst seminarial law. 





Could such a course but part unedge 
Sweet woman’s weapon keen, 

'T’ were not ungallant to allege 
Such blessings ne’er been seen ! 

Alas, that same red-tongued brigade 
Will speech regain, you bet! 

Each gagged in that style little maid 
May nag a husband yet! 


What Would the Meenister 
Say ? 


Mistress to New Servant.—" I’m sorry 
you don’t like going to bed so early, Mary, 
but no doubt you'll soon get used to it. 
When you’re at Rome you must do as 
the Romans do, you know.” 


ee oe ne re ee os ee enn ee 





New Servant.— I didna’ ken ye were 
a Papest or I should na have engaged 
wi’ ye. You'll please tak’ a month’s 
warning. I belong to the Kirk, and my 
meenister wouldna’ care for me serving 
wi’ Romans.” 


And it took the greater part of the day 
to explain that the lady’s remark was 
proverbial, and did not refer to her re- 
ligious belief. 


amount, for an hour’s ride. In this way I was very soon worth 
some thousands of pounds, and began to think of getting home. 
All the ship’s boats had been destroyed, but, as I had a few tools, I 
soon knocked up a large canoe out of a tree trunk. Then I took 
my bicycle to pieces and rearranged it so that I had a pair of 
paddle-wheels to work with my legs when I got tired of rowing. I 
shipped the gold dust as ballast, and put to sea amid the sorrowful 
farewells of my kind friends. After an eventful voyage of three 
weeks I was picked up by a Dutch schooner and landed at Rotter- 
dam. Unfortunately, in taking me on board, the clumsy fools 
upset my boat, which went to the bottom with all the gold. 
Otherwise, I should be a rich man this day.” 

‘‘A very remarkable adventure! '’ said a quiet man in the corner. 
‘As it happens, I can corroborate some of the details. A few 
months ago I visited an island such as you describe, where there 
were lots of elephants and heaps of gold dust. The natives, who 
looked uncommonly blue, told me that a white man had been 
staying with them and had left only a few days before I arrived. 
It couldn’t have been you, though, because they said he was 
the biggest propounder of chestnuts they had ever seen.”’ 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 4. 


A. BoTcHER, Esq., or MuppLEe VILLA, WEsT MEDDLETON, IS MADE THE VICTIM OF AN Act OF VANDALISM, 
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blistered, with scraping-knife 


With smoking brasier he 


In his usual daring manner, Botcher attacked the stupendous task. 


illed up knot holes and the crevices between the boards. 
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WHITSUN WEEK IN BELGIUM. 


Sarp young Wigsby to his friend Sprigsby, on his Saturday to Tuesday tour, ‘‘ Wot I says about these Belgians is this—the gals’ 
dresses is queer, but their feet and ankles is to rights—but, ‘ang it all !"the men’s caps is fair scorchers! "’ 









By THE ‘‘ ENFANT TERRIBLE.’”’ 


I rEAD that the present Czar 
of Russia has always been a 
favourite of Mr. Gladstone, who 
told Mr. Stead that he was a frank, 
manly, and affectionate young fellow. 


* * * 


It is wonderful how appreciative 
Mr. Gladstone always is of everybody 
likely at some time or other to be a 
rival of this country. It’s Czardly 
pleasant to know that you had only got 
to be a foreigner to gain the unstinted 
\ admiration of the ex-Prime Minister of 
\ Great Britain. 











* * * 


The discovery has been made that Mr. Gully, the Speaker, is very 
like his predecessor—once removed—Mr. Brand. We shall now be 
able to speak of the Gully Brand, and ask the public not to accept 


any inferior imitation. 
* * © 
‘‘Criticism is the art of praise,” writes Mr. Le Gallienne in his 


new book. Quite so. Especially. among the Minor Poets, eh, Mr. 
Le Gallienne ? 


* * . 


“FUN" LYRICS. (No. 26.) 
Maroeny's Repery. 


(A Sequel to last weck'sJverees. 
My DEAR OLD Nep,—I do not know 
Just what to make of your strange letter, 
I don’t think you should treat me so; 


I thought that you w iknow me be 


My dear old Ned, I really think 
That I ought angrily to scold you 
For hinting that I’m near the brink 
Of matrimony. Now, who told you? 


Methinks, dear Ned, before you bade 

Me this resigned “ Good bye for ever,” 
’T would have been fairer if you had 

To prove its truth made an endeavour. 
I think if you had really cared 

So deeply as you think you’re doing, 
You would have come to me and spared 

Me all this trouble re my wooing. 


But no, you write a long good-bye, 
And do not even take the trouble 
To come to me and see if I 
Could prick this silly little bubble. 
I'm angry, Ned, that you could take 
The truth of this as quite for granted ; 
You seem so ready to forsake 
Me quietly—as though you wanted. 


My dear old Ned, if you delay 
In coming, or one moment tarry, 
Well, I won’t promise that I may 
Not take you at your word and marry 
Some one else. But, if you fly, 
I'll prove what sort of maiden this is, 
And, if you ask me, I'll reply, 
A little “Yes.” With lots of kisses, 
MARGERY. 


“Fun’s” Filosophy. 


Ir we believe the doctors, the conscience is situated among the 
digestive organs. 

A man is far more often known by his enemies than by his 
friends. 

A sceptic is a fellow who judges everybody else by himself. 

There is no disguise so thorough as shabby clothes. A person s0 
concealed is frequently passed by his best friends without recog- 
nition. 

= married woman who dies young is twice an angel and once 4 
wife. 

There is no credit in only being plucked once, unless you have 
been examined twice. 

Women appear to take naturally tojumping. Conclusions, mice, 
and offers are among the things they invariably jump at. 
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Wednesday.—Went into the City with Mr. Chamberlain. Not 
that he ‘‘ went into it,” at all. He rather cracked it up than 
otherwise—quite the City Chamberlain in point of fact. Said 
some ‘‘ very pooty’’ things. Went from there to private view of 
Rational Dress Tableaux. Some of the views charming, others 
comic (intentionally and unintentionally). Main idea of Rational 
seems to be for the men to get rid of ‘‘the trowser’’ and the women 
to adopt it. 

A LITTLE DRESSING, 


I’d never storm at ‘‘ dress reform ”’ 
In manner argumentative, 
I’d like to see our dress more free— 
Of art more representative ; 
But it’s scarcely wise to rig out guys 
(And offer them suggestively) 
In clothes altogether unsuited to our weather— 
For we laugh, or treat them restively, 
And small result will come of the ‘cult ”’ 
Which holds (with other filaments) 
That rational dress is little less 
Than exchange of sex habiliments! 


Went down to hear Sir Vernon Harcourt talk at Tredegar. Found 
it was ‘‘ politics,” so hastened back to Royal Botanical Gardens 
Flower Show. (Prefer flowers of nature to flowers of speech! ) 
Beautiful flowers. Beautiful day. Beautiful toilettes, and bee- 
yeautiful ladies in ’em. MDined at Fishmongers’ Hall—Annual 
Festival of Earlswood Asylum—everything most rational. 


Thursday.—Went to hear the strange case of Emir Hafiz, Prince 
of Arabia, 24th in descent from Mahomet. Appears to have had un 
odd propensity to borrow large sums of money, Emir does, and to 
have regarded them as “gifts of pure love and affection.” Odd 
eccentricity, but has its points of advantage. Properly worked, 
might be no end useful. 


THE ‘*GIFTED’’ ONE. 


He dealt with a tailor, a butcher, a baker, 
A tout, a perfumer, a candlestick-maker, 
Of hosiers an ample selection ; 
He laid in cigars and champagne from the ‘ pub.,”’ 
And, carefully spotting the.swaggerest club, 
He put himself up for election. 


And when, after many a year and{a day, 
He showed not the least disposition to pay, 
And they threatened the House of Correction, 
He gazed with a pained and reproachful surprise, 
And said he had always supposed these supplies 
Were ‘‘ gifts of pure love and affection.” 


Friday.—Had a luxurious morning at Moscow in the magnificent — 


‘Correspondents’ Bureaux.” Grand affair—fitted and organised 
like an extra-superfine first-class club, with servants and officials in 
Government uniform, and all that. Got quite proud—fancied 
myself somebody. Had to tear myself away and make for Newton 
Abbot, where Lord Rosebery had something to say. Soon as I'd 
had enough of that, hurried off to Cambridge to help the Prince 
inspect the University Volunteer Corps. After which to Exhibition 
_ of Book Plates at Westminster Palace Hotel, a look at the Burmese 
| at the Crystal Palace. Dined there. 


Saturday.—_Hammersmith Girls’ Sculling Club inaugurated 
itself quietly with a row out by a four and * home again to tea.” 
Did both very well. To the new picture society's show at 175, New 
Bond Street. The Cabinet Picture Society it is called. The idea 
is to exhibit (and sell, if possible) paintings of a size that you 
needn’t be afraid to buy for fear they won’t fit between the 
photograph of your dear Aunt Maria and the drawing (with your 
name to it) which your master did at school. A very pretty and 
attractive exhibition, consisting largely of landscapes and small-ly 
(or not-at-all-ly) of portraits. Mr. J. L. Pickering is the 
president, and Mr. Carlton Smith, R.I., the vice-presi- 
dent. Mr. Rivers has some nice landscapes, and Mr. Parton 
some of his characteristic work. Mr. Edgar Bundy and Mr. 
Glindoni shine in figure work. Mr. Coutts Mitchie'’s ‘‘ Close of the 
Autumn Day” is a bit of quiet and attractive truthfulness. 
Mr. Yglesias has a brilliant ‘‘ Richmond” gem, and Madame 
Ronner sends one of her marvellous cat (or rather kitten) studies. 
Altogether a good inauguration, and one reflecting great credit upon 
Mr. Edward Freeman, the director and secretary. 

Dined with the Newspaper Press Fund. 

Monday.—Sauntered round while the Princess held Drawing 
Room (on behalf of the Queen), then along to the great theatrical 
bazaar in aid of the Eye Hospital. Only natural performers 
should take interest in that portion of human frame. It’s no new 
thing with them either—they are always bringing out spectacles! 
Awful smell of burning india-rubber during the day. Thought some 
bicyclist had gone in for furious driving and got his tyres red hot. 
Found it was the covering of the electric light cable in Northumber- 
land Avenue which had “ caught.” 

OVERDONE. 
I think, as yet, 
Electric light 
Has always met 
Approval—quite, 
But, though we bask 
In brilliant rays, 
We do not ask 
Electric blaze. 


The judge scored off the Pockett, with fine and imprisonment. 


Tuesday.— Magnificent weather. Went for ‘‘aday in the country.’ 
Hawthorn and chestnut trees splendid. Biscuits and cheese and 


old ale nice, too. 


’ 


Tue Sporrer. 


There be Perfumes ! 


(The Eccentric Club, what time they are the guests cf the Man 
chester Arts Club, will be taken to visit the Ship Canal.—Press.) 


Eccenrrics of London! your friends in the Centre 

Of Cottondom hope that brave hosts ye will find ’em ; 
And hence at tne head of your programme they enter 

A sight of the skill which to Ocean has “ jined ”’ ’eim. 


Now, the mighty Canal, if ye take a trip ¢o it, 

Will pay for the visit. But, pray, circumspectly 
Refuse to trip through it, lest haply ye rue it: 

For ye'll be with your friends in bad odour directly ! 
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” Refreshing and Invigorating fo the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate’; and absolutely unadulterated.” 
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¥. Tue Government of Spain is on the horns of rather an awkward 
dilemma, It is very unfortunate for them that the American 
schooner, Competitor, was ever captured by their authorities, for 
now the crew have been court-martialled and condemned to death, 
and this is where the unpleasant part comes in. If the men are 
executed, then President Cleveland will consider that ‘an un- 
friendly act,” which means that his gunboats will have something 
to say. in the matter. If the men are not immediately shot, then 
General Weyler and all the Spanish commanders in Cuba, with 
their usual arctic repose, will throw up their commissicns. Well, 
if they should fight—but, of course, they won’t, beyond proces- 
sioning and tearing up one another’s flags—then it is odds on the 
American Eagle devouring the Spanish Onion—especially an onion 
with the ‘‘ heart” already taken out of it. 


We had heard vaguely, from Continental papers, of the exist- 
ence of a Greater Germany, but, for some reason or other, its exact 
sition had hitherto been a little vague. But now we know! The 
eneste Nachrichten assures us that it lies in South-West Africa. 
Why, of course! How stupid of us not to have guessed that before. 


The Directors of Prisons have ordered that entertaining lectures 
shall be given to the convicts. We respectfully suggest a few 
subjects :— 

** Reminiscences of Charles Peace.” 

‘** Snide-pushing and outin’-do’s,” 

“ Baby-murder : its causes and results.” By an expert. 

** Does burglary pay? ”’ 

‘* How to remove blood-stains from clothing.”’ 

** Queen’s evidence ; and when to turn it.”’ 

‘* Notes on revolvers and life-preservers.”’ 

** Man-traps and electric wires, and how to avoid them.” 


From a contemporary :— 


“ Wanted, immediately, good-looking general servant, age about 
17, no family.—Address,"’ etc. 

Mr. Harmsworth calls his new paper ‘‘ The Ladies’ Newspaper.”’ 
If this be so, surely its name ought to be spelt ‘‘ The Daily Male.” 


A sign-board at Kew once announced: ‘ Plain tea, 6d.; tea, with 
shrimps, 8d. Tea, with children, 1s.” Oh! the cannibals! 


The Queen has another grandchild. In Greece this time. That 
makes—let us see—well, really, we have lost count, but we 
did our best as long as we could. And Society gossips say now 























that two ,more. may be expected skortly, Well, the more the 
merrier. 


A gentleman, happening to miss some wine from a decanter, 
rightly suspected his Irish butler, and rated him soundly. 

‘‘ Bedad, and how did he foind out?’ soliloquised the latter. 
‘* Sure, I tuk it from the bottom av the bottle, too!”’ 


A scientific society is at present much put about over the 
question, ‘“‘ Why does a duck put its head underthe water?” Surely 
the obvious answer is, for divers reasons ! 


Sam Wellerisms. 


‘‘’Trs better to have loved and lost and ne’er have loved at all,”’ 
as the breach of promise lawyer sang when;he pocketed the 
fees. 

‘‘That’s a landmark,’ as the man explained when his wife 
inquired the meaning ofagravelrash, which he had obtained on his 
way home from lodge the previous evening. 

‘‘T understand that you have embraced Catholicism,” as the 
fellow said to his friend when he heard that he had been seen 
kissing a Spanish nun. 

“Hang it all!” as the householder exclaimed to the paper- 
hanger.) 

‘T’ll make your hair curl,” as Hinde’s curling pins whispered to 
the pretty girl. 

“ After you,” as the detective observed to the thief. 

‘This is a mountain pass,’’ as the man remarked when he re- 
ceived a free ticket for the Snowdon Railway. 

‘She wants a chap-her-own,” as one sweet little dear said of 
another who was alone in the ballroom. 

‘“‘T occupy a high post in the city,” as the sparrow observed when 
he perched on the electric light standard. 

‘‘That’s a maiden speech,” as the young man said when the girl 
told him ‘‘ to ask papa.”’ 

‘‘T have landed property to the value of thousands of pounds,”’ 
as the dock labourer boasted. 


The Jury and the Rider. 


Brown and Smith, from court returned, 
Are telling Jones what there they’ve learned. 


Brown.—“ The jury found that he was riding his bicycle without 


a light, and at a furious rate; and that his recklessness was alone 
responsible for the injuries inflicted on the pedestrians.” 


Jones.— Verdict of guilty, eh? Very gladto hear it. Did they 
add a rider?’”’ 


Brown.— Yes, indeed they did.’’ 


Smith.—‘ No, no, you’re wrong there, old man, They did not 
add a rider.”’ 
Brown.—“I beg your pardon; they did add a rider—to the 


inhabitants of Wormwood Scrubs! ”’ 
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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 
Wednesday.— Queen’s Birthday. Hip! Hip! Hip! Hooray! Long 


may she reign and confound their knavish tricks! Called on Her 
Most Gracious, and wished her many, many happy returns. Then 
to see the trooping of the colours. Then to drink her health with 
three times three. Also rang a bell and fired a cannon. Thoroughly 
enjoyed myself. 

Down to Sydenham in the afternoon to see the Crystal Palace 
Picture Show. Good show. Some of the best. Stayed to dine 
with the Licensed Victuallers on their 69th anniversary. Who 
better to dine witb, I may ask? 


WELCOME LICENCE. 


When man is hungry, I opine 
(Whate’er his creed or faction), 
An opportunity to dine 
Has every attraction ; 
But, be he hungry or replete, 
Or one of food’s belittlers, 
He must regard it as a treat 
To dine with Licensed Victuallers. 


Thursday.—Have taken up my headquarters at Moscow for next 
few days. Wonderful state the city is in. Magnificent buildings. 
Huge crowds. Beautiful decorations. Princes and princesses, 
dukes, lords, and grandees from all parts of the world—quite 
Common objects of the wayside, in fact. Soon expect them to be 

three-a-penny,” as per the Gondoliers. Grand State entry to-day. 
Dainty little Empress somewhat anxious and wistful methought, 
and no wonder. Well, “luck’s everything,” and may these young 
people have the best of it. 

Hurried over to Hammersmith with the Prince and Princess of 
Wales, and had an hour or two at West London Hospital Bazaar. 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or hterary, spontaneously sent im. 
a stamped and addressed envelope. 


unless accompamed by 
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Friday.—Helped Princess Louise open little art exhibition at the 
‘“‘ Bermondsey Settlement.” Several“ lights” there—and agood show. 

Just called in to wish Newman Hall some happy returns on his 
eightieth birthday, saw that ‘‘the House”’ had settled down to an 
all night of it, and made off to keep an appointment on the big 
wheel at Earl’s Court. Big wheel stuck, and I r flected this 


EXALTED REFLECTION, 


To take the Spotter at his worst, 
(With ugly prepossessions), 

When out of luck and prone to burst 
With vigorous expressions ; 

Her Majesty does not possess 
In all her wide dominions 

A subject on the earth of less 
Unorthodox opinions ; 

The out-and-out supporter he 
Of Queen and Constitution— 

Yet, on that wheel, he yearned to sce 
A rapid revolution. 


Saturday.—Birthday honours flying abovt. Noticed I wasn't 
included in the list. Have noticed this several times before, but 
can’t account for it. 

Over to see the Bordeaux-Paris Bicycle Race. Englishman won 
(good plucked ones, both Linton, the winner, and the French 
Johnnie, the nearly-winner, if he’d allow me to call him so), Some 
hitch about the track, but hope the trouble will blow over, 

Looked in at the Hampstead Art Show for a few minutes—just to 
give the thing a start ofi—then back to dinner (banquet this time, 
with a bigB) at the English Embassy at Moscow. All the princes, 
dukes, etc., and me there. We played ha’penny nap after one, 


Monday.—Bank Holiday. Spent the day everywhere, and enjoyed 
myself very much, 


Tuesday.—Saw the Australians give Yorkshire a tremendous 
licking. Back to Coronation. Impressive sight. The white @zar 
makes a good start. May it be a long and prosperous one, marked 
by at least the promise of a new era! The new head starts with 

SPECIAL ADVANTAGES. 
With half-a-crown only have men come to town, 
Intent upon affluence winning, 
But the fair-featured Czar has commenced with a crown, 
A most advantageous beginning. 
He’s taken his crown, with a glorious show 
(Which none would have seen him dispense with) 
But still “ finis coronat opus,” you know, 
Though kings may be crowned to commence with. 


Finished up at the ball given at Ripon by the Mayor and Mayoress 
of Ripon (otherwise known as Lord and Lady Ripon). Ripon affair 
altogether, crede. Tux Sporrer. 


No contributions can be returned 
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THE RUSSIAN CORONATION. 


IT IS SAID THAT HER GRACIOUS MAJESTY’S FIRST COMMAND ON ASCENDING THE THRONE WAS, “ BRING 
WE A CUP OF TEA AND THE TIMES.” IF HISTORY REPEATS ITSELF, AS ALL RECORDS GO TO SHOW IT DOES, 
THE NEWLY-CROWNED TSAR AND TSARINA WILL CALL FOR A CUP OF DELICIOUS MAZAWATTEE AND (WITH 
EDITOR’S MODEST APOLOGIES) “FUN.” 
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By{tHz ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


“ BerTer fifty years in Europe 
than a cycle in Cathay” wrote 
Tennyson. Better fifty years in 
Holloway than a cycle on Bank Holiday 
wiites the “‘ Enfant Terrible.” 


* . * 





The Czar’s Coronation Festivities 
read like an account from the Arabian 
Nights. ‘‘ There’s nothing like leather,” 
says the old saw, and there’s nothing 
like Russia, evidently, for real old- 
fashioned spectacle. I doubt if even 
Gus Harris could have done it better. 
I suggest the Czar’s Coronation to him 
for his big scene in the next pantomime. Then we shall be able to 
judge between Moscow and Drury Lane. 


NY 








It would be a fine suject for 1n Empire ballet—a Russian 
Empire ballet. And the crowd shouted HuCzar! 


* * * 


Meanwhile, the merry housebreaker, who rifled the premises 
while the family were in Russia for the festivities, can plead that 
it was merely St. Petersburglary. 


* * * 


The Leader of the Opposition shouts, ‘‘ Ha(r)court you there” to 
the First Lord of the Treasury over the all-night sitting. But 
the Tory Arthur replies, ‘‘You’ve been there Balfour’’—I mean 


before. 
* *K * 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 27.) 
THE NEw VIVANDIERE, 
(Copyright.) 
I know you've often heard before 
Of gay vivandiéres galore, 
But yet I am distinctly sure 
That never till this minute, 
Though you have travelled everywhere, 
Have you seen a vivandiére 
Whom you could truthfully declare 
To be with me quite in it. 


REFRAIN :— 


Oh, I am monarch of all I survey, 
And there is none who dare stand in my way, 
Though only a maid, 
You would think on parade 
That I was Field-Marshall Commander-in-Chief. 


The wives detest this girl, of course, 
One lady dragged me in perforce 
Respondent in a swell divorce, 

But soon expressed contrition. 
For, though I flirt, you understand 
That with my heart must go my hand, 
There is no duchess in the land, 

Who's more above suspicion. 


REFRAIN :— 


Oh, I am monarch, etc. . 


In times of peace I laugh and play, 
But if a war breaks out one day, 
I'll don the Red Cross dress of grey, 

The best girl can be dressed in. 
There’s one dear boy, who more than all, 
Will want me should there harm befall, 
And none but me shall heed his call, 

No arms but mine he’ll rest in. 











REFRAIN — 
Oh, I am monarch, etc. 


Of all the regiment I’m the pride, 
With none my glory I divide, 
When I pass by all move aside, 

Each one at “ tention!” standing. 
The Colonel nods, the captains bow, 
The cheeky subs are quiet, somehow, 
No carelessness do I allow 

In the regiment I’m commanding. 


REFRAIN :— 
y Oh, I am monarch, etc.' 





THE Great}Wheelj hasf'amused himself once more. He likes{to 
get a bevy of young ladies in his clutches and to keep them there. 
This*time he kept them for 16 hours—and all night. Oh! wicked 
wheel! why did you woo? Fair young wives torn from their 
husbands, who wailed expectantly, like Budge and Toddie, to “ shee 
the wheels go wound ’’; loving husbands separated from weeping 
wives; men “late for office’’ in the morning; 'Arry and 'Arriet 
‘'avin’a dye art’’; all the work of the immoral wheel at Earl's 
Court! After all—we cannot help wondering if it was an accident. 
A column in the daily papers, titles and sub-titles in the Star, the 
Sun, and the rest of the firmament, all for nothing, ought to go for 
something. One never knows—advertising has got to such a pitch 


nowadays ! 


Luckily one good lady who went up had a reel of cotton with 
her, and so the gentlemen had whisky and the ladies gingerbeer, 
and all was very snug. Without that reel communication with the 
downstairs world would have been impossible. As it was—well, 
we were not in the Big Wheel ourselves, but our baker was, and he 
seems to have had a thundering good time. 


From a contemporary :— 

‘4 LaDy owning lovely riverside house wants YOUNG MARRIED 
COUPLE and ONE BACHELOR to make up a pleasant party during the 
hot weather. Address, Punt.” 

Now what does that lady want? Needy bachelors, don’t all 


speak at once ! 


In The Span of Life, the new play at the Princess’s, the climax 
is reached when the heroine, pursued by the various blackguards of 
the piece, comes to a chasm. How to get across? Nothing simpler. 
Three acrobats are standing near. They stand on each other's 
shoulders, do a ‘‘ Roman fall,” and bridge the chasm. The lady 
trips across their manly forms and is saved! Curtain! And just 
in time, too, or the audience would soon become anxious as to huw 
the three unselfish but foolhardy gentlemen are going to get out of 


their own little fix. 


Mr. Carton’s new play is to be called 7he Tree of Knowledge. No: 
it will not be produced at the Haymarket—it is no relation to that 
gentleman. We wonder if the scene will be laid in the Garden of 
Eden? If so, who will play Adam and Eve—and what, oh! what 


will be the costumes ? 


First British Workman: “I sye, Bill, wot’s orl this ‘ere tork 
abart ‘one man, one yote’?” 


Second Ditto: ‘Oh, that? Whoy, down’t yer see? One bloomin’ 


man, one bloomin’ vote!” 
First Ditto (satisfied): “Oh, ah! of course! I might ‘ave 


knowed that!” 
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THE HORSELESS AGE. 


Future “Events” Cast their 
“Finals” Before. 


SALISBURY TO JOHN BULL :— 


HERE’s a tip, a straight tip! 
A cert., as you will see! 
With good old Education up 
On our “ Majoritee”’ 
We'll pull our Derby off, Bull, 
As easy as can be; 
There’s not a horse upon the course 
Can beat ‘‘ Majoritee.”’ 


( Whispers) 


For ‘*‘ Nonconformist,” I am told, 
Has suddenly gone lame, 

And blindly staggers at the old, 
Old conscientious game. 

The ragged Party riding it 
Has had a nasty spill, 

And goes so far as to admit 
He’s feeling rather ill. 


(Aloud) 


Here’s a tip, a straight tip! 
A cert., as you can see! 

With good old Agriculture up 
On our “ Majoritee ” 

We'll make things hum, you bet, sir, 
As easy as can be; 

This is a cert., so put your shirt 

On our “ Majoritee.”’ 
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( Whispers) 


For ‘‘ Radical,” as I am told, 
Is weak about the knees ; 
Has also caught a nasty cold, 
And foot-and-mouth disease ; 
In fact, that most unlucky beast 
Has far from many backers, 
And cats, expectant of a feast, 
Are hanging round the knacker's. 


(Aloud) 


Here’s a tip, a straight tip! 
A cart., as you will see! 

When Irish Bill is up, sir, 
On our “ Majoritee ” 

We'll scoop the pools, my sonny, 
As easy as can be; 

You'll make a pile like ‘‘ striking ile”’ 
With our “ Majoritee.”’ 


( Whispers) 


For ‘“‘ Home Rule,” sir, as I am told, 
Is dead as dead can be, 

And all its erstwhile backers bold 
Are fairly up a tree. (horse, 

They pinned their faith upon that 
Their fortune 'twas to save— 

So now, afflicted by remorse, 
They’re fighting on its grave. 


(Aloud) 


Here’s a tip, a straight tip ! 
A cert., as you will see ! 

When Transvaal once is fairly up 
On our “‘ Majoritee ”’ 


ON THE ROAD TO THE DERBY IN 2001.) * ~~ "™ 





We'll knock sparks out of Kruger 
As easy as can be; [eye 

You just “stand by” and keep your 
Upon “ Majoritee.” 


( Whispers) 
For old “* Majuba,”’ I am told, 
Is turned at last to grass, 
And all his backers, young and old, 
Are murmuring “ Alas!” 
They weep, they wail, are quite 
unmanned, 
While from Dundee to Dover, 
For Transvaal, people understand, 
'T will be but a walk-over. 


(Aloud) 


So, here’s a tip, a straight tip! 
A cert., as you will see! 
Pat everything that you possess 
On our *‘ Majoritee.”’ 
For every race 1s ours, sir, 
As certain as can be; 
There’s not a horse upon the course 
To touch ‘‘ Majoritee.”’ 








Spiteful. 


Miss Jellus (to Miss Mature, who is 
handsome, but not so young as she used to 
be).—‘* I believe you paint your cheeks.” 

Miss Mature.—“ No, I don’t; Nature 
paints them.” 

Miss Jellus.—‘Then I must say I 
wonder at Nature choosing such & worn- 
out piece of canvas to work on!”’ 
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THERE’S NOT A HORSE UPON TOURS: 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 717.) 





N THOURSE CAN BEAT “MAJORITEE.” 
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A FINE, stirring, bold, and vigorous little 
drama is The Forlorn Hope, Mr. Clement 
Scott’s new sketch at the Oxford Music Hall. 
We are taken to Matabeleland, and a very 
exciting time we have of it there. For we 
are shown @ crowd of Chartered troopers in 
laager—which, being spelt with two “ a’s,”’ 
af does not mean that they are in their cups. 
~ The Matabele surround the little band, and 
Sl firing and shouting and all sorte of fun take 
mare. 4° place. There is a soriie from the camp 
to resc.s a convoy of women and children, a desperate fight ‘ off” 
and the return of the victorious Britishers covered with mud, 
blood, and glory. Carefully welded into these thrilling inci- 
dent» is the og: of Angela, a Red Cross Nurse, Colonel 
Haines, Sergeant Molloy, and a lady who does not appear, 
but who is really the hub around which the episode revolves. 
For Angela is really Mrs. Colonel Haines, but parted from 
him soon after their marriage, because she learned that there 
had been another lady in the case before their union. What a lot 
of grass widowers there would be if Sister Angela’s views gained 
general acceptance! But to resume. So, in spite of the fact that 
the Colonel dearly loves his wife, they have not met from that day 
to this, when it was necessary for them to meet or there would 
have been no sketch, and the public—and Mr. Scott—would have 
been poorer. They are very much surprised to find each other in 
Matabeleland and in the same laager—but Angela, although near 
him, still remains distant. ' 

Then there is another coincidence. In the convoy that 
is being attacked, and that Colonel Haines sets out 
to rescue, is the lady who has been the cause of all 
the pother. Consequently—in rescuing her—he will be 
shutting the door on his own happiness ; because, were she dead, 
his wife would ~— him. However, He Is A British Officer, 
so, of couree, he does his duty. He slays several 
hundreds of Matabele, but, though he performs prodigious 
deeds of prowess, he is unable to prevent a_ stray 
assegai finding its way into the heart of the poor young lady, 
who really had very bad luck all round. Colonel Haines returns to 
the laager very weak and ill, and Sister Angela forgives him and 
takes him in herarms. Then everybody sings, just as if they were 
on the stage of a music-hall instead of out in the African bush, and 
that is the end of it. 


As a matter of fact, there is too much singing in the The 
Forlurn Hope. You see, while the gallant troopers are out fight- 
ing the savage scene-shifters, Captain Dearing, who is so sadly 
wounded that he cannot go to fight and has to warble at the top of 
his voice to recruit bis strength, tells the women and children, over 
and over again, that ‘While there is Life there’s Hope.” He 
repeats this in ever so many tones of voice, although nobody con- 
tradicted him once. I expect it must have been one of the 
symptoms of his complaint. Later on the harmonious captain 
broke out into melody again, and nobody told him to keep cool— 
singe was very thoughtless of them considering how weak and ill 

@ was. 

Mr. Leo Stormont is the singing invalid, and very nicely he 
sings Mr. Coward’s charming music. If the vocalisation 
was out cf place it was not out of tune, and that is a great 
thing to be thankful for now-a-days. Mr. Oscar Adye acted 
and looked well as Colonel Haynes, Mr. A. W. Fitzgerald is a 
capital Sergeant Molloy, and if Miss Cora Stuart is not a very con- 
vincing Sister Angela—at any rate she worked hard to add to the 
fuccess of Mr. Scott's admirably-written and constructed patriotic 
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laylet, which the Oxford management have! mounted? most 
andsomely. 

The rest of the programme at the Oxford is a very excellent 
mixture of all sorts. Mr. Dan Leno’s new songs are excruciatingly 
funny, and he is as droll and unctuously humorous as of yore. The 
Brothers Griffiths are also delightfully and inoffensively amusing. 
Then there is that prince of nigger-singers, Eugene Stratton, who 
can be as sweetly sentimental as he can be curiously quaint. His 
new serenade is simply delicious. Mr. Frank Celli’s fine voice ig 
always @ pleasure to hear, and the Selbini Cyclists may be relied 
upon to give a skilful and a brilliant exhibition of ae 

OSSAMER. 


Josiah’s Dream, or the Woman of the Future, by Charles Rogers, 
is a very laughable farce, expanded into three acts. Mr. Sidney 
Harcourtisa very funny Josiah Jenkins. His rig-outin—thing-um-ies 
—and curiously cut tunic, surmounted bya pear-shaped bald head, 
provokes unlimited mirth. Poor Josiah, who has a penchant for 
the fair sex, is very much nagged by his wife, who threatens to go 
home to her ma, and dictated to by his wife’s friend Johanna 
Bucklaw, an advanced disciple of ‘‘emancipated woman.”’ Josiah 
falls asleep and dreams that he is living in the year A.D. 2001. His 
wife appears in rational costume, likewise Johanna, as also his 
friends, Alay Gushington and Charlie Templeton, and his Uncle John 
Hardy. William, the butler, appears rigged out in the anticipated 
costume of a nursemaid; his daughter, Georgina, is entirely 
masculine; Frederica, the footwoman, is garbed as a flunkey. The 
condition of Josiah is ludicrously pitiable. He prays for the 
retura of his trousers and to be back in the good old times of 1896. 
In the final act he awakes, with a vivid recollection of his dream, 
which, with difficulty, he can scarcely refrain from believing a 
reality. Ultimately he rejoices with his household and friends 
that his dream is nothing more than the creation of an agitated 
brain, and peace once more appears to dawn upon him. Mr. 
Graham Wentworth, Mr. J. A. Bentham, Mr. George Raiemond, 
Mr. Richard Blunt, Miss Ada Branson, Miss Lettice Fairfax, Miss 
Mary Allestree, and Miss Florence L. Forster severally performed 
their parts with consummate tact and application. 


Mr. Charles Warner is delighting Margate with Drink. I was 
too much occupied with my attentions at the shrine of St. Whitsun, 
upon the Extension, and I forgot to look in upon Mr. Warner’s 
generous hospitality. I shall look out for him upon another 
occasion. 


To-morrow evening, at 8 o’clock, in the Town Hall, the West- 
minster Orchestral Society will give their periodical concert, at 
which the principal feature will be the production of a new 
symphony, composed by Mr. Barclay Jones. It is anticipated that 
this symphony will rank amongst the most remarkable of 
modern musical works. 


At the last meeting of the council of the Society of English 
Artists, George Morton and Oliver Baker were elected full members, 
and Edward Slocombe, P.E., Harry E. J. Browne, J. Bancroft, and 
E. Napier Kennedy, associates. 


Derby Day. 


Tuts Derby Day is fraught to me 
With consequences fateful, 
For if Idon’t see my “ gee-gee”’ 
Come in first, ’twill be hateful ! 
I love a girl, but, sad to say, 
Of money I am lacking, 
So her pa’s bid me go away ; 
And that’s why I am “ backing.” 


I'm putting all that I possess 
On a quick-footed ‘‘ dark ’un,” 
And you will see my anxiousness 
If to my words you hearken ; 
For want of cash I got the “ sack ”’ 
From her pa—grasping sinner |— 
But I knowI shall win her back 
If I but back the winner ! 


Overheard on Top of a ’Bus. 
Passenger (in second seat to his friend, pointing to a man just 


leaving front seat): ‘“ That's an actor.” 


** How do you know ?”’ 
“He’s clean-shaven, and speaks so distinctly. You can always 


tell. All actors do that.”’ 


“Do they? Then half the people on the London stage—arv't 


actors. My experience is—many of 'em mumble!” 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 5. 


A, Borcuer, Esq., or MuppLE Vitta, West MeppLeton, Makes a Boox on tue Densy. 
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_ There was evidently something very wrong with A. Crossgrain Botcher, Esq., of Muddle Villa, West Meddleton. For some time past he had gone about 
with a preoccupied gaze, closely investigating sporting tips, and holding secret confabs with the youth who attends to the cob. 
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Then Botcher took to the wearing of garments of a most pronounced “horsey” cut, talking stable slang, smoking horribly strong cigars, and keeping very ut 
late hours. His constant companions were now the West Meddleton cats’-meat man (whom Botcher solemnly declared was the greatest authority on horse ave 
flesh he had ever met with) and the stable boy. The nature of the distemper became known at last. Botcher, acting on the advice of the cats’-meat purveyor ri 
and the stable boy, had made a book on the Derby. The favourite horse occupied his mind all day, and sat on his chest as his favourite nightmare whenever 
he sought repose. 
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It there transpired that Botcher had lost far more’ bets’than he had ever made, and, after 


The'three famous"sports duly“attended the course at Epsom. West Meddleton cata’- 


being “ cleared out,” he and his fellow “ sports” were accused of “ Welshing.” The stable boy is now under notice, and the voice of the 
meat merehant is hushed as he passes the door of Muddle Villa. 
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THE Postmaster-General has already started Combined Pillar-boxes and Lamp-posts. 
A certain section of the Public (those who resort to lamp-posts for support in the early 
hours of the morning) are advocating something of this sort. 
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Bung’s: Bitter Bodings. 
[A lady district visitor in West London assures the Globe that, 
if public-houses be closed on Sunday, people will lay in a double 


stock of drink on Saturday night, and—consume it before going | 
to bed.] 


Tue burden of Bung: “ I am wither-wrung 
With rage, and my heart is bleeding. 
The bill proposing a seventh-day closing 
Has romped through a second reading. 
My trust I’ve been in the wits so keen ; 
Of Wimbledon’s chief reposing ; 


' 


A terrible hole! 








But the crafty cranks of the teapot ranks 
Have discovered my champion dozing!” 








’Cute:! 
Magistrate (to prisoner).—** What are 
you?” 
Prisoner.—* A dock labourer, yer 
washup.”’ 
Constable.—*‘ Why, he's scarcely ever 
out of prison, your worship!” 
Prisoner.—“ Well, I’m always bein’ 
sentenced ter ‘ard Jabour in this ’ere 


dock, so if I ain’t a dock labourer, wot 
ami? Yah!” 


Maddening. 


Mr. Bawker (distractedly). — ‘* My 
wife is out of her mind! She doesn’t 
know what she’s saying!” 

Mr. Henpeckt.—** My dear friend, I 
sympathise with you; at the same time, 
I cannot help remarking that I only 
wish my wife didn’t know what she was 
saying at times, for she says the most 
awful things!” 


“Paying” Him. 

Shortcash.— Is your account correct, 
doctor? I don’t remember you paying 
me all these visits.” 

Doctor (stiffly).—“ Perfectly correct, 
sir.” 

Shortcash.—*Um! It looks to me as 
if it had been ‘ doctored’!” 


An Optical Delusion. 


Husband.—* What! You want more 
money! Why, only yesterday I gave 
you £5,” 

Wife-—“ Yes, but I spent that on a 
new bonnet.” 

H.—*“ But iI gave it to you for food ; 
you can't feed yourself with a new 
bonnet.” 

W.—‘I can feed part of myself with 
it.” 

A.— ‘Whatever do 
woman?” 

W.—"* Why, I can feast my eyes on 


you mean, 


it! 








“‘Unnerved, unstrung,” quoth his friend to Bung, 
“‘T can well cudounal 

Should your foes at length get legal strength 
To determine your seventh-day dealing, 

Your trade undriven for long hours seven 
Will leave in your week’s receivings 

I may well condole 

With your soul in its gruesome grievings!”’ 


The answer of Bung: “I am wither-wrung 
By no thought of so sad a sequel; 

When they pass the bill my receipts will still 
To my present receipts be equal. 

But I think with fright how, each Saturday night, 
I'll with extra hard work be harried, 

When in jugs and bottles, for thirsty throttles, 
Sunday’s tipple must home be carried !” 


your feeling. 
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The Derby. 
By Proressor Sorrteicu Smirn, A.B., C.D., Z., Erc. 


I HAD just finished an article on the so-called canals in Mars, 
proving conclusively to the densest imagination that they are 
electric tram lines, when the following telegram was handed to 
me :— 

‘Go to Derby, and send me account of race.—Epitor, Fun.” 

I caonot say that I was surprised at receiving these instructions, 
for @ man with my gigantic intellect is seldom astonished at any- 
thing, but, as lam totally ignorant of sporting matters in general, 
and horse-racing in particular, 1 must confess that I did wonder 
why I was chosen for this special task.— [Because the sleepy-headed 
telegraph boy delivered the telegram to the wrong Smith. That's 
why. One of you will have to leave that road.—Ep., Fun.} 

However, with my usual decision, I at once made up my mind 
to oblige the editor of the only real comic paper in London, and 
with that end in vew I called upon my nephew, the medical 
student, in order to work up my subject first. 

I found him in company with four or five of his fellow students, 
in an atmosphere positively reeking with tobacco smoke, and I 
have more than 4 suspicion that one of the young gentlemen in 
question put a pack of cards into his pocket just as I entered the 
room. 

“‘ Now, I don’t wish to make any mistake,” I observed, after I had 
informed him of the object of my visit, ‘‘ so will you kindly tell me 
in what part of Derby the racecourse is situated ? ” 

Then the discourteous manner in which those young men 
laughed absolutely rings in my ears now. 

As soon as my nephew had wiped the tears from his eyes, he pro- 
ceeded to instruct me that the race in question was run at Epsom, 
and one of his young friends idiomatically explained that the 
s'eak was called for at Derby, but taken to Epsom to be salted. 

My nephew was going on to inform me that I had best take the 
train at Victoria, when another of his companions exclaimed—— 

‘* Perhaps your uncle will join our sweep, Bob?” 

‘I beg your pardon, young man,” I replied, with what I con- 
sidered well-deserved severity. ‘‘ But though I am prepared to 
sacrifice personal comfort, and even the prejudices of a life-time, 
upon the altar of journalism, still I must draw the line at asso- 
ciating with a cleaner of chimneys.” 

‘But this is a Derby sweep,” cried the young man. 

‘I should not care, sir, if he was a Windsor Castle sweep,” I 
replied, and those empty-headed young men again indulged in their 
idiotic cachinnation. However, as I had visited my nephew for the 
purpose of obtaining information, I concealed my contempt and 
pursued my inquiries, and from their replies to my queries, I 
gathered the following facts respecting the Derby. 

This race is called the Blue Ribbon of the Turf, because all the 


jockeys who participate in it have to bo teetotallers. 


Ali Welshmen found on racecourses are dishonest, and when 
their nationality is discovered, if they are fortunate enough to 
escape rough treatment at the hands of the mob, they are arrested 
by the police. 

It is customary with the owners of horses, if they think that 
their animals have no chance of winning, to scratch them so 
severely that the poor creatures cannot take part in the race. 
Mem.—To speak to Mr. Colam, of the Society for Prevention of 
Cruelty to Animals, respecting this. 

The Derby is the only race in which a dog participates. Although 
he seldom or never wins, his advent is always hailed by the 
spectators with acclamation. 





Then the conversation turned on the horses, and my nephew was of 
opinion that St. Frusk would win. One of his friends was recom- 
mending a horse whose name I did not catch, for he said he had 
won Two Thousand races. This was too much for my credulity, 
and I left them more in sorrow than in anger. 

The following morning, which was the fateful 3rd of June, I made 
my way in good time to Victoria Station, and, though I usually ride 
third class, yet, as Mr. ‘‘ Fun ’”’ was paying for it, I took a first-class 
return to Epsom Downs, and in five minutes I wished devoutly 
that I was safe at home in my study. 

I never was in such a crowd before or behind or sideways, and 
when at length I found myself, with tender toes and achiag ribs, 
deposited in a third-class smoking carriage, I was absolutely 
thankful. : 

As soon as we left the station a gentlemanly-looking fellow com- 
menced to amuse his friends with some tricks with cards. 

Presently his neighbour said ‘‘ Let’s have a game at guessings ? ”’ 
and, the one with the cards consenting, he proceeded to lay three 
cards, face downwards, for his friends to guess what they were. As 
I watched I could not help thinking that the manipulator was 
somewhat clumsy, for, on more than one occasion, I saw the faces 
of the cards he put down. 

‘‘ What are you smiling at, sir?’’ he inquired after a while, and I 
told him. 

“*T’ll bet you half-a-crown you don’t name the Queen,” exclaimed 
he, and, though it is against my principles to bet, I could not avoid 
giving this man a lesson, and I bet him, and immediately turned 
over the Queen of Hearts. 

‘* Well, I’m blowed,”’ exclaimed the fellow as he paid me the half- 
crown. “ How did Idothat I wonder? Let’s try again.” 

He threw down the cards again and cried: ‘‘ There now, I’)l bet 
you & sovereign you didn’t see her that time.” But I did, or, 
rather, I thought I did, and I bet him, and Jost. Again and again | 
could have sworn that I saw the card fall, but by the time we 
arrived at Epsom Downs I had paid him twelve sovereigns, 
which, of course, Mr. “Fun’’ will recoup me. [I'll be hanged if I 
do !—Ed., Fun.) 

The baleful and pernicious fumes of the tobacco bad made me 
feel faint and thirsty, and when the gentleman who had been so 
amusing with the cards offered to treat me to some refreshment 
I at once accepted his suggestion, and accompanied him to a 
booth where alcoholic stimulants were sold. 

I had some ginger beer, and then I had another, and I think a 
third, after which I became so tired that I decided to sit down for 
a few minutes and rest. My next impression was, a rude man 
shaking me violently, and observing ‘‘ Now, then, guv’nor, times 
up.” 

I aroused myself with difficulty for I was still drowsy, with the 
idea that the Derby was just about to be run, but the map, in 
answer to my query, grinned as he replied :— 

“Yus, guvnor, next year! Why, its nigh on 5 o’clock; every- 
one’s goin’ home.” 

I felt for my watch to ascertain the time. It had gone, together 
with my purse, ring, pin, and sleeve links. They had even taken 
my return ticket. 

‘* What am I to do?” I cried aloud in my anguish. 

‘*Do as many a better man than you has had to, and walk it,”’ 
answered the fellow who had awoke me. 

And I did, but next time Mr. ‘‘ Fun” is desirous of having 4 
description of a brutal and debasing horse race, I hope he will ask 
someone else to write it. 


[I most certainly shall.—Ed., “ Fun.’’] 
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PROMOTE DIGESTION | | 
f 
Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. : 
If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if : 
what is supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please 0: 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed) to P 
at 
/ "eC S. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. : 
Bakers recommending any other Bread In the place of “Hovis” a 
do 8o for their own profit. BEWARE! N 

Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 
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The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE UNMITIGATED LOQUACITY OF JO. 


Jackal Jo is up to date, 
Awful spry is Jo! 
Catch him early, catch him late, 
Always spry and up to date, 
Always in the know! 
He will give without cessation 
All the latest information ; 
He can’t blunder, 
He’s a wonder, 
Nothing less, is Jo! 


Jackal Jo might keep it dark ! 
“* Keep it dark!” cries Jo, 
“ What an ignorant remark 
If I went and kept it dark 
Who the deuce would know 
That I am the wisest, greatest, 
Spryest, smartest, up-to-datest 
Jackal going ?” 
Ah, his knowing, 
Modest, too, is Jo! 


Jackal Jo's an artful cuss, 
Awful cute is Jo! 
He may make a little Juss, 
Still he is an artful cuss, 
Dash it all, you know! 
Goes his way and doesn’t pick it, 
Through all paths, the most intricate ; 
He, self-wedded, 
Goes bald headed 
At his work, does Jo! 


Jackal Jo is going it, 
Getting wild is Jo; 
Says whatever he thinks fit, 
He is really going it 
Over much, you know. 
He will give without cessatéon 
All the latest information ; 
Is he growing 
Over knowing ? 
Heaven knows—and Jo. 


_Otp Jon Boot, the Lion, has had a good many Jackals in his 
time, but it is extremely doubtful if he bas ever had such an 
accomplished Jackal as Jo. SuchacatererisJo! Such an eye 
for &@ menu, such a grand idea for a big federated meal, has he! 
Marvellous! ‘Did you say German Sausage? Right, sir; coming 
sir,”’ and before Booi could turn round there it was, on a charger, 
too, with its best clothes on, almost jumping out of its skin with 
fright. ‘Pelicans of the wilderness, sir? Certainly, sir. Sauce 
of the Nile ala Francais? Coming, sir! (’Urry up with them 
Pelicans, Mr. Kitchener!”). And there they were, bot and hot, with 
a8 piquante a French sauce as ever @ lion could wish for. 
“Dished Radicals, sir? Coming, sir. Irish stew, sir; Land Bill 
catchup. Right, sir?” and it was so. ‘‘ Kangaroo steak, sir? 
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Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. 
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Potted ostrich ? 
coming, sir.”’ 


Canadian cheese? Curried. tiger? Right, sir; 


The versatility of the animal! 


Well, one day the old Lion felt a little peckish, as one may say, 
and happened to mentioa Boar’s Head. ‘“ Boar’s Head, sir?” 
cried Jo. ‘ Certainly, sir; coming, sir.” But somehow or other the 
Boar’s Head didn’t come. ‘ Bless my life,”’ said Jo, ‘‘never heard 
of sucha thing! Notready yet/ Well, I’m dashed! (Coming, sir ; 
soming.) Tell ’em I must have it. Master's waiting. Telegraph. 
Write to the papers. Get a lemon ready to stick in its mouth. 
(Right, sir; on its way.)” But time passed on, and there were no 
signs of Boar’s Head whatever. 


Then Jo went off his head with excitement, and took everybody 
into his confidence, and babbled of Boar’s Head in his sleep. And 
old Jon Bool, ~ho hadn't originally cared whether he had Boar’s 
Head or not, began to feel that, if he didn’t have Boar’s Head, he 
should never be happy any more, and kept on saying plaintively, 
‘*‘ Ain’t it come ?”’ and Jo could only reply, “ It ain't!” 


You see Jo had talked so much about Boar’s Head that the pur- 
veyors thereof had put the price up toanextent that was absolutely 
preposterous. It was no use trying to steal a head, that had already 
failed. It was most awkward. Now the more Jo couldn’t get it, 
the more he praised the flavour of it, and explained how he had 
done his best, and if he had failed why he had failed, but if his best 
wasn’t better than anybody else's, he should like to be told of it— 
he would wish some one to apprise him of the fact. And he was 
very indignant, and confidential, and sarcastic. And he spoke of 
the flavour of Boar's Head till Jon Bool’s mouth watered again. 


Well, one day, another Jackal told Jo that perhaps if he (Jo 
hadn’t been so precious chatty about it beforehand, the Boar’s he 
would have turned up. But Jo said his way was the best way, the 
most ingenious, trustful, and happy way; and he asked the other 
Jackal if he thought that Jo was going to turn a mean, under- 
handed sneak. And then—but that is another story. 


The Quakers’ “ Ancient Burial Place.” 


(In Long Lane, Bermondsey. Opened as a public recreation 


ground, May 14th, 1896.) 


Tue decorous Quakers, demure and staid, 
Are said to have taken their pleasures sadly ; 
But ever the Quakers with joy surveyed 
The faces of little ones smi gladly. 
And none the less pleasant, or sweet, or sound, 
The repose will be of the bygone Quaker 
Who rests in the Bermondsey Buriai Ground, 
When over his head, in the hushed God’s-acre 
He knew of, he hears the delightful noise 
Of the mirth of the Bermondsey girls and boys! 


No contributions can be returned 


No. 1,622. 
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INDEPENDENT ECCENTRICITIES. 


AND FUME, AND BELLOW AND SWELTER AS MUCH AS YOU LIKE 
I DESPISE 






. I DISREGARD 





(Vide Letter, ** Times,” June Ist.) 



























































Legal Adviser.— I suppose I may take it that you wish to meet this man’s claim 


as far as you can?”’ 


Hard-up Sub.—* Oh, yes, yes, in moderation! But, y’see, there are several of our 
fellows owe him something too, and I shouldn’t wish to establish a precedent! ” 
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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 
Wednesday.— Just gave a look at the Agricultural Show at St. 


Albans, but mean to have another look at it later. Seem to have 


dropped on good weather for once, anyway. Also took a peep at 
the Military Tournament dress rehearsal. Very spirited show. I 
always like to applaud this kind of thing. 


A BRAVE SHOW. 


When peaceful soldiers wield the lance 
And swing the deadly sabre, 

And execute a sort of dance 
To trumpet, fife, and tabor 

(With cut and thrust and “never shirk,” 
Each soldier’s a first rater) 

I like to see them do the work, 
And cheer—as a spectator. 


When warlike soldiers, all and each— 
Transvaal—Sepoy—Egyptian— 
Rush madly for the deadly breach 
(The “ imminent ”’ one 
And dare the deadly ills that lur 
Beneath the fierce equator, 
I like to let them do the work, 
And cheer—as a spectator. 


After that, away to the Olympia Flower Show. Plenty of flowers 
—the garden kind, also of English Beauty—and Mr. G. 8. 
Edwards as busy and urbane as alwavs. 


Kan down to Liverpool to welcome Sir Henry ana Miss Ellen 
Terry back to their native landing stage. Both Jooking “ fit ’’ and 
glad to see me. 





A Frail Support. 


you drink?” 


me ” 


the gutter!” 


A Similarity. 





you know.” 
the violinist, still lives there.” 
with me,” 


your cat behind!” 


Infants up to Date. 


The modern infant has just been 
smacked for being naughty, and ad- 
dresseth its maternal chastiser.—“ Oh! 
mamma, you are & cough-drop.”’ 


Thursday.—Attended the Speaight Studio Inaugural Reception 
at 178, Regent Street. Its tastefully-decorated galleries and 
daintily-appointed operating and reception rooms crowded with fair 
women and handsome men, as well as some particularly good 
specimens of photography. Noticed some well-known faces among 
the latter; pretty Miss Ada Vincent, of the Empire, to wit; Miss 
Vanbrugh, too—and some children (the Messrs. Speaight pride them- 
selves on their children), more angelic-looking than life, by a —_ 
chalk. The waiting-room is deliciously cool and comfortable, an 
if you are there about 3 o'clock, you get a lovely cup of tea to cheer 
the tedium—the cup of tea-dium ! 


Friday.—Thivgs are really growing uncommonly busy—there is 
about two hours’ work for every hour of the day, and yet people 
complain of being stinted! 


‘A TIME OF PLENTY. 


We're right in the vortex that’s known as the Season, 
And “ functions’ enfold us (the free and the fixed) ; 
We've heaps to get through and that’s, maybe, the reason 

Things rattle each other and get a bit mixed, 
To-day I have heard an expert violinist 
(It’s Hungary owns to have given him birth) ; 
Put gold on Persimmon (I’m sure he’s the winnist !), 
And tea’d on the Terrace for all I am worth. 


I’ve listened to teachers, in meeting assembled 
To air their opinions concerning the Bill ; 

I’ve seen the Australians bowl till I’ve trembled ; 
Inquired for ‘‘ Sir John,” who’s so painfully ill ; 
Attended At Homes, Garden Parties, Tea-meetings, 
As well as Book, Picture, and Chinaware Sales ; 
And gave to the Show at St. Alban’s fair greetings 

Along with His genial Highness of Wales. 


Saturday.—Took a blow to Ramsgate Golly !) to see Lord Charles 
Beresford open the New Temple Yacht Club. Over to Pretoria to 
congratulate the prisoners on their “ order of release,” then back to 
Messrs. Dowdswell’s capital and interesting show of old pictures, 
and so to dinner with the Gardeners’ Benevolent. 


Monday.—Had a jolly day. South Wales Musical Festival. 
Then levée. (Presented on the occasion of my not being appointed 
to anything.) Then Nurses’ Exhibition at St. Martin's Town Hall. 
Medical appliances instructive but not attractive, but nurses 
rather 80. 

Tuesday.—At Epsom all day. Saw some splendid pictures at 
the Fine Art Society. Also some magnificent bull dogs at the 
Aquarium B. D. Show. Had a peep at the opening of the Munich 
Art Exhibition, and dined at Paris Chamber of Commerce at fare- 
well banquet to Lord Dufferin. Slept soundly afterwards. 

THe SPoTTer. 


Magistrate (to prisoner).—‘*‘ Why do 


Prisoner.— Well, your worship, I’m 
obliged to take a little drop to support 


Magistrate (sarcastically).—*" It doesn’t 


seem to support you much, considering 
you were found lying at full-length in 


Squeeker.—“* Hallao, Chorton! How 
are you? I’ve moved from opposite you, 


Chorton.—“ Have you? But your son, 
Squeeker.—* Oh, no; he went away 


Chorton.—"* Then you must have left 
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SO AWFULLY AWKWARD, YOU KNOW; OR, A DILEMMA. 


Flossy.—‘‘ Can you remember whether Tom’s engagement ring had five diamonds ?”’ 


Cissy.—“‘No. Why?” 
Flossy.—" Because I've just lost a ring in the water, and I don’t know whether it was Jack’s or his.” 





ee —_- 


To its Logical Conclusion. Tricky Name! Untricky Man!! 


certain West of England churches males and females—even ‘There has been much argument as to how “ Kruger ’”’ should be 
husbands and their wives—are being compulsorily separated during pronounced. The Globe tg us that “ biitaes between 
divine service.) Krooyer and Kreeyer”’ is the correct thing.] 


Or fads and vagaries no end there seems, 

But the queerest of all the Quixotic schemes THouGH mystified and muddled much 

Which our minds perplex, and our spirits vex, About our ‘fransvaal Uncle’s name, 

Is this parting, in churches, of sex from sex ! The crystal clearness of his “ Dutch 
Simplicity ’’ we yet may claim 

In verse—declaring Krooyer Old 

Less crafty than a two-year-old; 

And setting forth that Kreeyer Old 

Is artless as a three-year-old (? ?)! 











Perhaps we, in time, at a time shall land 
When a couple, on wedlock intent, must stand— 
One, the Communion rails before, 


Ay ree am the roe shioh ic nervt tha Fas) 
iti { ow W r 























PP ee ee 





BPR ERs 





June 9, 1896. 
























































(fy VA 
i" fi 
[\\i 
Hh 
1, ==N 
(K | > a 
MW = 
OT Hii) ———. 
| AVA : - =! 




























































































\ Ys 
\| ; a3 
| \\t N NY a 
| ] ! ‘ 
\\A PANS = G 
I | ‘ ) AS, — 
| \ \ Saewie - a 
RAS NN Se — eee | 
| KS —— — 
: YY gg nea i. > ~ 
i | \ WY = ee ee 
—$—$——— \ 
\ oo i a. ~ 
a te a9" 2 —, 
— —= i —... 
= = >= ee ; 
: — = ee iT 
eo = — —_ 
— " OTA ame 
ng =~ = 
— ta — om 
>= = — in Tt | 
_ =m and 
pal ~ he a. 
~~ > 
<> a : ~*~ << 
sa < es —— ia oe 


‘4 
em A - aa 
a = “<_" ee V7 elie LZ 
a am = oy gd > =< tite 
— _ Ot eg a A he ee 
,. bas _— ~~: 
, ee os a 73 = <—_= 
oe - os = <— ——s citi! 4 
- FF .  P — “—- 
Fe en a ar 
ie as GS AEF 2 
an Z 


~~ 





THE Rit t. 











RULE FLAG AND TAKEN TO THAT RAG. 
YE SPALPEEN.” 


IRIS : O STIGGINS, THE RADICAL.—“SO YE HAVE 
LAG AND TAKEN TO BEDAD, NOT ANOTHER STEP WILL I FOLLOW IN YER WAKE, 


DROPPED THE 


GOOD OLD HOME 


(For Cartoom Verses see pace 230.) 
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Under which Flag? 
i. . . terrible breach in the 


party of progress ... . advan- 
tageous to clericalism, to mammonism, 
to the liquor trade, and to the Sporting 
League.” — Extract from what Price 
Hughes says on the rampage. | 


STIGGINS :— 


TuIs is the flag to stick to, 
This is the game to play ; 
Snuffle, and cant, and onward, 

Piety—boom-de-ay ! 
Awfully nonconformy, 
Solemnly march away ; 
Shout for the pilgrim’s Progress, 
Laity—boom-de-ay ! 
With a tit for tat, 
And a rat, rat, rat; 
Purity—boom-de-ay. 





Rome Rule ? not if we know it. 
Popery ? pooh, absurd |! 
Liquor trade masquerading ? 
Mammony—that’s the word! 
Clericalism ? Shocking! 
Bray, my Brethren, bray ; 
Up with the holey banner, 
Methody—boom-de-ay ! 
With a tit for tat, 
And a rat, rat, rat; 
Rosebery—boom.de-ay ! 


Down with the Lords? Good business! 
Sportling League? Down with that! 
Up with a brand new Program, 
T’other one’s fallen fiat. 
Holloa boys, make a rumpus, 
Snufile and cant away ! 
Brethren box the compass 
Piety —boom-de-ay ! 
With a tit for tat, 
And a rat, rat, rat; 
Purity— boom-de-ay ! 


PaT :— 


It’s shocked I am entoirely, 
Silly old “4 * gone mad! 
Popery! Oh, bejabbers! 
Mammony? Oh, Bedad! 
Up with a brand new Program ? 
Whistle Home Rule away? 
Aisy, me honey, aisy 
Hibernia—boom-de-ay ! 
With a tit for tat, 
And a rat, rat, rat; 
Tammany—boom-de-ay ! 


It’s shocked I am entoirely, 
Bejabbers the man is mad! 
Is an elastic conscience 
308s of the show? LBedad! 
A twop'ny ha’p’ny conscience, 
That in the wind doth sway ? 


Aisy, me honey, aisy ;— = 


Hibernia—boom-de-ay! 
With a tit for tat, 
And a rat, rat, rat; 

Tammany—boom-de-ay ! 


It’s shocked 1 am entoirely ; 
Popery dare you scoff ? 

It’s time that our alliance 
Was off, beloved, off! 

I tramp no further with you, 
Your way is not my way! 

I am not grieved to leave you. 
Hibernia—boom-de-ay ! | 

. With a tit for tat, | 


And a rat, rat, rat, 
rr . } lo 
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IRISH, PLEASE. 
Good-natured Fare (to Irish Jarvey.)—‘ Will you take something to drink, driver, 


before we start ?’’ ANI 


Jarvey.—* Pwhat’s that? Is it an angel I hear spaken?” 


Stiacins (as Pat departs) : 
He’s gone, perhaps I'm silly 
Such ticklish games to play, 
However, up and onward, 
Piety—boom-de-ay ! 
Awfully nonconformy, 
Let us then march away, 
Shout for the pilgrim’s Progress :— 
Purity—boom-de-ay ! 
With a tit for tat, 
And a rat, rat, rat; 
Rosebery—boom-de-ay ! 


The Tradesmen’s 
Travesty. 


Two men came to live in a street 
which shall be nameless—one at No. 76, 
the other at No. 73—and both of them 
got a ledger account opened with Messrs. 
“Nickpick, the universal providers of the 
district. 

Now, No. 76 was a thoroughly honest 
man, but somehow Wickpicks got to 
mistrusting him, and they pestered him 
for payment so often that at the quar- 
ter’s end he settled up a heavy account, 


and took his custom elsewhere. 


——<— eee 


No. 78, on the other hand, was a 
knavish dog, but somehow he contrived 
to inspire Wickpicks with utter confi- 
dence. They never thought of such a 
thing as ‘“‘touching’’ him for payment ; 
but one morning (the very morning they 
lost 76’s custom) they woke up to find 
that he (78) had done a moonlight flit, 
leaving an outstanding in their books 
of something like £50. 

All which I tell you, as leading up to 
the remark old Wickpick let fall, when 
he heard how wrongly his firm had 
estimated the characters of both their 
customers. ‘*Confound it!’’ said the 
bluff old gentleman, trying to cheer his 
spirits with a little parody on a sentence 
in the Liturgy, ‘‘we have dunned that 
which we ought not to have dunned, and 
have left undunned that which we ought 
to have dunned——, and there is no 
wealth in it!” 


Query. 


“WHEN—'the ploughman homeward 
’ 


plods his weary way,’ and has his 


dinner, does he eat his (plough) share 
f it?” 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 6. 


CROSSGRAIN BoTCHER, Esq., oF MuppLE VILLA, West MEDDLETON, RE-PAPERS THE DrawiNu-Room or Hs VILLA. 
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‘is coming off, Martha. I won’t be contradicted, madam. It s your own select “(atrocious taste!) and put up during my absence by 
(It was not the wallpaper they should have hung, t themselvy Before our dinner party comes on, that fatal fraud comes off!” 
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= “T intend to see to this matter myself, Martha,” continued the great Botcher. “It will save expense, IT have obtained a bundle of samples of artistic wall 


cheap. Don’t trouble to remove furniture or carpet, I shan’t spill a spot of paste; and when the job’s finished this apartrnent will look like one 


of those of the Royal Academy, only more so.” 
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“New Laid!” ‘ 
Customer.—‘ Waiter, what avery dis- | 
agreeable odour there is !” | 
Waiter. —“ Yessir, it’s them new-laid 
heggs; they're worse than shop-’uns ; 
the shop-heggs are so old that they’ve 
only got a feeble fainty sort o’ smell like; | , 
but them new-laid ’uns are in their | 
prime, and smell! awful strong!’ 
Domesticity. * 
Despairing father (to his qouarrelsome | 
sons).—** Don’t contradict each other so, 
dears; exercise a little forbearance. " 
Give in to each other, as I do to your a 
mother.” ‘ 
Elder Offspring (a sharp-eyed lad).— 
‘And what good do you get by it? 
Why, you’re nagged at all day.”’ 
Collapse of pater. 
THE Children’s Floral Parade, SL Muedole Xe 
tegent’s Rark Botanic Gardens, Wed- - 
> , Otn 
nesday, 10th instant. Some SnapsHoTts (DOUBLE-BARRELLED) AT Cart HORSE PARADE. 
= 
This is rather quaint. Some time ago an order was given by the 
landlord of the Isle of Arran that no dogs would be allowed on the 
estate, as they worried the sheep. Nevertheless, the island abounds 
with these faithful friends of men. One reason given to account for 
this disobedience is that the order only required the dogs to be sent 
away and said nothing whatever about their return. Good. Per 
haps Mr. W. S. Gilbert will make a note of it in his commonplace 
DOOK, 
* * * 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 28.) 
a ibis : * FORGOTTEN.” 
3¥ THE ‘“‘ ENFANT TERRIBLE. A pressure of the hand, 
Nt A i) THE Times describes Mr.Courtnev A fond “Good-bye!” 
ly fh J as ‘a partner in himself.’’ And A blinding, scalding tear, 
VW a nice, smug old party, too. A deep-drawn sigh. 
‘‘T’ll wait for you, my dear, 
True until death, 
_~—, I read that at a recent American Your name upon my lips 
,s\: pwedding the ‘*‘ Wedding March” was In my last breath.” 
\ whistled by twelve girl friends of the A ship into the night, 
bride. ‘*Girls.’’ Fiends! Fades quickly out, 
* * * A happy heart beats high, 
With ne’er a doubt. 
What a terrible vista this opens up. From out a window dark 
‘ | The Jew’s harp, the mouth organ, the Two eyes will be 
\ concertina—all going while the bride So sadly looking far 
\) marches up the aisle. America is a Across the sea. 
great country. Cyclones and whistling bridesmaids! Stupendous! A year will quickly pass, 
4 , * A ship returns, 
A happy, loving heart 
The Evening News is re spc nsible for the statement that the With ardour burn 
enterprising Parks Committee of the London County Council A buoyant step is his, 
intend to introduce squirrels into Battersea and one or two other A gladsome smile, 
Metropolitan Parks. Another half-penny on to the rates! Later He thinks the same sweet thoughts 
on I suppose it will be Polar bears, rattlesnakes, ostriches, and He’s thought all-while. 
other specimens of foreign live stock. All the same, you can’t get a A inestien, tut edie took, 
glass of shandy gaff iu them this hot weather. We are a great The wortd sows dim, 
nation, A bitter, choking sob, 
* * A woman's whim. 
As an ardent cyclist myself, and as a writer for Fun, which is A little golden ring, 
: read by thousands of brother wheelmen, I propose a determined A baby cry, —_ 
agitation against the crass idiocy of the average Vestry, which A cold clasp of the hand, 
allows the roads to be watered over and over again until they are A hopeless sigh, sg 
a sea of liquid mud, over which it is almost impossible to ride, A quickly-hidden tear, | Fe 
A quiet “Good-bye!” { 
* * * 5 
One would think that the drivers of the water carts were paid by 
commission on the number of accidents arising from this absurd Shameful. 
soaking. There are more accidents from this cause than al! others . 
put together. The idea of a sane man is that the strects only want Mrs.” WaG Ley had sent a velvet cape to Perth—it was very dirty, 
to be occasionally sprinkled to lay the dust; not to be drenched and lookedeven worse when it came back. Mrs. W. looked at it in 
until they are of the consistency of pudding. I am sure that disgust. ‘Do they call that chemically cleaned ?”’ she asked, with 
hundreds of my readers will thank me for treating this subject withering contempt as she held it at arm’s length. 
seriously and earne: tly. I shall start a League, or write to the Wagley himself was there, and said ‘‘I call it comically 
T%i9 rd mething de rate of that kind Will not Mr cleaned !”’ 
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WAGNER was generally an elephant, some- 
times he was a Punchinello. He is elephantine 
in the Niebelung’s Ring and he is excellent 
fun in Die Meistersingers. He is a sort of 
Arthur Sullivan through a magnifying glass; 
he plays tricks with the orchestra; he has a 
grunt for a kick, a squeal for a scream, a 
Fa cadenza for a laugh—and he brings them all 
"> Si together, and the result is colossal harmony. 
re. 0" Never has a finer representation of The 
Meistersingers been given than that at Covent Garden on Saturday 
evening. M. Edouard de Reszke as Hans Sachs was magnificent ; 
M. Jean de Reszke’s Walther was delightful. M. Plancon, M. 
Gillibert, Madame Eames, Mlle. Bauermeister composed a cast 
such as Bayreuth never dreamedof. Chorus and orchestra were in 
splendid form. 

fy Henry IV. is now being played at the Haymarket for three even- 
ings every week, Trilby forming the programme for the other three 
nights. There have been certain changes in the cast of Henry IV. 
since it was so successfully produced at a matinée, but Mr. Lewis 
Waller’s Hotspur and Mr. Beerbohn Tree’s Falstaff remain to 
prove to us how flourishing is the dramatic art in England at the 


end of the 19th century. 


Another great success was registered at the Royalty on Tuesday 
evening when The Queen’s Proctor came after The Chili Widow and 
The New Baby. Mr. Herman Merivale’s adaptation of Sardou is 
most admirable; it is real comedy with plenty of laughter init. It 
is funny without the aid of doors and windows and staircases and 
hurry and scurry. Its humour depends not upon stage carpentry, 
but upon the interest of its intrigue, the skill of its characterisation. 

The story is a simple one. A fond English husband is married 
to a foolish Italian wife. She fancies herself in love with her 
idiotic cousin, and carries on a flirtation with him that, though 
harmless at present, might develop into something more dangerous 
as time went on. So the husband determines to nip the little 
affair in the bud. For the purposes of the play it is supposed that 
a Bill has been brought before the House of Commons to render 
divorce more easy, to make it obtainable on reasonable grounds by 
mutual consent, and to do away with the ueen’s Proctor 
altogether. 

The lady is very excited about this measure, for she sees a way 
to escape from the husband into the arms of her lover, without 
fuss and without scandal. But when the husband cleverly pre- 
tends also to be delighted with the idea of divorce, anxious 
to get rid of her, making arrangements, in fact, with 
her and her cousin to relinquish her on the earliest oppor- 


tunity allowed by the law; when he does this, and excites her 
jealousy and provides at every turn a contrast between himself and 
the driveling idiot of a cousin—she gradually begins to see that she 
has been making a goose of herself, that it is her husband she loves 
after all, and that all her anxiety to flirt with her cousin evaporates 
directly it ceases to be stolen fruit. 

Scene after scene of splendid spirit—with just a suggestion of 
pathos—between husband and wife carry the play alon 
shoulder-high to success. But, clever as is the piece, it ooull 
probably have gone almost for nothing had it not been for 
the superb playing of Miss Violet Vanbrugh as the Italian 
wife. Nothing finer of its kind has been seen upon our stage; 
its comical intensity and its tragic fum were expressed to 
perfection. Miss Vanbrugh can look forward to a future of fame 
and fortune—for she has every gift to make her a very great actress 
indeed. Mr. Arthur Bourchier has suddenly become one of the 
most popular of our younger actors of the lighter school. He has a 
delicacy of touch and a sincerity of method that lead us to hope 
big things for him. Mr. Elliot, Mr. Hendrie, Mr. Kinghorne 
played with intense spirit and force the other chief parts. There 
can be no doubt that there is long life in store for 7'he Queen's 
Proctor, 


(;OSSAMER, 


The first performance of Magda, in English, was given at the 
Lyceum on Wednesday. It has been produced in this country in 
French, German, and Italian respectively, and in all three repre- 
sentations we have had a very different interpretation of Magda. 
The latter is played by Mrs. Patrick Campbell, with all the heart- 
lessness, rebelliousness, and looseness of manner conventionally 
indigenous to a character possessing small, if any, regard for moral 
ethics. The austerity of an exacting parent augments the desire in 
the child for freedom from the yoke of an irksome, narrowminded, 
puritanical obedience. Forthis cause Magda leaves her home,to which 
she returns after ten years’ absence and finds her father unchanged 
in disposition and aggressively ready in the assertion of his 
parental authority, culminating in disaster and death. Mr. 
James Fernandez plays the part with wonderful skill of impersona- 
tion. A fine, venerable, grey head and beard surmount a somewhat 
stooping military bearing. One cannot refrain from pitying the 
poor oldman. Watch him take a case of pistols from a drawer in 
‘a secretaire, over which is hanging a case of brilliantly-hued 
butterflies. Is this arrangement of the furniture to be taken asa 
symbol of the play, From Death Unto Life? The Greeks invari- 
ably sculptured the figure of a butterfly upon the tomb. Mr. Forbes 
Robertson has a very subsidiary part to play, and his appearance as 
the pastor reminds one strongly of Michael and His Lost Angel. 
Mr. Scott Buist has a difficult réle to pourtray—the betrayer grown 
repentant. He does it very well and consistent with the style 
of a straight-laced German official that he has blossomed into. 
Miss Sarsh Brooke is anice little Marie, who, through the spon- 
taneous munificence of Magda, marries Max,a young officer, played 
by Mr. Frank Gillmore, The arrogant aunt is capitally rendered by 
Miss Alice Mansfield. Miss Marianne Caldwell plays the part of 
Theresa, the domestic servant, very carefully. The intervals 
between the acts are sufficiently long enough, and are noted upon 
the programme, a feature which could be well imitated by other 
houses. 

Miss May Yohé opened the Royal Court Theatre on the ist inst 
with the revival of the musical comedy, Mam’zelle Nitouche. The 
fun is principally maintained by Messrs. Robert Pateman and L. 
Mackinder and Miss May Yohé. The first plays the part of the 
Major with consummate comic veracity. His song, in which he 
represents his performances on horseback upon parade, is capital. 
Mr. Mackinder as Celestin, the convent organist, is made for the 
part. His gymnastic dancing and physical contortions generally 
send oneinto fits oflaughter. His imitation of the 'cello is clever. 
The Denise of Miss May Yohé is chic and subtle, but insufficiently 
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rollicking. However, the screen episode, in which Mr. Joseph 

Tapley appears as Fernand, was thoroughly dev The latter’s 

is rather too extensive, and is apt to imply that the voice is 

after the unattainable. Mr. Arthur Playfair is very fussy 

in his ~~ of the Stage Manager. Miss Florence Levey sustains the 

part of Corinne bewitchingly enough. Her little affair with the 

major bristles with tact and jealousy alternately. Miss Haydon 

Miss Delia Carlisle respectively sapien as the lady superior 

| actly woman) wnt, the CO ey € soar libretto, 

» scenery, an c rm @ very © tout ensemble. 

The cabinet organ is a notable Bang It is to be hoped the 

public will apereeate the efforts of Mr. Robert Pateman, and 

accord him the success he so signally deserves. Above all, the 

theatre is delightfully cool, and in strong contrast to the abnormal 
atmospherical heat outside. 


The Westminster Orchestral Society’s concert on Wednesday 
was & capital performance. Miss Curnow sang “ Damon” and 
“* Where f-land Lies” exquisitely. The rich tones of her fine 
contralto voice were heard most advantageously in Goring Thomas’ 
“A Summer Night.” Mr. Bantock Pierpont was very good in his 
rendering of “Old Heidelberg,” and the Hungarian songs “‘ Far 
and high the cranes give cry” and “ Had a horse, a finer no one 
ever saw.”" Miss Amina Goodwin’s pianoforte performance of 
Mendelssohn’s D Minor Concerto was simply splendid. The 
principal feature of the concert was Mr. Barclay Jones’ Symphony 
in C minor. The composer conducted his work, which is very 
beautiful indeed, and was well performed. 





Mr. Barnato's method of argument with Uncle Paul is unique— 
but effective. ‘‘These men may have committed treason, and all 
that,’”’ he says. “but think what you will lose in money by their 
detention!” So the honest, upright, ascetic Boers, whose hardy 
manhood depends entirely on their hymn books and on their 
rifles, are much impressed, and the prison doors fly open. The 
new name for the gentleman must be Blarney Barnato. If he 
keeps on arguing so persuasively, the sentences on the prisoners 
will be represented by the Virgilian line—Voz et Pretoria nihil. 


They say that young Mr. Rawlinson, whom the Government sent 
out to the Cape to collect evidence, has returned with some very 
saucy affidavits, which will throw still further light on the stern 
piety and changeless Christianity of sundry gentlemen over there. 
And with his return the evening papers assert, in bold letters, the 
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phrase: BOERS PREPARING FOR WAR. Coincidence No. 1. And 
two coincidences, as Sherlock Holmes says, make one certainty. 


Mr. Chamberlain said recently of a certain leaflet that ‘“‘no one 
but a knave would write it, and no one but an idiot would believe 
it.’ We are not surprised to read that the Liberal member for 
Frome very hurriedly disclaimed all knowledge of that unde- 
lectable script. 


To the ordinary Big Wheel-goer that £5 note was good money, 
They say that the whole of middle-class London is now visiting 
the wheel in the hope of getting fixed up. The pay of £5 for a few 
hours’ detention in mid-air is almost as good as Brer Rabbit's 
celebrated “dollar a minnit.’”’ But the Rabbit got no refresh. 
ments thrown in. 


It is not without humour to note that Mr. Charles Baldwin, 
who played Jim Slim in A Dark Secret at the Princess’s, started 
his parachute season a few days ago in the provinces, 


A new play is coming along with the hilarious title Forgive us 
our Trespasses. We have already had Lead us not into Temptation. 
Probably we shall soon hear of an original what-you-will called 
Thy Kingdom Come, followed by a four-act melodrama, entitled 
Give us This Day our Daily Bread. Surely the gentleman who is 
supposed to stop histrionic immorality, can ameliorate any apparent 
lack of comeliness as to nomenclature in this respect. 


Li Hung Chang started for the Moscow festivities with a doctor, 
a paltry 79 attendants, and a coffin. This huge but depressing 
piece of furniture is at present kicking about the docks, and nobody 
seems to know what to do with it. Let it rest until he misses it. 


The Festiniog Nonconformist ministers have passed a really 
brilliant and sensible resolution. As follows: ‘‘In view of the 
evil influence exerted by football playing upon the morals of our 
young men, and especially as it has been found to be an inducement 
for them to neglect their religious duties—that a strong appeal be 
made to the young men of the neighbourhood to abstain from the 
pastime, and to do all in their power to discountenance the 
practice.” Really, Festiniog has not had the reputation for being 
a particularly rowdy place—we had no idea the abandoned young 
men played football. That, of course, clearly accounts for all the 
irreligion of that busy place ! 


The combatants in a recent French duel who gave their friends 
and relations lurid accounts of the terrible struggle, were getting 
quite a glorious local reputation, when an enterprising photographer 
turned up with a series of instantaneous photographs o* the alleged 
bloody fray. These, upon examination, showed clearly that neither 
hero ‘Be received a scratch. Their reputation has sunk back to 
below zero, and they have now both challenged the photographer. 


The Editor and the Poet. 


“ARE you a poet?” asked the editor, suspiciously, of the 
long-haired young man who sought an interview with him. 

“ I’m—I’m a budding poet, sir,’”’ replied the young man, timidly. 

“Then I shall have to nip you in the bud,” declared the editor, 
sternly. ‘‘ Now, mark me, if ever you show your face here again 
I’ll crack cocoa-nuts on it!” 

‘* Tt’s a hard world, sir,’”’ sighed the budding poet. 

‘¢ Yes, but it’s not as hard as cocoa-nuts are, remember!” said 
the editor, threateningly. 

And the budding poet, in his haste to depart, tumbled down a 
Jlight of stairs and blossomed out at full length on the door mat. 

























LINCOLN ALBUM. 


Lincoln Postage Stamp Album and Descriptive 
Priced Catalogue (Tenth Edition). Illustrated by 
Engravings of Stamps, and containing Atlas of 16 Coloured 
Maps, with spaces to hold over €,000 Stamps, and giving the H 
dates, colours, and values of every Stamp, market 
values of most of them. The little notes in this Edition 
describing the names of the various portraits and other 
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His Masesty the King of Spain is getting on with the mottoes 
of different countries. His tutor told him that ours was dieu et 
mon droit ; better experience teaches him that the American motto 
at present seems to be Dieu et Mon-Roe. 


Oh, dear! what’s the matter with the Times that in one of its 
leaders we come across the word “' Juggins” ? Something must be 
radically wrong, or else why this alarmingly sudden frivolity? It 
is a most dangerous precedent, We may soon have the Speaker 
telling Mr. Timothy Healy that ‘ he won’t ’ave it at any price,” or 
the Archbishop of Canterbury replying to the Pope’s invitations 
with & monosyllabic “ Rats!’’ Verily, the Times is out of joint. 


They have quite a nice little Shah in Persia now, with its little 
diamond aigrette and its diamond-studded sword-belt! And what 
& pious little speech it made, full of loving promises and things— 
Haroun al Raschid at a very light weight! Well, well, we hope so, 
but these Eastern monarchs are a gay lot. And the Shadow is 
beginning his old games once more in Crete; and the Powers (save 
_ meee !) protest and protest, and pretend to be very angry 
ndeed. 


“The social lion of June,” says a contemporary, ‘will be Li 
Hung Chang, the Chinese Ambassador, a man of enormous wealth, 
but very Eastern in many of his ideas.” We know those “ lions.” 


What pleasant news it is to hear that the whole of Princess 
Maud’s trousseau is to be made in England—not in “ Ta-ra-ra,” as 
Letty Lind sings |! 

Miss Banks, the young journalist, was rather rash in letting her- 
self be photographed by the X rays, and the result published in the 
Daily Courier. If other young ladies follow suit, the morning 
papers will be rather interesting reading. 
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The New Barmaid continues to “ draw.’’ That's her business! 


They say young Lawrence Irving is going to present his brother, 
on the occasion of the latter’s marriage with the beautiful Miss 
Dorothea Baird, a new and original play, by himself. If the play 
be a good one, it makes a very valuable present, but, if all our 
budding playwrights get rid of their MSS. by making generous 
wedding presents of them to their several friends, the new wedding 
present will be received askance, and rank behind the inevitable 
salt spoons, candlesticks, and salad bowls. 


We have heard enough concerning the Great Wheel lately. 
There is nothing very wonderful about it, Most of Her Majesty's 
prisons have had one for some time, and the majority of our 
convicts have been round on it ad nauseam. 


At a bazaar the other day Miss Birdie Sutherland squirted some 
scent into a gentleman’s face, and then calmly claimea—and got— 
a guinea. The gentleman was indeed fortunate. A pretty actress’s 
‘* cheek’ generally costs more than that! One of our aristocracy 
had to pay £5,000 the other day (in the Breach of Promise Court) 
for very little more of the same commodity ! 


The Daily Telegraph's contents bill of 10th inst. announced 
“The Capture of Suardeh.—By our Correspondent,” and the 
army of inkslingers, of course. Wonderful delusions has the D. T. 


occasionally. 
Time, 4 a.m. 
Mrs. Jones (severely).—* William, is that you?” 
Jones (ditto).—‘* An’ who, may I ashk, are you exshpectin’ thish 


timonite but me.”’ 


A parrot who lived in the dining-room during the summer, but in 
the kitchen for warmth during winter, was very clever at picking 
up the conversation of both rooms. On being brought into his 
summer apartments after six months of kitchen, the first 
remark of the sagacious bird was :— 

“« Drat the bell! Let ’em bloomin’ well ring again! ”’ 


Might Have Had 298 Accepted. 


“I wisH, I wish,’ quoth the weary scribe, 
As his dreary den he sat in, 

“ That I’d sent the editorial tribe 
My manuscripts in Latin! ”’ 

I asked what boon such plan would be, 
And he answered, anguish-smitten : 

‘‘Three hundred screeds of mine and three, 
In the English language written, 

Have been by editors declined ; 
And my Eton grammar mentions 

That in the Latin tongue you'll find 
No more than rive declensions! ”’ 
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WHAT’S IN A NAME P 


since the Emperor’s has’already been a victor.” 





The Poets on the Players in Panton Street. 


‘‘A Pleasant Comedy.” 
Shakespeare, Taming of the Shrew, Sc. 2. 
‘‘O, Graves, where is thy sting,” as asked by Pope, would have 
found an easy answer to-day in “‘The Mother of Three”’ at the 


above theatre. 
And in reference to the same gifted lady’s ‘‘ Dr. and Mrs. Neill” 
and “ Nitocris” and the farce being now played, he said :— 


‘‘From Graves to gay, from lively to severe.”’ 
While Cowper evidently meant our authoress in this line :— 


‘* Graves without dullness, learned without pride.”’ 
—Conversation, 609. 





The same poet wrote :— 
‘*She mounts the Carr.” 
— Hope, 647. 
And doubtless intended to say, *‘ Carr mounts her play,’ “‘ her”’ 
being Clo. Graves aforesaid, 
Did Pope mean the farce in this line :— 
‘* Three wicked imps of her own.” ° 
—Dunciad IT., 128. 
Cowper scented the piece afar off in— 
‘* Myself and children three,” 
—John Gilpin, 14. 


Shakespeare, of course, is down on the representative of Professor 


Murgatroyd. 
** Morris is filled up.”’ 
—Midsummer Nights Dream, Act 2, Sc. 2. 
Pope mentions him thus :— 
‘‘ Let all give way and Morris may be read.”’ 
—Duneiad ITI., 168. 


Milton, in recognition of first night criticism, said :— 
‘* Now to the moon, in wavering Morris move.” 
—Comus, 116. 
Tennyson devoted a whole poem to Mr. Morris. And contem- 


plating a visit to this theatre inquires— 
‘‘ Whom but Maude should I meet.’ 
—Maud, Book VI., 7. 


The Swan of Avon thus speaks of another member of the 





compan y— 


‘The most complete Champion.’ 


TY 
ys frien 





She.—‘I should think the ‘ Meteor’ will now be quite a popular name for yachts 


He.—* Yes; besides, it’s so suggestive of ‘meet yer’ by moonlight alone!” 


He Was Not Engaged. 

Gentleman (interviewing Irish Valet). 
—*How long were you in your last 
place?” 

Irish Valet.—“ About foive minutes, 
| sorr. Oi wint there bloind-dhrunk, an’ 
the gintleman— save the mark! — 
kicked me out at wanst. Dirty trate- 





nana ment, wasn’t it, sorr?”’ 


| To Bird Fanciers. 
—S——S——_ A tapy journalist on an enterprising 
halfpenny paper lately offered a pretty 
= prize for the best hint for keeping 
canaries, or Other pet birds. We have 

| not yet seen the lady’s award, but we 
_ = | have an idea that the prize hint ought 

| to have been something after the lines of 
|  Punch’s famous advice to persons about 
siaaaii athe to marry, which everyone knows was 
summed up in one warning word. As 
thusly: To persons about to keep pet 
birds—Don’t ! 


Foul Acts. 


First Fowl.—‘‘ Hallo, Speckleback 
How are you? What ‘lay’ are you on 
now?” 

Second Ditto.—* Oh, 
eggs I lay!” 

First Ditto.—** Good ! 
lay soft ’uns!”’ 

Second Ditto (cacklingly).—‘' And yet 
people wonder why poultry-keeping 
doesn’t pay!”’ 





I eat all the 


And I always 














Comyns Carr might say :— 
**T can produce a Champion.” 
—Lear V., 1. 
The same poet’s mention of :— 
‘‘ Well-minded Clarence,” in 3 Hen. VI., IV. 8, 
clearly means Mr. Blakiston ; but 
‘* Simple-plain Clarence.”’ 
—Rich. III, I., 1. 
must mean some one else. 
“Cosmo” is mentioned by the immortal William in ‘ All’s 
Well,” Act. IV., Sc. 3. 
* And he is a Stuart,’’ he says in Timon IV. 2. 
The stately Miss Leclercq, Tennyson speaks of thus :— 
‘She Rose—her height,” 
—Princess II., 27. 


Shakespeare’s well known remark, too, will be remembered :— 
‘* That which we call a Rose—— ”’ 
—Romeo and Juliet II., 27. 
** Rose looks fair. 
‘ —54th Sonnet, 3, 
is obvious, 
He also says of the fair daughter of the lively Lottie Venn :— 


** Name is Ford.” 
—Merry Wives, III., 2. 


“Sweet Audrey.” 
—As You Like It, II., 3. 


The rest of the clever company have been most unaccountably 
neglected by the bards quoted, and your correspondent has not 
looked through any others. He believes he is right in surmising 
there are other poets, and he is, as ever, yours, dear Fun, 

P, P, POLTWATTLE. 


Falsifying the Record. 


Tux husband saw the grocery book, 

And I ween he wore an awe-struck look 

On learning thence that his wife and he 

Had consumed, each week, ten pounds of tea! 


He murmured sadly, ‘‘ I didn’t think 
That a couple of persons could really drink 
Such a heap of tea!” and it struck him not 
That a spirit license his grocer’d got ! 


and 
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A Yarmouth Bloater. 


“ Have you ever eaten & Yarmouth bloater?” inquired Jawkins, 
whose nickname in our show is “‘ The Man who Knows Everything.” 

I smiled in my well-known supercilious manner as I intimated 
that having resided for over five years in London lodgings I might 
have tasted it once or twice, if not oftener. 

“ Ah, but I mean the real thing,” cried Jawkins, most rudely 
ignoring my smile. ‘A real Yarmouth longshore bloater, cooked 
at Yarmouth in the proper Yarmouth way.” 

Then I had to admit that I had never been to Yarmouth. 

‘ Really!’’ he exclaimed, with an -*ggravating expression of 
commiseration. ‘Then run down with me to-morrow and gain a 
new experience. We can easily get the day off.” 

“ How much will it cost?” 

“ Half-a-sovereign for your return fare,” said Jawkins, “and I’ll 
stand the grub.” 

Then we made arrangements to meet at the Liverpool Street 
Station of the Great Eastern Railway Company at five minutes to 
seven the next morning. 

Punctually at 7 o’clock we were steaming out of the station, with 
Jawkins in the corner seat, facing a remarkably pretty girl in a 
sailor hat, who, until ‘the man who knows everything” began to 
talk, seemed inclined to favour me with her bright eyes. 

But when once Jawkins commences, no one else has a look in. 
All the best jokes which have appeared in Fun for the last six 
months, interspersed with unveracious anecdotes concerning people 
whom he never saw, peppered here and there with fulsome com- 
pliments, poured out in one continuous stream. 

But my turn was coming. 

After a pleasant ran through a smiling country, we puffed into 
Ipswich, and, as luck would have it, pulled up just opposite the 
refreshment room. 

As the train divided here, the front going on to Norwich, we had 
time to finish our breakfasts. 

As we crossed the platform to return to our carriage, I noticed 
that Jawkins faltered and turned pale. 

I wondered whether it was the sandwiches, the hard-boiled eggs, 
the scones, or the bottled ale which had affected him. As the train 
started I inquired. ‘Neither,’ he replied, in a voice clammy with 
emotion, ‘It’s the missis! She’sin this train! ” 

Most of Jawkins’ acquaintances knew “the missis” by reputa- 
tion, and, in spite of the man’s arrogance and assumption, I 
couldn’t help feeling sorry for him. 

For the next hour or so he remained silent, and I was permitted 
to enjoy a charming ¢éte-a-téte with the lovely girl in the sailor hat. 

About half-past twelve we entered Yarmouth Station, and 
Jawkins opened the off side door, exclaiming— 

“I’m going out this way, old man. Follow me!’ He jumped 
down and ran across to the other platform, whence we made our 
way out of the station. Crossing the river, we passed through the 
town and, by the back rows, got down to the sea without meeting 
“the missis,”” 

I had always looked upon Yarmouth as nothing but a large 
bloater factory, and, when I stood on the Marine Parade and beheld 
the miles of soft white sand stretching in each direction, I could 
not resist an exclamation of admiration— 

‘** How handsome !” 

‘There’s no doubt its sandsome,”’ observed Jawkins brutally. 

This made me feel faint. I suggested dinner, and edged off 
towards a restaurant which advertised ‘‘a cut from the joint for 
1s. 6d.” 

“No, no! we wont go there,” said Jawkins, ‘‘we might meet 
‘the missis.’ ” 

and the same paltry excuse sufficed to keep us out of every 
dining-room on the Parade. Then he led the way up to what he 
told me was the Market Place, and entering a small coffee house 
boldly ordered ‘‘ Four bloaters, bread and butter, and two cups of 
tea, please.” 

“ It’s the fashion down here,” he explained, when I expostulated. 
‘ Everyone does it I can assure you.” , 

A nice-looking young waitress brought in the bloaters, split, 
opened, and boned, and then I began to realise two facts, that this 
was the first time I had ever eaten a bloater, and that Norfolk girls 

Were quite as charming as London ones. 

Jawkins was talking about a walk on the pier, when a long, thin, 
boney hand seized him by the ear, and a rasping voice exclaimed, 
‘So I’ve caught you, have 1? Oh, you vile man! I thought there 
was something up when you wanted to go to business so early this 
Morning. Oh, you villain!” 

It was the Missis !! ! eal 

We returned home by the quarter to 6 train, and “the Missis ’ 
talked to us all the way up. ; ; 

I intend going down to Yarmouth again, but not with Jawkins. 














Mme. SARAH BERNHARDT has come back to 
us just as thrilling and exciting as ever, her 
voice only a little less golden, her wonderful 
face only a little less youthful. She is a 
wonderful woman. 
: Adrienne Lecouvreur is old in method and 
atk manner; musty with convention and the worst 
\ * of theatrical tricks—it reeks of the footlights— 
NS i ~ there is not a breath of the fresh air of 
Cee nature init. So please, Madame Bernhardt, 
bring us over something nice and new. 


A splendid programme was that given at the Gaiety on Tuesday 
last for the benefit of Miss Kate Vaughan, the most divine of all 
dancers. Almost every popular favourite ia London was present. 
Fancy Trial by Jury with Miss Florence St. Johnasthe Plaintiff, Mr. 
Rutland Barrington as the Judge, Mr. Eric Lewis as the Counsel, 
Mr. Charles Kenningham as the Defendant, Mr. Scott-Fishe as 
the Usher, Mr. W. S. Penley as the Foreman of the Jury, and Mr. 
W.S. Gilbert himself as the Associate. The bridesmaids, the jury, 
the counsel, and spectators were made up of a crowd of big — We 
had selections from King Henry IV., by the Haymarket Company ; 
More than Ever, by Messrs. Harry Monkhouse, Arthur Williams, 
Frank Wheeler, W. L. Abingdon, Harry Nicholls, and Miss Clara 
Jecks, and varieties by Miss Eva Moore, Mr. H. V. Esmond, Miss 
Mabel Love, Miss Ellaline Terriss, Mr. Seymour Hicks, Mr. George 
Giddens, Miss May Yohé, Mr. Dan Leno, Miss Letty Lind, Miss 
Marie Tempest, Mr. William Terriss, Mr, Arthur Roberts, and 
many others. 


Miss Vesta Tilley has come back to London. She is appearing 
at the Tivoli, where she is singing two capital songs. Miss Tilley 
is never vulgar; she gains her points by pure cleverness. Miss 
Ethel Earle, clever, bright, and pretty, is another excellent 
addition to the Tivoli programme. 


The New Barmaid has been transferred to the Opera Comique, 
and goes with the same amount of life that distinguished it at the 
Avenue. Miss Lottie Collins has returned to the cast, and does her 
very best to instil vivacity and humour into the pot-powrri, and Mr. 
Montague and Mr. Alexander—two provincial comedians—take up 
the characters played by Mr. J. J. Dallas and Mr. E, J. Lonnen, 
They are very excellent indeed. 


It is not necessary to say much about Mr. Buchanan and “ Mr. 
Charles Marlowe’s”’ new play, The Wanderer from Venus, produced 
at the Grand Theatre, Croydon. In idea, but not in workmanship, 
it reminds one of Pygmalion and Galatea, a young lady coming 
down from the skies and settin tag! rts Pe the ears. It was 

layed by such clever people as Miss Kate Rorke, Miss Eva Moore, 

r. Beauchamp, and Mr. E. W. Anson. 

GOSSAMER. 


It was like old times to see the Kendals performing again, and 
revived remembrance of the Haymarket gy the occasion of 
Buckstone’s production of the Palace of , Pygmalion and 
Galatea, My Uncle’s Will, and others. Mr, Sydney Grundy’s 
four-act play, The Greatest of these——, works out the old 
theme of a man basing his happiness upon the observance 
of the law of social life according to the letter only. In 
this exemplification he is assisted by the Rev. Luke Dormer, 
impersonated by Mr. H. Kemble, who seems to have 
only just left his part of the Rev. Pretious in A Woman's 
Reason. Mr. and Mrs. Armitage, or rather Mr. and Mrs. 


(Continued on page 240.) 






























































































es 

















Pas Cw 


-_ 


ae 
‘ tie 
Nees Raat ye, oo 


sah eam 
































































































a a 


WHo goes there? It is John, 
Worthy man! 
And ’tis said that he has gone 
With a plan 
For reconquering the Soudan, 
Honest man! 
Where he goes he’s bound to stay— 
That is certain, anyway— 
And he hopes to make it pay, 
Clever man! 


Who says no? Isit France? 
Foolish jade ! 

Does she dream that his advance 
Can be stayed, 

If his exes. are not paid ? 

She's afraid, 

So continually must shout :— 

** When he’s in he woa’t come out!” 

And she’s right, beyond a doubt, 
Clever jade! 


Who'll say no? Will the Bear, 
Mighty beast ? 
No, he’ll rather ask to share 
In the feast. 
If John’s Empire be increased 
In the least. 
The Bear will say : “* That's so, 
I must into Turkey go 
And take a quid quo!" 
ily t! 


Who says no? Is it he, 
Bill the Great ? 

That Imperial Majestee 

U p-to-date, 


Who Goes There P 
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RURAL DESPATCH. 


‘‘ Where’s the farmhouse, my boy?” 


‘Just you foller they keows, and you'll git there!” 











Who’s prepared to demonstrate 
He’s the State! 
He, at least, can John withstand, 
Let him with his German band, 
In the good old Faderland, 
Play at Fate. 


Who goes there? It is John, 
Worthy man! 
And ’tis said that he has gone 
With a plan 
To recover the Soudan, 
Honest man ! 
That he’ll keep what he may gain 
Must to all be pretty plain, 
Splitting Africa in twain, 
Clever man! 


** Who goes there ?’’ hear him cry 
As he stands 

Where the old Nile wanders by 
Through the sands ; 

With his rifle in his hands 

There he stands, 

And the Arab crocodile 

Creepa out from the River Nile— 

Cruel, impotent, and vile— 
Where he stands. 


‘* Who goes there?”’ Ha, a lash 
Like a flail ! 
A cry, and then a flash ! 
On the mail 
Of the reptile’s wicked tail 
Bullets hail! 
All success then to the plan 
That will win us the Soudan ! 
And our John is not a man 
Who will fail. 








Ambiguous. 


Mrs.Grumple (lovingly, te her husband). 
—‘ I’m always thinking of you, John.” 

Mr. Grumple (drily).—‘* Um! I don’t 
think much of you!” 


Merlin at Fault. 


THE date of every coming war 

Professor Baxter knows—nay, more, 
He’ll tell you, plump and plain, what day, 
What hour, this earth shall melt away. 
But even Baxter’s skill profound 

Has reached at last its utmost bound. 


You may bet he cannot tell you (lay him 
fifty pounds to one!) 

When the widening of Fleet Street will 
be finished—or BEGUN ! 


An Odd Number. 


Flushed and Elated Backer (present- 
ing ticket to bookie).—‘‘ Here y’ar, pay 
here! I takes nineteen bob, please! ”’ 

Facetious Bookie (a dab at crib).— 
“Take nineteen will you, sonny. 
right, take ’em next time. Next 
winner!” 

F. and E. B. (aghast).—‘‘Take ’em 
next time! Wodyermean? I wants 
nineteen bob over Jack er Dymons; 
eleven to eight agin him.” 250% 

F. B. (payiny out).—“* Here you’ are, 
old man, keep your hair on. Geegee’s 
name, you see, made me think of crib. 
Can’t hold nineteen, you know, at crib, 
nohow.”’ 
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WHO GOES THERE? 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 238.) 
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(Continued fromtpage 237.) 

Kendal, live the conventional life for the sake of respect- 
7 and their children. Mr. Armitage is an austere, 
self-righteous, crushing humanity man. Mrs. Armitage has had 
an affaire some ten years previously, and the subsequent cuhabita- 
tion of husband and wife is less than loveless. The son, Lawrence, 
forges a bill, which falls into the hands of Phillip Curzon, with 
whom Mrs. Armitage had had the entanglement. The father 
declines to pay the poten: £ and the wife visits and begs forbearance 
from Curzon, who promises to meet the bill at maturity. Mr. 
Armitage, who ig informed of this visit by his priestly associate 
Dormer, turns his wife out of doors, and the daughter, Grace, 
goes with her mother after a nice ltttle scene with her father, 
to whom she talks very straight. In the lastact Mr. Armitage sees 
the error of his life, and realises the value of some regard, at least, 
for humanity. There is a feeble attempt at reconciliation between 
Mr. and Mrs. Armitage, accompanied with the ejection of the Chad- 
band Dormer. Mrs. Kendal acts with all the old charm of voice 
and style, and Miss Nellie Campbell is a very sympathetic, plain- 
speaking Grace. Mr. Edgcumbe is a creditable exponent of 
youthful indiscretion, and Mr. Nutcome Gould is a decent specimen 
of disappointed manhood. Mrs. Cragg is rather too refined a 
lodging-housekeeper, in face of the alleged manipulations with that 
well-worn domestic utensil, the cruet. Mrs. Charles Sennett should 
throw some vulgarity into the part. Mr. Haydn Wand’s orchestra 
discoursed sweet music. The play appears to have been written 
for the Kendals, essentially. 

Carmen at the Gaiety just now is Miss'Olga Nethersole—in{more 
senses than one. 

Among the numerous discredited efforts of proverbial philosophy 
isa statementthat we cannot have too much of a good thing. Miss 
Nethersole’s Carmen is a sturdy refutation of the doctrine. Itisa 
distinctly ‘‘ good thing”’ from beginning to end—from the moment 
she sets herself to conquer the Carmen-difference of the soldier 
José, to the moment in which she strives to make (C)armends, with 
a dying caress, for the wreck she has made of his life. There is no 
phase of the soulless, cat-like little pagan which is not pourtrayed 
with insight, abandon, and courage. But the length of it!—the 
weary length of it! Three hours and a-half of coquettish wriggles 
and wicked side glances, of shallow laughs and deep vows, long 
kisses and short sighs, ‘‘ pretty ways”’ and ugly means, are all too 
much, especially when they are lavished upon other fellows. 

When maidens ply the flashing eye, 
And snuggle to us closely, 

And smile and wink, I rather think 
We cotton to it—mos’ly, 

We see no harm, but only charm 
In beauty fond and trusting ; 

But, on the laps of other chaps! 
Oh, hang it! That’s disgusting. 

Mr. Hamilton is largely to blame for the length of the thing, of 
course—he never seems able to do without four acts—but I cherish 
a hope that he would have mitigated his crime with a little variety 
had he not been writing for a leading lady, even as it is he might 
have lapsed into humour occasionally. 

The piece is excellently cast and particularly well put on the 
stage. Mr. Charles Dalton’s José makes that rather invertebrate 
character as attractive as, probably, it is capable of being made, 
and Mr. Luigi Lablache is a picturesque Mendez. Miss Lena Ash- 
well is the sweetest and daintiest of Dolores (sometime Michaela), 
and Miss Alexes Leighton and Mr. Thomas Kingston play minor 

arts with good effect. 

Two celebrated Carmen—Madame Calvé and Miss Florence St. 
John—watched the first performance, and agreed with the rest of 
us that Carmen is a sadly poor thing without the music. 

An exhibition of manufactures, appliances, and inventions for 
the saving of life is to be held at the Central Hall, Holborn, 
from July 9th to 18th next, in aid of the Guy’s Hospital Fund. 
Demonstrations by members of the St. John’s Ambulance and the 
Life-Saving Society will be given, and many other attractions will 
be offered. 

For along time it was a moot point as to whether the stage 
followed or set the fashions in dress. Cheer Boys, Cheer, at Drury 
Lane, with its wonderful costumes supplied by Worth, settled the 
question once for all, and now all ladies desiring to be ‘‘ smart” 
seek inspirations for their gowns from behind the footlights. Sir 
Augustus Harris, as usual, is going one better in the production of 
The Little Genius at the Avenue Theatre, for which in the Ostend 
and ballroom scenes the ladies’ dresses are most elaborate. Miss 
Annie Dirkens, who made such a hit in Vienna in the original 
version, bas arrived in London. 
ree acts, une Sunbu r1 Scan Liby 
Terry's Theatre on} Thursday. 


A new farcica: comedy, in 
Fred Horner, was produced at 


Plenty of humorous complications commence in the first act, the 
hotel lawn at Sunbury, where Lady Quaill and Carl Rottenstein 
are improperly arrested upon a charge of stealing a certain lady’s 
jewels we have heard so much about lately. The mistake being 
rectified, Lady Quaill smacks the officer’s face. This little bit of 
temper is the origin of the subsequent fun. Assault summonses 
are the result, and are, of course, served upon the wrong parties, 
who equivocate and create the most laughable of misunderstandings, 
The last act is the Magistrate’s Court at Sunbury, before whom 
the parties appear, and Lady Quaill, who is the first lady barrister 
ever called in this country, defends. Much wrangling and many 
apologies interchange between Bench and Bar over the evidence, 
which is grossly irrelevant. Ultimately the defendants are dis- 
charged. Mr. Frederick Kerr performs his part of perplexity, which 
is the key-note throughout, with everyone engaged in the farce, in 
his well-known happy style. Miss Maude Millett, Miss Fanny 
Brough, Mr. E. W. Garden, Mr. Robb Harwood, Mr. G. E. Bellamy, 
Mr. Gilbert Farquhar, Mr. L. Power, Mr. H. E. Perry, Mr. W. J. 
Robertson, and Mr. John Gomah collaborate most efficiently. 


The Wail of the White Shirt. 


(‘* Blue and pink shirts will be as much in favor as ever 
this summer, but white shirts will make a struggle again.”’ Thus 
the Morning Leader ; and the Globe, commenting on the coming 
contest, declares that ‘the battle of the shirts demands poetry.”’] 


From taint and from tarnish free, 

Deliciously pure to see, 

I hang in the window by one, two, three, 
Where the critical eye may spy me. 

By dozen and score I lie 

In boxes, on shelves, so high, 

Waiting for Berties to buy, buy, buy, 
Waiting for mashers to try me! 


Jingling with jovial glee 

The coins in their pockets that be 

The Johnnies keep coming by one, two, three, 
And I pray they may say they’ll take me! 

Eager their accents I drink, 

But, alas! with what sorrow I shrink 

When they call, one and all, for the blue or the pink, 
And what thrills of despondence shake me! 
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OFF TO THE WAKE. 
“Sure, it’s a dandy hat entoirely! 


Come over 


illegant ye look at a disthance.”’ 
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THE HANDY MAN.—No. 7. 


CRrossGRAIN BoTcHER, Esq., OF MUDDLE Vi~La, WEST MEDDLETON, GIVES HIS ATTENTION T) TH: REPAIRING OF A BROKEN WINDOW PANE, 
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‘‘ What a blessing, Martha,” proudly acmonished Botcher, “ that you have a husband of such colossal and varied attainments 
that absolutely nothing comes amiss to him! There’s a window broken, the act of one of your clumsy servants, or untamed street 
boy. Did I not attend to these domestic matters myself, and thereby save enormous expenditure during the year, we simply 

’ , ] ’ tr} o . : “tag ee. . __s 

couldn’t go on, Martha—absolutely couldn’t goon, madam. . . . What do I mean by getting myself upin this disgraceful disguise, 
madam? By leading the glass merchant to as-ume that 1 am simply a working glazier, I get the material at one farthing per 
square foot less, madam. That’s what I mean.”’ 
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“The last finger and thumb disabled,” mutters Botcher, with martyr-like resignation. ‘ Weep not for me, Martha,” he added ; 


‘a Botcher is ever ready to bleed in a good cause. Bind up the wounds, good and trusty wife, and then fetch me another penn’orth 
o’ putty.” 
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‘Blank take it! That’s the tenth sheet o’ glass broken. What fearfully flimsy stuff! Stop your caustic comments, woman. 
What if a Botcher is covered with gory gashes? What if his left optic is injured? Hath be not achieved a glorious victory over 
difficulties, before which one of less daring would shrink in dismay? Lastly, Mrs. Botcher, think of the vast saving involved !! 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Derby Day! Need I say more’! Was there. 
Then over to Paris to Lord and Lady Dufferin’s garden party. 
Fine at Epsom—pouring in Paris. Garden party turned into 4 
drawing-room party. Never mind, very jolly, something to talk 
about—very animating. Same time we could find no excuse for 
the rain— it ought to have stayed away—it hadn't been invited. 


BAD FORM. 


They ‘ gif a garden barty ” 
(The Dufferins I mean) 
And, with enjoyment hearty, 

We crowded on the scene; 
3ut soon it was denuded 

Of half its interest 
Becauee the rain intruded, 

An uninvited guest. 


Thursday.—Went to Eton for ‘the 4th.’ Usual thing. Very 
jolly. Fine day, and lots of “other fellows’”’ pretty sisters. 
Moscow in the evening. Dinner at British Embassy, the Czar, 
Czarina, myself, and others present. Good digestion waited on 
appetite and health on both. 


~ Friday.—The Oaks Day. Principal event of the day—the Prince 
didn’t win it. Lord Derby's Canterbury Pilgrim did, and ‘the 
lovely Thais sat beside him'’ a good second. Great disappoirt- 
ment of some people because the second best horse didn’t win. 
But there is balm in Gilead. 

CONSOLATION. 


The “ ladies’ race’ not falling 
On Friday, to the Prince, 

A disappointment galling 
Some patriots evince ; 

But consolation thur be 
For such unhappy folks, 

The Prince he took the Derby, 
And the Derby took the Oaks. 


Saturday.—Rather dull day in Paris—the weather I mean. 
Otherwise rather lively. Flower tournament in the Bois de 
Soulogne. Great doings and tons of pretty flowers knocked to 
yieces. Made my way to the People’s Palace with the Prince and 
casane then onto the Crystal Palace to see how the Suaday 
School youngsters enjoyed themselves. Did it with swings and 
buns a good deal—also milk--and hymns. Had a look in at the 
Pre-Raphaelite show at the Goup!| Gallery—good example of ‘‘ how 
not to do it’ in my opinion, though I recognise the technical skill. 
Ran down to welcome Sir Hercules Robinson on his return to his 
native land. 


Sunday.—Went to church—several churches—by telephone at 
Pelican House. 


—_ 
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Monday.—Over to Buda-Pesth. Magyar millenial fun. Big 
doings to day. Coronation anniversary. Joined the procession in 
my full robes as a member of the staff of Fun. Created much 
excitement and induced several persons to become yearly sub- 


scribers. Peeped in at the Mansion House, where Mr. H. C 


Burdett was receiving a testimonial for his services to the Hospital 
Sunday Fund. Having seen the new Shah enthroned at Teheran, 
hurried back to Dover to see Meteor take the cake in the Royal 
Cinque’ Ports Yacht Club races. She did. And werry pretty she 


did. it. Lots of things will now take a back seat, please. 
SUPERSEDED. 
What ho'! my friend Defender, 
What ho! Valkyrte, too, 
A Meteor*-ic splendour 
Eclipses both of you. 
No yacht is going stronger, 
Or prettier behaves, 
Britannia can no longer 
Pretend to rule the waves. 


Tuesday.—Another day with the Prince and Princess—this time 
at Hackney. Went to open a bazaar to celebrate the 21st birthday 


of the Hackney and East Middlesex Band of Hope Union. Had an 
hour at the Kate Vaughan benefit. Glad to see crowded house, and 
glad to hear result—over a thousand pounds. Had a few 
minutes of the Sudley Breach of Promise. Then looked in 
at the Loan Exhibition of Pictures at Campden House, and so home 
to dinner. Very nice—dining at home—for a change. 


THE SPOTTER. 


* “Class ” be bothered !—S. 


Recent Books. 


Mr. Bernard HovunseEtu (‘‘ Benedick,” late of The Sportsman) 
has published his annual Coaching Guide. Its perusal most 
assuredly promotes the ever-increasing popularity of stage coach- 
ing. The price of the guide is 1s. 

‘‘ Whiffs from a Short Briar”’ is one of the most amusing of little 
books. According to the title-page the author’s name is Max 
Baring. The volume bearing any other name or title would be a 
treat. The absence of the usual embellishments to cover and con- 
tents renders this immaculate manual readily acceptable. The 
sketch, ‘‘ Getting Married,” is excruciatingly funny, and, I venture 
to think, the most humorous of the collection. The illustrations, 
paper, and type are respectively excellent. The price is only a 
shilling for this little book, which is published by Simpkin, 
Marshall, and Co., a recommendation for any author. 

Canon Fleming’s dissertation upon the art of reading and speaking 
is a distinct gain to our national education. The days of long ago, 
when this pleasing speaker preached at Camden Church, and 
occasionally gave readings at the Camden Schools, are ever remem- 
bered with tbe deepest pleasure. The writer sat and partook of 
the instruction which the Rev. James Fleming, as he was then 
known, so liberally gave to all who would come. As in the 
devotion of time past to reflection it is a great consolation to feel 
that part, at least, of one’s time has not been misspent, so the 
writer never regrets the time he devoted to the discourses of this 
amiable, silver-voiced, Christian clergyman. Canon Fleming dedi- 
cates the volume to all who desire to be cultured readers and 
speakers of our mother tongue. As it certainly facilitates achieve- 
ment in this respect, the volume has our heartiest recommendation. 
I}. Arnold, Bedford Street, is the publisher. 


Dear Old Lady. 


Little Peter (for the fortieth time).—‘‘ Aunty, what do they call it 
when a king is crowned ?”’ 

Mrs. Malaprop.—“ Don’t be s> importunious, Peter! He is said 
to be coronised.’’ 


DISINFECTANTS, 
FLUID, POWDER, 
AND SOAPS. 
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‘* Home Rails were strong.” 
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‘“ Argentines are rising vigorously. 


‘Closing "' Prices ‘‘ inside the Ring.” 














BIRD’S 
CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Enhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO EGGS REQUIRED. 


{ 


7 cocoa 


Cadburys 


| “Refreshing and Invigorating {fo the 
' jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—Famity DocTor. 
NO ALKALIES USED 


YRATAKLISHED 124. 


Needham’s 
Polishing 


<P> The most __ Pastec 


ation for Cleant 
lishing Brass, Copper, Tin, Britannia 
ld everywhere. 


Bole Manufacturers : 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIRLD. 


London Office: St. George's House, Kastcheap, Z.0 








and Brilliantly 
Piatinold, &. 
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By THE ‘‘ ENFANT TERRIBLE.”’ 


AMERICA is a truly wonderful 
country. She is always “licking 


Le 
i) creation’’ 1n one direction or an- 
other. Her latest novelty is a colony 
of “ model drunkards” at Dacota. 
* * * 

Fathers need no longer ask what 
they shall do with their sons. No 
matter if the army, church, law, and 
medicine be overcrowded—there is still 
/ organ-grinding left in which to earn an 

| honourable and liberal competence. 

(a The Nineteenth Century has said it, 

\ and the most iconoclastic vandal would 

hesitate to accuse that austere periodical of exaggeration. I read 

in that review of an organ-grinder who keeps a good house in South 

Lambeth for his wife and family, pays a servant to do the house- 

work, and generally spends the week-end at some health resort, 
where he stays at the best hotel and smokes expensive cigars. 
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* ~ * 


It seems that the Baptists are angry with Mr. Gladstone for his 
letter on reunion with Rome. There is nothing left, then, for 
the ex-Premier but to withdraw that letter. To incur the wrath 
of the Baptists is a very serious matter indeed. At least,so the 
Baptists imagine, and they ought to know. 

* * * 

A scheme is said to be on foot for the conversion of the Strand 
Theatre into a music hall. The history of the Strand has been a 
curious one. In 1820 it was a panorama of Vesuvius, and 
afterwards became a chapel. It was opened as a theatre in 1831 
without the Lord Chamberlain’s licence, and consequently it wag 
illegal to take money at the doors. A sweetstuff shop next door 
sold rose lozenges at 4s. an ounce with free admission to the boxes, 
and peppermint drops at 2s. an ounce with a pass to the pit. 
They knew something, even in those days. 


* *K 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 29.) 
AT TBE BALL. 


Moonlight and fairly lamps, 

Strains of sweet music, 

Soft plash of fountains, 

Murmur of night wind, 

Rusile of timid leaves 

Kissed by the breezes ; 

Btars that were watching, 

Twinkiing with pleasure, 

Thinking how little the old world was changing 
As years rolled on 
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| After the dreamy waltz, 
Dazed by the whirling, 
Hearts full of glamour, 
Beating so quickly ; 
Out from the blinding glare 
Into the darkness, 
Out from the heated throng 
Into the stillness; 
Your hand in mine—and how strangely they quivered, 
We were alone. 
| Starlight and glow-worm lamps, 
Nightingale’s music, 
tipple of river, 
Song of the night-wind, 
Hearts wildly throbbing and 
| Lips madly kissing; 
Vows long since broken, 
Laughed at, forgotten. 
How very little the old world is changing 
As years roll on! 


| New Books 
Not yET ANNOUNCED BUT DaiLy EXPECTED. 
| “What to do when you get there.” |Not by the author of 
‘‘ Where to go for a Holiday.” 
‘Done in the Dark.” Not by the author of ‘Told in the 
Twilight.” 
‘Three Tarts and a Masher.” Not by the author of *‘ Two Lads 
anda Lass,” or ‘‘ Two Maids and a Johnny.” 
| ‘‘ Ada’s Tom.” Not by the authoress of ‘‘Tim’s Ida,” or “‘ Jack’s 
} dill.” 
‘‘Sandy’s Old Dutch.” Not a sequel to ‘‘ Paddy’s Woman.” 
| ‘‘The Girl who Slanted.”’ Not by the author of ‘* The Man who 
| Disappeared,” or ‘‘ The Boy what Mizzled.” 
‘““The Extinguished Kaiser.’’ Not a companion to ‘‘ A Vanished 
Emperor.” 
‘A Covey Just Hatched.” Not by the author of ** An Incubated 
Girl,’ or the * Topsy which Growed.”’ 
‘ Journeys and Jaw.’’ Not a companion to ‘‘ Travel and Talk,” 
or ‘* Peregrinations and Palaver.”’ 
‘‘The Glamour of Grimalkin.” Not a parody of ‘‘ The Power of 
the Dog.” 








‘* Divorced in December.”’ Not a sequel to “Married in June.” 


A Capacious Sleeve. 


(‘We never know when we’re going to get to the end of Pre- 
sident Kruger’s telegrams. He has, of course, a right to choose 
his own time for the production of his information, and he chooses 
it with singular astuteness.”—Mr. Chamberlain. ] 


THERE came from a conjuror’s husky throat 
A groan: ‘‘ Could I only capture 

The wonderful sleeve of old Kruger’s coat, 
What wealth would my heart enrapture! ”’ 

And the conjuror’s madness had method in’t, 
As he savagely banged the table; 

For surely ’twas only by magic’s dint 
That the sleeve of that coat was able 

To have and to hold such a legion of laughs 
As were being by Kruger laughed there, 

Pius the number of captured telegraphs 
That he kept, with exceeding craft, there. 
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Wholesale Agents for Australasia and South Africa—Gordon and 


Printed by Tux Co-orzmativs Paintine Society Lusirep, Tud treet, New Bridge Street, Lond st 
Fleet Street, in the City of London.—Tuesday : LOYD. 





PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if 
what is supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


S. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread In the place of “Hovis” 
do so for their own profit. BEWARE! 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 


Gotch, London, Melbourne, Sydney, Brisbane, and Cape Town. 
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By THE ‘ ENFANT TERRIBLE.”’ 


The German Emperor’s victurious 
vaclit, the Meteor, has arrived at 
Kiel, and, if you come to think of 
it, this is a very appropriate place for 
it to arrive at. 

x > * 

Ernest Penrose, a Chatham boy of 
14, got by mistake into an express 
train the other day, and, finding that 
he had passed his station, he jumped 
out while the train was travelling at the 
rate of 40 miles an hour (italics, please, 
Mr. Printer). The not unnatural result 
was concussion of the brain, fractured 
collar-bone, and severe injuries to the body. 








* * * 
And now of those italics. Why? Well, the train was a Chatham 
and Dover, and yet was travelling at forty miles an hour!!! That 
train must have had sunstroke. 
* * * 


It reads rather funnily that ‘six boys effected their escape on 
Saturday evening from the Philanthropic Society’s Reformatory at 
Redhill.’’ Can it be possible that one would want to escape from & 
‘philanthropic ’’ reformatory ? 


* * * 


I am very sorry to read that so respectable a planet as Jupite- 
has been misconducting himself. On Sunday evening hs occulta- 
tion took place; he disappeared at 9-52 and remained invisible for 
nearly an hour. I know those ‘occultations’’—and so do the 
Wives whose husbands go out to ‘see a man,” or ‘‘ buy & stamp,’’ 
or something. Only they are generally invisible for a longer time 
than Jupiter was. 

* * * 

I am delighted to find that the abominable park nuisances are 

to be abolished—in some degree, at any rate. it is unendurable 
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that agitators and spout-orators should be allowed to render the 
parks impossible to the mere pleasure-seekers, for whose benefit 
the parks exist. StilJ, rather than it should be said that England 
is abridging the rights of free speech, I would set apart a space for 
these tub-thumpers—in Timbuctoo, 
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“FUN” LYRICS, (No, 30.) 
THE HEAT, 
“It’s weally aw’fly hot,” 
So says the swell, 
As languidly he ambles 
Down Pall Mall; 
In dainty commerbund 
And shirt of blue, 
He “ weally doesn’t know 
What he will do.” 
At night, “‘ why, don't you know,” 
The “ fwightful heat,” 
Makes blankets quite a bore,’”’ 
And e’en a sheet 
Is quite too much for his |perspiring frame. 
He really can’t make out Old Sol’s new game 


The dainty maid declares, 
With pretty pout, 
She’s wearing all her pretty 
Blouses out; 
Her pocket money goes 
In ICe8, and, 
She really can’t afford 
That “ Steinway grand” 
On which she’s set her heart. 
She’s quite cast down 
secause she’s had to buy 
Another gown 
To go to Ascot, ’twas too hot by far 
To wear the last one bought by dear papa 


Another picture hers 
The Thames by night, 
A ragged waif, in tatters— 
A woful sight 
Sleeps peacefully at rest, 
A flickering smile 
Lights up his pallid features 
For awhile. 
Upon his rough, hard bed 
Th’ Embankment seat ; 
To him how good a thing 
This blessed heat. 
So shine on, Sol, and earn by your bright rays 
The rich man’s railing and the pauper’s praise. 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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MAZAWATTEE., 


DELICIOUS 


TIRED CYCLISTS APPRECIATE THEIR 


A SATURDAY AFTERNOON AT THAMES DITTON 
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MADAME SARAH BERNHARDT continues her 
triumphal progress at the Comedy, attracting 
audiences so large that they form an admirable 
reason why she should not trouble herself to 
produce any novelties. But where does Art 
come in? Nowhere, when Mammon makes 
the running. Else one would think Madame 
Bernhardt would prefer to break new ground 
rather than repeat the threadbare fly-blown 

Cee monstrosities that were old centuries ago— 
more or less. Another thing, is it artistic—or is it vanity, or parsi- 
mony—for one great artist to surround herself with a crowd of 
mediocre nonentities that positively grate on one’s nerves? Echo 
answers, ‘‘ Both.” In one way this system defeats itself, for no 
artist, however great, shines so well as when surrounded by other 
artists. What is the use of being better than nothing? Mme. 
Bernhardt’s transcendent genius would appear all the more 


magnificent if it stood out from amongst a coruscation of talent. 
GOSSAMER. 


A new play in four acts, entitled Major Raymond, by Philip 
Havard will shortly be produced at Terry’s Theatre. Messrs. W. 
L. Abingdon, Julian Cross, Oswald Yorke, Frederick Velpe, C. 
Lownes, G. Hipisley, and Guy Waller, Mesdames Eva Moore, Mary 
Raby, Madge Ray, Norah Carowe, and Anice Chippingdale will 
appear, 


Mr. Eplett’s musical farcical comedy, Playing the Game, which 
was produced at the Strand on Friday, 12th inst., is very funny, 
and it seems a pity, therefore, that in consequence of other engage- 
ments it has had to be discontinued. The author has had a happy 
notion. The curtain rises on the country home of the Ear! of Pen- 
ruddock—* a penniless lad, with a long pedigree,’’ who has been 
compelled to let his cottage orné for the Wilton race week to the 
Irish-American pork king, Colonel Michael O’Clancey and his 
family. On the eve of the arrival of the new tenants the Penrud- 
dock servants strike for their wages—now six months overdue. The 
Penruddocks determine to take their places, and assume the menial 
garb. The proud old earl (Mr. J. S. Blythe), who is for ever maun- 
dering about his dignity, becomes Gregory the butler. My lady 
(Miss Marion Sterling) is the cook. Their daughter Amy (Miss 
Violet Darrell) is parlourmaid, and young Lord Peter, of the house- 
hold brigade (Mr. J. W. Bradbury), becomes Peter the page. Just 
before the arrival of the Americans, Lady Nesta Danby—a horsey 
but charming friend of the Penruddocks—appears, and she is let 
into the secret. Now, here is material for excellent fooling, and if F un 
readers could not go before the piece did, let them look out for its 
re-appearance. Miss Kate Chard plays Lady Nesta’s part bewitch- 
ingly; on her, on the uneducated old Irish millionaire (Mr. Rupert 
Rusden), whose drollery made me hotter than I have been aJ) the 
summer, and on Peter the page (Mr. J. W. Bradbury) the principal 
work fell. The rest of the cast was very creditable. The piece 
wants pruning, but it is incontestably funny, and was well received. 


At the] Crystal Palace on Saturday next, 27th inst.,the grand 
Jubilee performance of Mendelssohn’s ‘Elijab,” on Handel 
Festival scale, will be held at 3 0’clock. Madame Albani, Madame 
Clara Samuel, Miss Clara Butt, Miss Jessie King, Mr. Edward 
Lloyd, Mr. Harper Kearton, Mr. Santley{Mr. Rebert Grice, and 
Mr. W. H. Brereton are the solo vocalists) The choir gives great 
Dromise of being exceptionally good. 

Sheridan’s’ famous comedy, The School for Scandal, waszrevived 
at the Lyceum on Saturday. Mrs. Patrick Campbell played Lady 
Teazle, as was to be expected after her fine performance of that 
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character upon the occasion of Mrs. Keely’s birthday. Mr. 
William Farren resumed the part of Sir Peter Teazle. He appears 
to have been born for that impersonation, which may be said, from 
long acquaintanceship, to belong to him. Mr. Cyril Maude 
re-appeared as Sir Benjamin Backbite, after a lapse of fiva years, 
upon the occasion of-his playing the part at the Criterion. Mr. 
Fred Terry makes a capital Charles Surface, and Mr. Edward 
Righton fully sustains the reputation of Sir Oliver Surface. 
Mr. Jack Robertson appeared as Sir Harry Bumper, and sang the 
toast song splendidly. - Mr. Forbes Robertson played Joseph 
Surface in his inimitable and polished style. Mrs. Candour was 
represented by Miss Rose Leclercq. Miss Henrietta Watson's Lady 
Sneerwell and Miss Sarah Brooke's Maria were adequately per- 
formed. Mr. Arthur Wood, Mr. Frank Gillmore, Mr. Charles 
Dodsworth, Mr. Fred Thorne, Mr. Sydney Warden, and Mr. 
Norman Forbes ably collaborated. The performance was as 
enjoyable as it was instructive. 


Loops that Leave no Loophole. 


[The ‘‘on duty” armlet of the new police uniform is so looped 
that the officer, yearning for an illegal ‘“ refresher,” cannot easily 
remove or replace it.—Press. } 


DorrinG his badge at the pub’s side door, 

Robert—on duty—at times would pour, 

In the days of yore, a refresher of ‘ four”’ 
Down his throat, for it wanted wetting so ' 

But his masters now, with compunction slight, 

Have Robert robbed of that rare delight ; 

They have made the policeman’s armlet TIGHT, 
To keep the policeman from getting so! 


Soled and Heeled. 


‘‘T cure all,” said the quack, ‘‘ make no mistake, 

But rest assured the whole of mortal ills 

That human flesh is heir to, quickly take 
Their exit when you use my magic pills. 

As for my mrxtures, wondrous powers they wield, 
Believe me, they are worth their weight in gold.’’ 

But he who bought them, hoping to be healed, 
Discovered, au contraire, that he was sold! 
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A QUARTER-OF-A-MILE FROM HOME. 


First Party.‘ That’s * Lady-like’ in front. (Knowingly) Ah, 
she’l! want a lot o’ beating.’’ ” , , 
Second Party.—‘\'m trinkin' she will, to make ‘er win. 
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you can have, if you'll come up to the house 


hiagqaued AM ‘phy oW hint ? learbher 


Let Sleeping Dogs Lie! 


“Tf my little doga are naughty, 
must whip them, but I am always sorry 


to do #o Noxt time IT must vet hold of 
the big doy My little doga bark, but 
the big one bite (don / nf 
. ; a ” 
() |’ i 

| ‘ itis } ‘ 

iy par it | f | 
W ore y 1 W Liny, prec ilati 


Litthe doypie, for m ** fall 
Wore you thinking that your uncle 
( ould bye takon hy 


When hie 
Speculating for aw * rin 


rp ‘ 


ought you, and he caught you 


(/lumming chee rfully ) 


I've got you now, you naughty little bow 
wow, 
I'm going to give you *t what-for,”’ little 
bow wow 
You've been talking rather tall, 
So it'a time your lL nele l’aul 


Put a at pper on your agitatin bow 


wy 
Mh 1’ <—~ ‘ 
Whine “4 


hy 


y" 4 fy tA | 


PATRIOT 


A TRUI 


r charity) fo: certainly not! <A big, strong 

‘ ' 

mie tres doy ] f I i Th ‘ould P Pirri i} the thi upht, Pre 
I've an awitch for little doggie 


All such rabies it will heal ; 
And that awitch, my little dopyio, 
You are going for to feel. 


ichanye your tone, you 


iwho ia which 
Yith a atrony judicial awitech 
better manners littl 


Little doygie, little doppie, 
you have had your little day 

It would grieve me, pray believe me, 
Hlonvy pur himent Lo pay 

And [| think, my little mongrel, 
That a awitch will do the trick ; 

learn your duty, little beauty, 


rom @ little dose of atick. 


( Sings.) 
I've got you now, you ailly little bow wow, 
IT ehall not hesitate for all your row, wow, 
Phi LI k | mi b ind to ply 
Till the fur begina to fly, 


hadn t been fi foolish 
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There’ job of hay cutting 


Ah, you whine, my little dogpie, 
Ah, you whine exceeding small! 
Let us hope that this will teach you 

Not to bark at Uncle Paul, 


(Sings) 


Kor he’s got you now, you idiotic bov 


WOW ; 
ay 


You ridiculously 
wow: 
And before he lets 
Ilo will 
That you’ro only after all @ mongre} 
bow wow! 


empty-headed bow 


you go 
uroly let you know 


Little dogyie, little doggie, 
[ have caught you, it isa true, 
But I really wish to goodnets 
I liad caught that fellow too, 
You may bark, my little dogyie, 
You may bark about your rights ; 
I can make you pay for barking, 
lsut the other fellow bites. 


(Sings.) 
| should like to catch that sturdy, burly, 
how Wow, 


That curly, burly, early Ionglish bow 


yo 


VOW, 
I have cauvht a little cur, 

t I'd very ich refer 

q Liat ( ( \ hay I DOW 
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(Kor Cartoon Verses see page 248.) 
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SWEET GIRLISHNESS. 


F'lo.—‘* I can’t see why you do not duck your head under the water, Madge? Anyone 


would imagine your hair and complexion were false! 
Madaqe Don’t worry about me, dear. I am sure no one to 
imagine yours were false! ”’ 


~ 


Spring, Beautiful Spring. 


VHEN the blossom’s on the apple and the swallow’s on the wing, 
Comes the reign of Topsy-turvy and the cleanings of the spring, 
Comes the whitewash on the ceiling and the paper off the wall, 
Comes the ladder and the painter and the terror of ’em all. 


When the drawing-room’s the dining-room in which I’m squeezed 
and thrust, 

While the women hold a carnival of cob-web and of dust. 

But, unmindful of the muddle, sings our Gwenny “trol de rol ”’ 

In her maiden meditation, with her old Dutch Doll! 


Yet the spring is very beautiful when bark and branch conceive, 
I'd really like to ‘ sioot’’ myself, and take, like them, my leave. 
When the demon topsy-turvy on my barren hearth has stood, 
While the cuckoo and the cowslip are the wonders of the wood. 
gut the turmoil and the terror of the duster and the tub, 

Are unheeded by our Gwenny with the rattle and the scrub, 
While she sits among the daisies, ‘neath a crimson paras 

For her little world is centred in her old Dutch Doll! 


All my chairs are whivened sepulchres, my windows lack the lace, 
While the kitchen has its demon, for the sweep is in the place, 
While my wife of maz mmers feels t f the sprir 


He Didn’t Like the “New 
Woman.” 


There was a terrific’ storm, and soon 
the noble vessel was a helpless wreck. 

‘‘ Lower the boats! Women and chil- 
dren first, and men after!’’ shouted the 
captain. 

There was a frantic rush of screaming, 
terrified women and children. 

“Stop!’? commanded the captain, 
laying his hand on the shoulder of a 
flying figure. ‘I said women and 
children first, and men after; but as 
to 





“T_T am @&® woman; a—a ‘New 
Woman,’” faltered the figure, who all 
during the voyage had been a madden- 
ing eyesore to the bluff old captain. 

‘‘Oh, no,” said the captain, ‘ you’re 
no woman to my idea; and you’re cer- 
tainly no child, and I’ll take my’oath 
| you’re not a man! I don’t exactly 
know what to call you, but I reckon 
your place is amongst the cattle, which 
will have to be leftto sink with the ship. 
However,” he added, ‘if there’s room 
in a boat, after all the women, children, 
and men are accommodated, p’r’aps we 
might manage to chuck you in some 
corner.”’ 

The ‘‘New Woman” was chucked 
in @ corner. 


| “Out of Evil Cometh 
Good.” 

Mr. Bettle (to professional pedestrian). 
—‘' May I ask to what you attribute the 
fact that you won the six days go-as-you- 
please walking competition so easily ?”’ 

Professional Pedestrian. —‘‘To the 
fact, sir, that my wife has lately pre- 
sented me with twins, and I have had 
such excellent training in walking about 
with them at night to get them to 
sleep.”’ 








Wide Awake. 


Employer (angrily, to Clerk).—‘ Mr. 
Wagster, you're always falling asleep 
over your work. I don’t see what use 
you are; I really don’t know what to do 
with you.” 

Clerk (with alacrity).—‘* Why not 


99) 


now would ) 
make a sleeping partner of me, sir: 


All the pictures lie in corners, while they polish Burns and Moore 
With a fierceness inconsistent with the peacefulness they wore, 
And I ape the artless innocence that sits beneath old So’ 

But I cannot feel the rapture in the old Dutch Doll! 


When the cleaning—hang the cleaning!—for we will not talk of 
such, 
Let the poet see the wonders of the Dolly that is Dutch— 
Let him see the matchless symmetry—the maiden of all maids, 
When he shudders at the shoulders, and he marvels at the blades. 
Let him see the line of beauty in the hair of inky streak, "TT 
Let him find the classic outline in the contour of the cheek. 
Let him leave to Topsy-turvy-like a bobby ‘on the beat””— 
All the dust defeated carpets, while he takes a quiet seat 
With the maiden of the dolly—call it Betsy, Prue, or Poll, 
When his woes will be forgotten in the old Dutch Doll! 


Way-Leaves. 
THE Great Eastern Railway Company’s ‘“ Tourist Guide to the 
Continent ’’ is a marvellous publication at the price of 6d. Among 


its fresh features are a series of Continental maps, a chapter 
upon cycling routes in Holland, Belgium, and Germany, and & 
hapter ‘‘ Dull, Useful Information,” giving particulars as to tne 
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ITaLy, in spite of her present ‘‘ cursed want of pence,” féted the 
English sailors pretty well upon their recent visit at Civita Vecchia. 
There is something humorous after all in the idea of Jack Tar 
being fed by the Pope with strawberries and cream, to say nothing 
of Marsala and champagne! And the most remarkable thing is 
that during—or, more properly, after it all—Jack behaved himself 
very nicely indeed. Except, of course, the inevitable winking at 
the dark-eyéd contadine. But that is a privilege of which no amount 
of strawberries and cream will ever deprive the British sailor. 


The Meteor is, if anything, a faster boat than the Britannia; but, 
in spite of her ownership, she is quite a British boat—built on the 
Clyde by British workmen; chosen by Lord Lonsdale; manned 
even py Englishmen. Alas! Britannia no longer rules the waves ! 
Won't Labby rejoice! 


The American crew for Henley are welcome to our shores. “ All 
Yale!” And already their names, weights, heights, colour of eyes, 
size of waists, temperament, ete., are appearing in the evening 
papers. It is rather cruel to seize upon a crew of unprotected 
strangers as soon as they land and ply them with questions which 
even Bill Sykes would be justified in styling ‘‘ bloomin’ cheek ’’ 
from the police. But reporters have no conscience. 


We wish our good cousins all luck: they are certain, at any 
rate, of fairplay, as the excursion boats are very carefully managed 
at Henley! Andatthe same time we would advise their opponents 
to be ready to start when the starter says ‘‘Go!”’ or they may be 
left at the post. 


The false purity of the London County Council, located at Spring 
Gardens, has suddenly cha(u)ntedforth in a parsimon(ds)ious dirge 
—* Let us proclaim our horror of jobbery and corruption, and let 
us refrain from putting our foot in his improved fire hose.’’ Poor 
Captain Simonds! This is your reward for augmenting the means 
of extinguishing conflagrations, and thus you extinguish yourself. 
Captain Shaw resigned in disgust at the treatment he experienced 
from his so-called meddlesome masters, the London County Council. 
Mr. De la Hooks was similarly compelled to resign his clerkship, 
and now Captain Simonds is practically expelled by these moral 
tyrants. Oh! for the return of the M.B.W., which, if corrupt, was 
cheap, whereas its successors are expensive and—nasty. 


The latest Parisian novelty is a barometric necktie. In fine 
weather it is dark blue; in cold weather it changes to purple. For 
rain it goes a delicate pink; snow makes ita fearful green. Surely, 
surely this marvel came from “‘ N’ Yark”’! 


That much has already been done to teach cooking in the Board 
School the following proves :— 

‘“‘Why,” asked the inspector, ‘Did Elijah pour water on the 
flesh of the sacrifice ? ’’ 

‘* Please, sir, to make the gravy.” 


‘IT managed to amuse your mother the other night,’’ said the 
young man, proudly, ‘‘ with that story of mine, didn’t 1?” 

“Oh, yes! Mother always shrieks at that story.” 

It was the G. W. R. express to Swindon, and the old lady asked 
the guard, ‘Can I get off at Reading ?”’ 

“Yes, mum,” was the grim reply, ‘‘if you jumpa mile before 
we get to the station.” 

Cain was probably the first to buy a paper, in taking A Bel(/’s) 
Life. Joshua ordered the Sun. 

Answers teaches us ‘‘ How Elephants Learn to Ride Bicycles.”’ 
We still want to know, however, how bicycles learn to carry 
, elephants. 

“The tongue of the camel,” said the young wife who will read 
in bed, “is, just fancy! fifteen inches long!’’ ‘* Yes,’’ said he, 
sleepily, ‘‘ and the brute knows how t lit!” 





Our Servant: Alphabetically Analysed. 


WHo’s moved away my best quill pen? 
Abstractive Mary Ann. 

Who’s been and muddled up my den ? 
Bewild’ricg Mary Ann. 

Who carefully upset the ink ? 

(She'll drive me mad some day, I think) 

Who burnt the milk and made that stink ? 
Confounded Mary Ann. 


Who broke our jar of costly delf ? 
Destructive Mary Ann. 
Who eaid ‘it tumbled of itself ’’? 
Evasive Mary Ann. 
Who plants obstructions in the dark 
The eveniog postman’s shins to bark. 
And says she did it ‘ for a lark”’? 
Facetious Mary Ann. 


Who chatters with the tradesmen all ? 
Gregarious Mary Ann. 
Who fills the kitchen with her squall ? 
Harmonious Mary Anno. 
Who spoilt, in vain attempt to clean, 
Our brand new patent knife-machine ? 
Who fried the soles in vaseline ? 
Ingenious Mary Ann. 


Who keeps her money in her boots ? 
Judicious Mary Ann. 
Who stole my box of prime cheroots ? 
That kleptomaniac Ann. 
Who, when we taxed her, first denied, 
Aud theu confessed, and sobbed and cried, 
And said she wisbed she could have died ? 
Lugubrious Mary Ann. 


Who makes a mull of everything ? 
That muddle-headed Ann. 
Who never answers when we ring ? 
Neglectful Mary Ann. 
Who leaves the scuttles on the stairs, 
To break our ankles unawares ? 
Who giggles in the midst of prayers ? 
Oblivious Mary Ann. 


Who reads Sir Walter Scoit at night? 
Poetic Mary Ann. 

Who sits and sighs by candle light ? 
Our querimonious Ann. 

Who has a notion in her head 

That she some day a duke will wed— 

(Her hair’s the vilest shade of red) ? 
Romantic Mary Ann. 


Who always hides the candle ends? 
Secretive Mary Ann. 
Who spoils each shirt of mine she mends? 
Tormenting Mary Ann. 
Who says: ‘‘ Them nasty beastly mize 
Have been and ate a pound of rice ’’— 
(We've heard that story once or twice) ? 
Untruthful Mary Ann. 


Who does not listen when we speak ? 
Vexatious Mary Ann. 
Who burns a ton of coals a week ? 
That wasteful Mary Ann. 
Who never touches butcher’s meat 
And thinks it’s wicked beasts to eat? 
Who takes Grey Powders as a treat ? 
"Xcentric Mary Ann. 


Who plays all sorts of silly tricks 
Like any little child of +ix? 
That youthful Mary Ann. 
Who's very early up and dressed, 
And sets to work with wondrous zest ? 
(I really think she does her best) 
Our zealous Mary Ann. 


Taxed. 


Miss Stout (bicyclist).—‘I think it would be a great shame if 
bicycles were taxed.” ; 
Slender (ditto).—‘*Then why do you ride one? You 
> & great tax it.” 
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The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
FRANKI’S IRRECIPROCAL ALLY, 


** Vive la Russe!” cried Franki, 
** Vive la Russe!” screamed he: 
Bowski murmured :—“ Thanky 
Vive I will, oui, oui!” 
“* Vive la France!” cried Franki, 
‘* Vive la France!” he crowed, 
Bowski said :—“ He’s cranky! 
‘ Vive la France’ be blowed!" 
“ Vive la Russe!” F. shouted: 
“ Franki’s Bowski’s joy.” 
B, said :—*“ That's undoubted ; 
Right you are, my boy!” 
“ Viwe la France!” F. stuttered: 
** Now with Russia ranked!” 
Bowski merely muttered, 
““* Vive la France |’ be blanked!" 
** Ah, comment vous portez— 
Vous?” did Franki yell :— 
Came the quick retort :—“‘ Eh? 
Magnifiquely well!” 
“ Vive la France!” F. faltered, 
** May my foes be smashed!” 
Came the answer, altered 
Into :—* France be dashed\” 


** Vive la Russe!” cried Franki, 
** Vive la Russe !!” cried he:— 
Bowski murmured :—" Thanky, 
Vive I will, oui, oui!” 
“* Viwe la France!” sobbed Franki, 
With a vigour shammed :— 
Bowski cried :— He’s cranky, 
‘ Vive la France’ be ——!” 


Ir was a fine day, and Bowski was taking a little walk with Jon 
Bool. They were discussing the weather, and Crete, and meta- 
physics, and Central Asia, and other little matters, when up came 
Franki. 

“Permit me,” said that voluble animal to Bowski, “ permit me 
to assure you of my respectful admiration. I offer you my esteemed 
salutations. I lay my homage at your feet. Isalute you. I kiss 
your hands. I ve 

‘* Thanks, old man,” said Bowski, ‘‘don’t mention it. Haven’t 
got a pipe of baccy about you, I suppose? Ah, thanks, so much. 
Now, may I ask you to be so kind as to ‘take a run.’ Good-bye, 
good-bye !”’ 

And Franky ‘ took a run.’ 

‘Funny fellow that,”’ said Bowski to Bool. 

“‘ Indeed |’ said Bool. 

‘“Most ‘amoosing cuss,’’’ chuckled Bowski. ‘Always hang- 
ing about, laying things at my feet!” 

‘‘ Well, about Crete? ” snarled Bool. 

‘* Ah, Crete to be sure,” remarked Bowski. ‘‘ Well, I think—— 
ah, here he is again, never saw such a fellow, never! ” 

‘Pardon me,” cried Franki, ‘‘ but I forgot to ask how are you ? 
I trust you are keeping well. You look well.” 

‘* Never better,’’ said Bowski. 

‘‘ Charmed to hear it, charmed!” cried Franki. ‘I salute you. 
I lay my respectful homage is 

‘Don’t mention it,” said Bowski. ‘ Suppose you couldn’t lend 
me a fiver till the day after to-morrow, eh? Thanks, thanks so 
much. Gonod-bye, good-bye!” 

‘‘ Now, that’s what I call a friend,” said Bowski to Bool, as soon 
as Franki was out of hearing. ‘‘ Not much of a conversationalist 
perhaps—a bit too flowery for me. Now, your blunt, honest, 
manly, straightforward, frank——”’ 

“ Oh, dry up!” snapped Bool. 

“Well, as I was saying,’ continued Bowski, ‘ Franki may be a 
bit of an ass, but he shells out like——” 

“ A bigger bit! ’’ suggested Bool, and Bowski laughed, till he went 
black in the face. 

“Now, with regard to Crete,’’ said Bool. 











** To be sure, to be sure,” replied Bowski. ‘“ Well, with to 
Crete I should say——- God bless my soul, here he is again!” 

“T must really ask you to excuse me,” began Franki, “ but it 
positively slipped my memory. I am desolated to have been so 
forgetful. How is your illustrious missis ?” 

‘* Never better,”’ cried Bowski. 

“ Delighted to hear it,’’ murmured Franki, “ delighted. May I 
—s beg you to lay my superlative felicitations at her feet. 


“Consider them ‘ well and truly laid,’’’ cried Bowski. ‘“ By 
the bye, with regard to that little bill. If by any chance, any re- 
mote chance, I should find myself unable to meetit. Will you——.” 

** Not a word,” shouted Franki, “not aword! I'll see to it, 
You mustn’t worry yourself, you really mustn't. I trust Bool is 
not annoying you. No? Well, I really am very glad to hear that, 
very glad. I shouldn’t like to have to bite an old friend like Bool, 
but—well, good-bye, good-bye!" 

‘* Did you hear what he said about biting you, eh, Bool?’’ mut- 
tered Bowski. 

‘**T did,” snapped Bool. 

‘“‘ Kgad, he’d do it, too. Funny, ain’t it?” chuckled Bowski. 

‘* Devilish funny,’’ growled Bool with a grim smile. ‘ But with 
regard to Crete——”’ 

‘* Ah, with regard to Crete. Well—let me see. Suppose we wait, 
eh, and see how things turn out.” 

‘* Good-bye, good-bye,”” and before Bool could reply, Bowski was 
gone. 

“ Hullo, Bool,” cried Franki, a minute later. ‘‘ Bowski gone? 
Nice fellow, ain’t he? We're great friends,I can tell you. I dare- 
say he told you how fond heisofme. No? Well, yousurprise me. 
But, there, he doesn’t say much. He thinks, he does. But his 
eyes betray him. Sometimes he looks as if he could eat me.” 

‘‘Oh, he looks like that, does he? ’’ said Bool. 

“He does, indeed. But I forgot to ask after the little ones, I 
must catch him up. Good-bye, good-bye!” 

‘‘H’m,” muttered Bool to himself, ‘‘ one of these fine days——. 

But that is another story. 


Divided Allegiance.—A Forecast. 


Soxtitoqgures of (1) Alpha, M.P., and (2) Omega, M.P., after 
perusal of the Times report of their respective overnight harangues 
in the House of Commons. 


I 


I had meant that my Rating Bill spouting 
My triumphs of yore should surpass ; 
Yet—beyond all denying or doubting— 
My speech has but proved me an ass ! 
Oh! how could I say, in a lucid, 
Crisp way, if I fancied our farms 
Over-rated or not, while so deuced- 
Ly dazed by the thought that the charms 
Of sweet Daphne—my goddess of terrace-made tea— 
By no artist or bard over-rated could be! 


II. 


Can the Times be no longer relied on? 
Or voice, in good sooth, have I given 
To views which of sense fall so wide on 
The Gorst-fostered Clause 27 ? 
Mea culpa, I fear! For I mind me 
How, during my speech, now and then 
Came a thought o’er me (tending to blind me 
To Gorst and his scheme) of Claws 10, 
Which would scratch me these cheeks and these orbs make 
extinct 
If my wife could but dream how at Daphne I winked |! 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


! Wednesday.—Rained all day—regular soaker. Attended the 
Drawing Room in the Diplomatic Circle as Mr. ‘‘ Fun’s” diplomatic 
oF representative. Thought it diplomatic to get in out of the rain. 
; Had to run across and have a look at the Four-in-hand Club meet 
| “at the Magazine,” as they say. Good muster, both of crowdand 
ie club, in spite of bad weather. The club seemed to have got a new 
a: member, 
& 
JOINING IN, 


The gathering clan of the Four-in-hand 
In spite of the drawbacks (namely, 
The terrible weather), a plucky band, 
Came up to the scratch right gamely ; 
The steady downpour, it was sad to see, 
' Might wielders of the rein appal so, 
ie For Jupiter Pluvius thought that he 
| Would a wielder of the rain be also. 





ahi Just looked in on the meeting of the Royal Society at Burling- 
“le ton House, then hurried home to tub and dress. Dined with ‘‘ Her 
Af Majesty’s Judges’ at the Mansion House. Also with Lord Salis- 

| bury, and afterwards to the Marchioness’s reception. 

t 

' 


Thursday.—Gave & glance in at Bow Street. ‘Dr. Jim” and 
Fie the rest there. Proceedings rather dull. Made my way to 
ania | Willis’ Rooms. Exciting auction of a ‘‘ genuine Romney ” going 
‘Tf on. Knocked down for the small sum of £10,500—a Romney 
record price. After this helped Lord Kimberley to unveil 
statue of Lord Granville in Hall of the ‘ Parliament 
House.” Then down to Plymouth to welcome return of 
‘* Pilgrim Fathers’’ from America. Good many years since 
they left—some time in the 17th century, I believe. Glad to 
see them looking so well and hearty after all this Japse of time. 
Back to town and over to Lords to see several Australians score 
“‘duck’s eggs.’’ Rather a double up—curious to see, and no doubt 
something owing to changed wicket after the heavy rain. 








Friday.—With the naval architects in Berlin. Very warm | 
weather; good deal of melted butter passed between Emperor and | 
architects of the British persuasion. Better than bounce and 
bunkum any way. Heard that Princess Bratrice has been 
appointed Captain and Governor of the Isle of Wight. Congratula- | 
tions and ‘‘ Hooray!’’ Only won’t some people find it rather 















































SHOCKING ! 


Though we’re proud to see the “‘ Princess Bee " 
“‘ In office ”—a great improvement— 

Still her titles seem to cap the dream 
Of the masculine-woman movement; 

’Tis in ‘‘ Captain ’’ plain, and—although it pain 
The hearts of the crowds who’re lovin’ ’er— 
Why, it’s still more clear when her children dear 

Allude to her as ‘‘ the Govin’er ” 


Partook of the banquet to Blue-jackets at the Vatican (enthusiastic 
time). 


Saturday.—Had a jolly time over at Budapest; journalist con- 
gressing there. Lots of compliments passed—some of them 
(naturally) in my direction as representative of Mr. ‘‘ Fun.” Tore 
myself away, however, to see Arreau win the Grand Prix in good 
styleagainst the favourite. Meantime wason “the spot”’ at Chelsea 
Hospital for the Review of Commissionaires. Fine set of men and 
a useful, 


Monday.—Dined with a lot of New Vagabonds,4 sprinkling of old 
vagabonds and some ladies, at the Holborn Restaurant. Hot isn’t 
the word for it. 


Tuesday.—Still hot. Tried to get cool at Ascot. Couldn’t do it. 4 
What with the heat of the sun, and the warmth of my admiration | 
for the ladies’ dresses, I was like the heater of a box iron. Still, I 
managed to think the following 


THOUGHTS. 


We have fled from the towns 

To the verdure-clad downs, 

To see all the ladies in beautiful gowns ; 
With chiffon on shoulders 

And Russia on toes, 

They’re daintily leading us all by the nose. 


With the grace of the fawn, i 
And the sweetness of dawn, 

They flutter, with ‘‘ Royalty,’’ over the lawn ; 
But (crowd getting thinner) 
I’m off to my dinner, | 





With joy—having spotted the absolute winner. 


But it was hot. Ido assure you it was very hot indeed, and is 
so still. So hot that I was nearly signing myself the grease 


SPOTTER. 





Con and Pro. 


(‘Lord Crariborne and his friends denied themselves the 
pleasures of Epsom that they might try to purify the Church from 


some little of the taint of simony.’’—Széar.] P 


Though much for Derby-day delights they longed, 
To dull St. Stephen’s, duty-driven, they thronged, 
Determined that the Church of England wronged 81 
Prr srmony should not be! 
But, ere the ending of the drear debate, 
How changed their views! since each with heart elate 
Received the thrilling tidings of a great 
‘‘ PER-sIMMONY ” victorie ! 
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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Been reading Lady Burton’s will. Funny provisions 
some of them. The contemplation in particular of Sir Richard’s 
works being edited, expurgated, aud bowdlerised by a ‘“ National 
Vigilance ” person is something rich for unconscious humour. I 
suppose the poor lady thought she was protecting her husband's 
memory instead of inductively casting reflections upon it, 


GIVING HIM AWAY, 


While the works of the late lamented wait 
For suitable publication, 

They will have, you know, to undergo 
Elaborate expurgation ; 

Though a thought too free, but few would see, 
Or judge unprecedented— 

But I’ll show by my plan what a naughty man 
We had in the late lamented! 


Dull and oppressive day “‘ with showers,”’ as the 
Show pretty bright all the same. 


Down to Ascot. 
forecasts have it. 


Thursday.—Took a stroll in the Row thismorning, and was much 
struck by a pretty innovation among the ladies. White riding- 
habits. Deliciously cool and brilliant they looked, and quite 
‘lighted up the scene.”” Down to Ascot again. 

Ran over to “Booloin” in “‘La Marguerite.” Pleasant day with 
& party of directors, also a party of the general public. Made good 
time and had one. 
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Friday.—To Naples this morning. British Squadron there 
having a fine time. Everybody making a holiday of it. Attended 
jolly reception on board the Ramillies. To Ascot afterwards for 
finish up of meeting. Didn’t bet—circumstance which attracted 
some remarks. Observing that Her Most Gracious has reigned 
tifty-nine years to-day, I gave three enthusiastic cheers (with a 
‘‘ little one in ’’) and cracked a bottle in celebration thereof with a 
toast ‘*‘ The Queen—God bless ’er!” and ‘* Long to reign over us! 
Hooray!” Just took a delighted peep at the Shannon Exhibition 
in Bond Street, another at Mr. Tinworth’s panels at Doulton’s, and 
then back to Naples to dine with Admiral Seymour on board the 
flag-ship. 


Saturday.—Visited the Royal Agricultural Show at Leicester 
(the 57th). All in good order for a good start. Splendid entries and 
full exhibits. Just took a glance at the Founder’s Day Celebration 
at Dulwich College. Plenty of friends and visitors, and lots of 
enthusiasm. The “acting” element a good deal above the average, 
and much applauded. 


Monday.—Great day for the politicians. Huge upheaval, Edu- 
cation Bill withdrawn. Lots of talk and excitement. Some happy, 
some sad. Some glad, some mad. All really very interesting, and 
pretty to see how they excite themselves. Many weep for the time 
lost, but other thoughts are best—for instance—list to the voice of 
the charmer ! 

NOT WASTED, 
Oh, some with laughs and some with sighs, 
And some with lamentation, 
Observe, in death, how lowly lies 
The Bill on Education ; 
But they who think 'twas all for naught 
But feebly gauge their blessons— 
That Education Bill has taught 
A lot of useful lessons. 


Excitement in the cricket field, too. Australians went all to 
pieces before England. Seemed a pity—wasa pity. But they are 
good players all the same, and are pretty sure to make a better 
show later. Over to the fireman show at the Agricultural Hall for 
awhile, then back to dine with the “ Women Writers” dis- 
guised as ‘‘ one of themselves.” Women didn’t talk more nonsense 
than men do after dinner—not so much, perhaps—but, like all 
writers, they will ‘‘ controverse”” when they make speeches. Some 
smart things said, too. 


Tuesday.—Told you so! The Australians made splendid play in 
their second innings, and covered themselves with glory. Hxpect 
there will be grand excitement to-morrow. Not much gone on 


cricket myself, but spent the day at Lords this time. 
Tue SPorren. 


Notioz.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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. | THE POLICE BAND. 
Musical Party (alluding to the band).—‘ And—er—what march do you consider the 
most effective, sir?” | 


P.C. Cornet (absently).—‘* March—um—ha! oh! decidedly the FROG'S MARCH !!” 


Loathe to Part. 


“Ir has long been our proud boast,” said the chairman, ‘‘ that 
this establishment is kept up entirely by voluntary contributions. 
I cannot, however, conscientiously describe the amount of the 
past year’s donations in the stereotyped way. To do so would be 
unjust to Mr. b.—(here present)—-who is by far the richest man in 
the town, and who (after two hours of gentle coaxing from one of 
our lady collectors) most reluctantly assisted our good cause with 
—twopence! I have, therefore, had the year’s receipts entered up 
in the books as ‘ voluntary contributions, £915 17s. 44d.; IN- 
voluntary contribution, 2d.—total, £915 17s. 641.’" — 


It’s galling to be ‘‘ out of collar,” 
To have more cuffs than you desire, 
To have no food, no coals, no dollar, 
Because you lack a young man’s fire ! 


Paving the Way. 


“Jams,” said the surgeon kindly to his page boy, “here are a 
couple of oranges for you. Go and eat them just outside I 
can't bear the smell of oranges—and throw the peel on the pave 
ment. Don’t throw it in the road, my boy, because the poor 
horses might slip on it, and break their useful limbs.” 

“Thank you, sir,” said James, taking the oranges; ‘but I 
allus eats the peel myself, sir; I likes it.” 

“You dare to!” shouted the surgeon, “and I'll use 

tomach-pump to you! Throw the peel on the pavement, as I told 
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Lay of the Old Clerk. 


I’m getting old—I’ve joined the “ greys,’ 
The vet’ran regiment of the earth: 

Folks jeer at my old-fashioned ways— 
Although I dye, I have no berth! 


The youngsters push me off my stool, 

They’ve far more “‘ push” and ‘‘go”’ than I; 
You’re reckoned somewhat of a fool 

When figures your dim eyesight try ! 


For younger ones I’m now no match, 
Their brighter heads put me to rout ; 

My pen will ne’er ‘‘ come to the scratch,” 
[’m, so to say, quite “ blotted out!”’ 


Life's Ledger’s nearly ‘‘ posted up” 
the When one’s dim-sighted, worn, and grey ; 
ld The old dog gives place to the pup— 


re 
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The Hydrophobic Scare. 


(Translated from Dog-Latin into Dog- 
gerel Verse.) 


Tue horrid muzzle, in the streets, 
I wear upon my nose, 

Makes my tail flag, and quite completes 
The chapter of my woes! 


Thit man in helmet and blue cape 
Has put me in a fog ; 

He seems to let the thief escape, 
To catch his foe, the dog ! 


No longer can I rove about 
To keep in health, and thin, 
For if I venture to run out 
Sans muzzle, I’m ‘run in! ” 


The scare that folks tremble beneath 
Their cowardice reveals, 

For, should I grin and show my teeth, 
Why, they show me their heels ! 


Folks once would stroke me and believe 
Me harmless as a calf; 

But now no stroke I e’er receive 
Save from a bobby’s staff ! 


I’ve heard folks sing of ‘‘ Home, sweet 
home! ”’ 
Wherever can it be? 
I’m sure no d: g that dares to roam 
Finds it at Battersea ! 


Cum Grano Salis. 


A PROFESSIONAL strong man had a 
desperate encounter with a shop egg the 
other day. He wrestled with it, and 
tried to throw it out of the window; but 
the egg proved the stronger of the two, 
and hurled the strong man out of the 
window. 


A Rattling Good Offer! 


Pedler.—‘' Will yer buy a box of rat- 
poison, guv’nor? It’s honly 6d. a box.” 

Mr. Grump (who is pestered to death 
with pedlers).—‘‘ Is it deadly to human 
beings ?"’ 

Pedler.—“ Yus, guv’nor. Yer must be 
very keerful with it.” 

Mr. Grump.— Well, I'll buy a box on 
condition that you promise to swallow 
half of it!” 


’ 

















must have his day ! 
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opportunity of finding out the truth. 


awful rage when the paint began to run and the lovely golden curls to lose their beauty. 


her come out, too. Shame! 


That Intractable Bill! 
NURSE GORST: 
Oh, come with your nurse, little Bill ; 
Don't raise such a hullabaloo! 
You'll make yourself ugly and ill, 
The policeman is looking at you. 
Oh, come to your loving old Gorst, 
You shall have your ride, never fear ; 
But the Donkeyman’s really been forced 
To omit you this time, Billy dear. 
LirtLe BIL: 


Poo-hoo! I shall tell my papa, 
The Archbishop, he’ll give it to you. 
And the Church, my respected mamma, 
Will be vexed with you nursey, boo- 
hoo ! 
He said I should have the first ride ; 
She said: “Go with nursey, dear, do.”’ 
You are a misleading old guide 
You naughty old Gorst, you, boo-hoo! 


NursE Gorst (angrily shaking lim) :— 
Hush, hush, little Bill, do not fret. 
It is only bad, rude little boys 
Who put Secsaateas into'a pet, 
And make such a horrible noise. 
Hush, hush, you will drive nursey wild, 
The Donkeyman soon will come back. 
Shut up! you detestable child, 
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Or your nursey will give you a smack | 
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SHEER SPITE! 
Cissy and Marie had always believed Flossie’s complexion was not entirely her own, and at the sea-side the other day theyjhad an 


LITTLE BILL :— 


Boo-hoo! I’m a good little boy, 
On Church Catechism I stuff, 
And dogma I always enjoy, 
I cannot have dogma enough 
I couldn’t do wrong if I tried; 
To give little Billy his due, 
He first should have taken his ride; 
And he hasn’t, oh, nursey, boo-hoo! 
NURSE GORST 
Oh, I shouldn’t have taken the place, 
I was told that the child was a Turk! 
Now, with his Right Reverend Grace 
I shall have such a nice piece of work. 
‘Now, Gorst,’’ says the Prelate to me, 
“That there child is my joy and my 
pride ; 
Take care of the darling,”’ says he, 
‘‘And just see as he gets the first 
ride!” 


(dis tra tedly ‘ aside) ° 


(To Bill.) 


Now, now, Master Bill, come along, 
You shall have your ride, never fear. 

To make such a rumpus is wrong, 
You're annoying the Donkeyman, 

dear | 

He will take a dislike to you, Bill, 
What then, pretty pet, will you do: 

Master William you'll make yourself ill 

illw hoo-h ' 


) 


With your tantrums and 


They forced her bodily into deep water, and ducked ber head three times. 
And Lord Larnato waited on the sand to see 
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Poor Flossie was in an 


MASTER WILLIAM :— 


Boo-hoo! I shall tell my papa, 
You bad, wicked, naughty old Gorst. 
I’ll tell my papa and mamma 
That you won’t push me on till you’re 
forced. 
[ will not be put on one side, 
You naughty old woman, by you. 
I will, oh, I will have my ride, 
You’re a beast, ugly nursey, boo-hoo! 
NURSE GORST :— 
Now Bill, I dis— love you, you know. 
Of your parents I am not afraid. 
Your papa wants to boss the whole 
show, 
Your mamma is as bad, I’m afraid. 
If you don’t behave better, my dear, 
It will be but a word and a blow— 
A stinger, my Bill, on the ear, 
And then—a month’s notice and go! 
(Drags Bill off, to the evident relief of 
Donkeyman.) 


Bad Language. 

Mistress.—‘‘ Have you answered the 
door, Bridget ? 

Bridget (savagely, and feeling her 
head).—‘* Not exactly, mam; but Oi 
spoke to it jist now whin Oi cracked me 
head against it!” 
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THAT” INTRACTABLE BILL! pubad 
NURSE GORST.—“THERE, NOW, MY LITTLE DEAR, DON’T CRY. MR. BALFOUR SAYS HE CAN’T TAKE 
MORE THAN TWO THIS TURN, YOU’LL GET,THE NEXT, MY PRETTY.” 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 258.) 
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TuHE;Toronto Irish patriots*have settled it. They are preparing 
to invade Ireland in September. Not an armed invasion this time, 
we need not be alarmed: only a sort of peacefal festival—plenty of 
‘‘ potheen,” and all that. It will be interesting to see which of the 
present Irish parties will be reckoned ‘he patriots by their visitors— 
Mr. Dillon’s handful, or the Healyites, or Mr. Redmond's little 
lot. Anyway, the publicans will do pretty well out of the ‘con- 
gress’ Irish patriotism lives on whisky, and Irish political 
audiences are known al! the wcrid over as a thirsty lot. And 
the ‘patriots’? who at present can get no one to listen to them 
wil], at least, have sympathetic listeners in their Toronto allies. 
But, though it will do no earthly good, there is no reason to sup- 
pose the country will suffer particularly from the goings on of these 
heroes ; money will be spent (or owed) and a few heads will ache, 
and the gentlemen from the other side wil! call Labby a “ jol’ good 
ler!” and they ‘ wo’gohometillmorr'n,” as Verdant Green said. 
So let them have their little fun. 


A conductor has just been fined 2s. and costs for allowing 16 per- 
sons to ride on the top of his’bus. They were, they said, all one 
family from Lancashire, and did not want to be separated. Fancy 
& holiday for a family of 16! Ugh! And fancy not one of the 
regiment wanting to get away—not even the pater. The thing 
contradicts itself: had they all been brothers and sisters they must 
have insisted on separating ; and the weary father of 16 (talk about 
a ‘‘ Mother of Three! ’’) would most certainly have wriggled away, 
small blame to him ! 


One of the Australian cricketers being indisposed, just before the 
big match, his captain at once made him take physic. It wasa 
case of Trott Giffen him a Gregory. The poor fellow must have 
been (Hill or (S)Eady! 


Mr. Plowden says: ‘‘I can say, from personal experience, that 
the memory of the cane can never be effaced.’’ Well, some marks 
last longer than others—but it is all a question of the judicious use 
of copy booksin the right place. 


That Carmen kiss is disappointing. We expected a sort of kiss 
that made you forget you had a‘mother, and whether you were on 
your head or your heels. But this kiss is a little, weak one; quite 
a pious little squeak—or, as the Americans so prettily put it, ‘like 
a cow drawing its heel out of the mud.”’ 


We respectfully want to know what is the matter with Sir 
Wilfrid Lawson. Only a few daysago a man drank himself to death 
at a Temperance Hotel ! 


A friend of mine is a “ collector.”” He has collected birds’ eggs, 
stamps, and autographs. Then he changed to beetles, fossils, and 
used penny stamps. When he had three million of the last he got 
tired and began on crests and other fellow’s pipes. This full-moon 
it is tram tickets and old railway tickets. Can avy reader kindly 
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suggest a remedy, however desperate? It is not hereditary in this 
case | 


A true copy :— 
‘‘ Eton, June 4th, 18—, 


‘¢ Dear Pa,—How’s ma? That cake is finished. Send another. 
How’s nurse ?—Your loving son, ‘ Tommy.”’ 

And he got it ! 

He is coming to Cowes, then, after all! ‘ Blood is thicker than 
water!’’ M’yes. 

Li Hung Chang, who visits us shortly, will mot be housed at 
3uckingham Palace, but will have apartments reserved for him at 
a West End mansion. Verily, our heart bleeds for the owner of 
that mansion. 

The Paramount Power has spoken. We are to at once try Mr. 
Rhodes and cancel the Charter. Our paltry little Empire has been 
too insulting ; even a man of Oom Paul’s Christian forbearance can 
stand it no longer. The mighty Republic across the seas will 
now enforce its commands! Only please, Mr. Kriiger, don't 
interfere with our internal affairs. Leave us our Education Bill ! 

Augustus Druriolanus, magnus civis, obit. Manibus date flores 
plenis. Vale!!! 
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AT CLACTON-ON-SEA. 

Rosie.—‘*‘ What? You here again, Mr. Pincoln! You seem to 
quite live at Clacton.” 

Mr. Pincoln.— Yes, Miss Rose; you see the Great Eastern Rail- 
way makes it so easy so get here, and you make it so difficult to 
keep away.” 

Ftosie.—‘*Oh, dear! What will the Great Eastern Railway do 
when I go home next week?”’ 





DISINFECTANTS, 
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THE Prince of “Yales’s Theatre re-opened 
on Monday evening with On the March, the 
new ‘‘ musical comedy” which it has taken six 
men to write—two of them now being dead. 
The music is from the pens of the late Edward 
Solomon, the late Frederick Clay, and Mr. 
Jobn Crook, and the words are by Messrs. 
B.C. Stephenson, W. Yardley, and Cecil Clay. 
I can understand three men finding enough to 
do in composing the music of On the March, 
but how it could possibly have taken three more to provide the 
book I cannot imagine. It is not even as though one of them had 
to construct the plot—the plot is avowedly an old one—that of In 
Camp, the musical mélange played for many years by the Vokes 
family. 

On the March is the nearest approach to the music hall we have 
yet had at the regular theatre. There is absolutely no semblance 
of a plot, except that the officers of the 151st regiment are getting 
up an amateur performance of Faust and mistake three ladies of 
high degree for three theatrical ladies, and that the three ladies 
o.h.d. help the officers by playing in the place of the three ladies 
(theatrical brand). But stop! There is one other piece of plot 
(torn out of The Rivals). One of the young officers falls in love 
with one ofthe supposed actresses, and, of course, it turos out to be 
the very girl his choleric father has insisted that he shall marry. 


I shall not be surprised to find On the March develop into a great 
success ; because, despite the absolute lack of story, the songs and 
dances are bright and merry. The mounting of the picce is very 
fine, indeed, and the company are really first class. 


Miss Maud Boyd is delightful as Edith de Bang; she has a 
charming voice such as is too seldom heard in extravaganza, and 
her manner is altogether pleasing. Miss Alice Atherton is, of 
course, delightful as Maggie, the lady’s maid. Mr. Templar Saxe 
sings his ballads very sweetly indeed. Comedy as good as the 
most exigent could wish is provided by that saturnine humorist, Mr. 
Charles Brookfield, by Mr. Horace Mills, and by Mr. Cecil Ramsey. 
Mr. Thomas E. Murray, a new American comedian, is genuinely 
funny, but his style is much more suited to the variety than to the 
legitimate stage. GOSSAMER. 




















THE sad and sudden death of Sir Augustus Harris robs the 
world dramatic of its greatest figure, and many of us of a kind 
and genial friend. Only those who knew Sir Augustus inti- 
mately knew how loyal and true a heart lay beneath the 
exterior of the prosperous and opulent impressario; knew how 
upright and honourable a gentleman he was, whose word was 
his bond, who has never been known throughout his. wonderful 
career to du a mean or shabby action. 

Never in the whole history of the stage has there been 
centred in one man so huge and far-reaching an organisation as 
that absolutely controlled by Sir Augustus Harris. He, and he 
alone, absolutely changed Italian Opera from a failure to 
success, and Drury Lane Theatre from a decaying to an ever- 
increasingly prosperous establishment. In these achievements 
—were there no others —wovld have been a life work 
of which to be proud—but they formed only a_ portion 
of the multitudinous matters governed by the dead 
man. He was the lessee aud manager of several provincial 
theatres of the first importance; he was interested in 
various tours of successful pieces; and he was continually 
engaged as part author of pantomimes, dramas, and burlesques. 
In addition to these professional occupations, he found time to 
take a busy part in civic life, and carried out his high position 
as @ citizen with the same lavish profuseness that distinguished 
him as a theatrical entrepencur. 

They say that no man in this world is indispensable ; but to 
every rule there is an exception, and surely Sir Augustus was an 
exception. Be that as it may, we have lost a real good fellow 
from among us, one we shall miss for many a long year, whose 
memory will remain with us a bright and tender thing amid 
our work-a-day lives, to whom our thoughts will turn with 
sadness and sincerity every now and then, and we shall say 
‘Dear old Gus, if only he were here now.”’ He was my friend 
of many years, and I knew the real worth of him. 











Miss R. J. Leigh and Miss Mabel Young will hold an exhibition 
of oil paintings at Mr. Edward Freeman’s gallery, 175, New Bond 
Street, about the 8th July. 


“By Your Leave!” 


THE porter runs a heavy truck 
Across your toes, and, while you grieve 
And gaze at him quite thunder-struck, 
He coolly mutters, ‘* By your leave!”’ 


The porter rushes madly on, 

And ’gainst your back a box does heave, 
And ere you know it he is gone, 

But shouts out loudly, ‘‘ By your leave!” 


The porter ‘‘ blocks’’ your guinea hat, 
Then touches you upon the sleeve ; 
Ere you can move he knocks you flat 
And growlingly says, ‘* By your leave!”’ 
‘‘ By your leave,” indeed! That's rich ! 
For who on earth would give him leave 
To crush one’s toes, and ’gainst one pitch 
The things the luggage vaus receive ? 


A Burning Shame. 


Poet (whose contributions are invariably rejected, despairingly, to 
editor).—** Do you think you will ever be able to use anyshing I 
send you, sir? ”’ 

Editor (meditatively).—‘* Well, I’m afraid not at this season. 
You see, the weather is so hot that we don’t want to light any fires!’ 
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By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


The Lord Chief Justice takes 
snuff. When he was a Q.C., it 
was the hostile witness that got the 
snuff. 

7 * + 


Henley will soon be with us. Ifthe | 
Yale boys win Henley will be all cock 
crowing. And small blame to them. 


* * * 


The longest day is over—and now 
we have to look forward to evening’s | 
growing gradually darker, the hoursof | 
sunshine growing gradually shorter. | 





* * 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 
THe Lonogest Day. 


six months, we have to look forward to less and less sunlight, and 
more and more shadow. ‘ 


*K 
81.) 


The longest day of sunshine 


Has passed too soon away, 
To-morrow and to-morrow 
Will darker, darker grow, 


The world grows black and blacker 


Until the shortest day; 


The darkest hour ere dawning, 
When Nature laughs again, 
And doffs the gloomy mantle, 


Then sunshine once again 


Casts out the pallid shadow, 


And Spring emerges then. 


And so with men and women, 


Each year its changes sees, 


lts short day and the long one, 


Its Winter and its Spring. 


The sun of joy is changed for 


The cold of wintry grief. 


Then comes the end of all things, 
When Spring and Wiuter both 


In everlasting night time 































Brimming over with Cheek. 


(A man ordered a breakfast at an 
eating-house, but had no money to pay 
for it, so offered to leave his hat as 
security !|— Vide Press.) 

To leave his hat seemed quite absurd ; 

But it is not, upon my word: 

If you reflect a little bit, 

You'll see there was a crown in it! 


Lying. 

Mrs. Snarle (musingly).—“ It’s quite 
true, James, that ‘you can’t eat your 
cake, and have it too.’ ’’ 

Mr. Snarle.—“‘1 don’t know about | 
that. A week ago you gave mea piece | 
of your home-made cake, and I eat it; | 
but I’ve got it fair enough now—it’s been 
lying on my chest ever since! ” | 


Mercenary. | 


Mr. Spooner (whisperingly, to Irish 
domestic).—** Here’s half-a-crown, Kate. 
Give this letter to Miss Julia, there’s a 
good girl.” 

Irish Domestic (pocketing the half- 
crown and taking the letter).—'‘ Thank 
yez, sorr. An’ now phwat will yez give 
me not to show the letter to Miss Julia’s 
pa, sorr?”’ 





It always seems to me such a pity—the passing of the longest day, 
which tells us that the meridian of the year has passed; that, for 
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Or in one perfect day, 
Unite for time eternal. 





ER SNAP(PY)-SHOT.—A MUZZLE-BREACH-LOADER. 


‘‘ Take care, beware, trust him not—he is fooling thee.” 

















PROMOTE DIGESTION 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining ‘‘ HOVIS,” or if 
what is supplied as ‘‘HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please 
write, sending sample (the cost of which will be defrayed) to 


8. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any other Bread in the place of “Hovis” 
do so for their own profit. 


BEWARE | 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 












































NEXT DANCE . 
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L—BETWEEN THE DANCES. 
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JANUARY. 


1W “Here we are again!” A Happy New Year to you all. 

2 Th The Eastern Question first asked B.C. 999. No 

answer yet received. 

8 F Archimedes invented “screws,” Y.U. Wanted a 

lever to “ raise” them. 

48 The dream of the Lord Mayor discovered to be a 

“knight ’ Mayor, Y.U. 

5S Day of Rest broken by bells. 

6M Polly Anthus should now be wooed. Keep your eye 

7 Tu FUNDAY. [on Tu-lips. 

8 W ~—- tramps out of the poultry yard, and attend to 
the “ lay” of the last minstrel. 

9 Th Trinidad discovered to be a little sweet ile of own on 
troubled waters, Y.U. 

10 F “All in a row” first used as National Anthem by 
Triple Alliance, 1896. 

118 “A naughty little twinkle in her eye,” etc., etc., b 

12 § Rest broken by bells. [France, 

18 M Roman candles invented by the Bishop of Lincoln. 

14 Tu FUNDAY. 

15 W British Museum opened 1759. Gladstone’s Home 
Rule Bill deposited in the mummy room, 1896. 

16 Th The Golden Age threatened by Bi-metallists, 1895. 

17 F 8st. Anthony tempted by “The woman who didn’t 
ought to have,” Y.U. 

iss * in og first marked on Sedan chairs, 

19 § Rest broken by bells. [1871 

20M St. Fabian’s day now known as St. Bernard's Sure. 

21 Tu FUNDAY. 

22 W Aniline dyed, 1864. 

Th Ze-roaster first fried by the sun, Y.U. 

William Redmond, M.P., roasted by The Sun, 1896. 

Astrology revived. Misfortune telling by The Star. 

Rest broken by bells. 

German Emperor born, 1859. The original Home 

FUNDAY. [Rule Bill; all others are meres. 

Parliament reformed, 1833. Paid voters replaced by 

paid members. Great rejoicing—of members. 
New oratorio produced, “Israel in Whitechapel,” 
“ Soup ” kitchens opened im Lincoln’s Inn, 1896. [1896 
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FUN’S WHOLE ART OF SHOPPING. 
FOR LADIES AND GENTLEMEN. W 


JANUARY.—There is a good deal of art in shopping, 
aoe when you haven't got any money to spend. 
is very likely to a yes case just now, as you will have got it 
through all you had in the holidays, and the Ohristmas bills 4 
will stop your getting any more from pater or hubby. But } 
you must go shopping all the same, and here is where the it 
art comes in, if you know how to bring itin. If you don’t | 
you had better leave it alone, or let some one else who 
understands it do your shopping for you. To be sure, you 
might go with the some one and learn. 








POOR DARLING! 


In sudden, nervous, frienzied haste 
She climbs upon a chair, 

With startled mien! By horror chased 
Seems this enchanting fair! 1 


Her agitation ties her tongue, 
Rages 9 voy for tears. . ii 

Tis to see her, sweet and young. ti 
Stand miche, beseaieibed toy Sonnet , | 


é 
What ails the maid? Why this strange freak i | | 


a 


Like unto one insane ? i 
Has slighted troth thus her cheek | 
And fairly turned her brain ? i 


No, no! The damsel’s love's revered 
By wooer true as steel. 

Her soul’s unclouded, purée, unseared, 
No heart rack does she feel. 


This was the cause—and nothing more— 
When cleaning up the house 

She spied, upon the parlour floor, 
A bright-eyed little mouse ! 





ee | 
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TO LADIES. 


_ Now ladies, now's your time. Don’t all at once, but listen to 
usa moment. This you know is leap year, and in fact the last leap 
year of the century. What is more, instead of occurring again in four 
years there won’t be—mark that—there won’t be another for eight 
years from now. 1900 is not a leap year, and the first of the 20th 
till 1904; an octave of years from this date. 
Think of that, and of what may occur in an octave of years. Of 
course, not one of you will go an octave higher in her-age in that 
space of time, or even in twice, but, as the world goes on now-a-days, 
not one of you to-day can have any just idea what or who you may be 
in eight years time. dry fy will then be all New Women, and 
won’t want to get married. age of love may die out altogether 
with this fast waning century. Therefore, it behoves you, dear ladies, 
one and all, to make your hay while the sun shines, to take the tide in 
your affairs at the flood, to catch the golden moment as it flies; in 
other words to make the most of your bissextile privileges in this last 
leap year of the century, or wait eight years for another chance, which, 
if it comes, may come too late, So hurry up, and remember the 
words of old Herrick, sweetest and wisest of love’s own bards :— 


Gather roses while ye may, 
Old Time is still a flying. 


IT WOULD COME IN HANDY. 


He.—“ Are.you going to the fancy dress ball?" 

She. —“ Yes, as Rosalind.” 

He (in stammering accents).—‘‘ But, don't you know, appeared ‘ girt 
in all points like a man '—positively attired, don’t you know in—that 
is, without petticoats, you see! ” 

She (with enthusiasm).—“ How nice! Tien I’ll be able to utilise a 
portion of my new cycling suit! ” 


FUN’S WHOLE ART OF SHOPPING. 


FEBRUARY.—This is the month for clearance sales of winter 
goods. Go to the shops and turn over the stuff, but don’t buy any- 
thing—except a pair or two of gloves and some ribbons. Say all the 
things are out of date, if indeed they did not come out of the Ark. 
You could not be seen in such things, of course, and so you will save 
in money. If valentines are shown to you, say they are very pretty 

ut played out, and don’t buy any except the ugliest one you can get 











THE NEW WOMAN COMPLIMENTED. 
“I say, Billy, that ’ere woman has bags on like yourn.” 





QUITE THE THING. 


She.—‘* Excuse me, I’m in a deuce of a hurry. I’m almost late 
for my boxing class 


Ha 


He (aghast).—* Do you actually go in for fisticuffs ?”’ 





for a penny to send to your dearest friend. | She.—‘* Well, you know, I cycle in bloomer costume. Of course, 
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now-a-days its quite the thing for a lady to dismount and punch 
any low individual who dares to chaff her. Under such circum- 
stances, I’m anxious to be able to put up my dukes in a scientific 
fashion !”’ 








FEBRUARY. 


18 Dan Chancer wrote “The Canterbury Pilgrims,” Y.U. 
Dan Leno first sang at the Canterbury, Y.U. 

2S Rest broken by bells. 

8 M Marquis of Salisbury born, 1880. May his shadow 
never grow less! May it put all Europe in the 
shade ! 

4 Tu FUNDAY. 

5 “ Ask ppeneamen ” written as a duet for Mr. Newton 

*rofessor Ray Lankaster, 1896. 

6 Th Irving born, 1838. First Knight of the Lyceum, 1895. 

7 F Hercules sentenced to “hard labour,” Y.U. 

88 French leaves first grown on genealogical trees. 

9S Rest broken by bells. 

10 M_ Shepherd's Bush planted at Rams-gate, 1766. 

11 Ta FUNDAY. 


and 


20 Th Duchess Fae born, 1867. Grand Mar at Mar 


’ 

21 F Richard le Saleyun first rolled logs by “ gas,” Y.U. 

225 “Go to Chicago!” Euphemism invented by John 
Burns, 1895. 

23 S$ Rest broken by bells. 

24M Home Rule agitation at Ehren on the Rhine, 1896. 

25 Tu FUNDAY. 

26 W A cosy “corner” first made in Wall Street, Y.U. 

27 Th ; adie born, 1807. First American giant, and a 
long-fellow at that. 

23 F Art invented by Aubrey Beardsley, 1894, 

8 Eligible batchelors seek sanctuary. 
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MOST MUSICAL—MOST MELANCHOLY. 


I waTcH you drag your weary load, 
Poor Ned, along the dusty road, 
Spurred by a foreign hireling’s goad, 
Your daily journey making ; 
And when the music stuns the air, 
I mark your look of dull despair 
That plainly says—‘‘ I cannot bear 
This strain—my heart is breaking.” 
How willingly you would discard 
That pseudo Broadwood or Erard, 
As with set lips and breathing hard 
You stand thrilled to the marrow, 
And mid the mocking music’s strum 


Yearns for a higher form of art, 
And sighs for Mendelssohn, Mozart, 
For Beethoven and Gounod. 


Ah, Ned, how grievously must pall 
Those oft-told tunes, how they must gall 
The cultured fine-strung animal ! 

No wonder teardrops glisten, 
Or that your ears so twitch and sway— 
The stranger hears and goes his; way, 
But you, alas, you have to stay,~ 

And worse, you have to listen:! 














12 W see isa discovered to be relics of the great ice | You dream of happier days to come, c 
18 Th Waylaymen first known as highwaymen on account | And think 'twould be Elysium 
eeaieaed of alr low ways, ¥.U. : To pull a coster’s barrow ! 
eap and nasty presents at a premium. . . 
eee And call you "melancholy make "; ; 
en by bells. ; ff, 
a Mt Pon Gale atsea. As usual. | What noble thoughts your breast doth cloak 
19 W Ash Wednesday. Haymarket closed by a pop’lar | In anguish—o y you know . 4 
Tree. They know not how zone stricken heart 4 


/ 
4 
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INJURED INNOCENCE. 























7. MARCH | 
Soak teiictacas ‘hee ty “ti CH. . 1805? Theatrical Manager.—‘‘ Can you dance the ‘ Can-Can ?’”’ 
1 est broken by bells. ever, Pun r J} 46 ; o. an 
2 & Wesley died, 1791. What price Hughes, fresh as | New Ballet Girl No, sir! I can’t, can’t. 
Pi GG 8 Tu FUNDAY. wars tbreakers. |—— a 
SZ 4 W Portland breakwater begun , by portland house- pak FE 4 ; 
— 5 Th “ The Public Laundry Company” floated. Tim FUN’S WHOLE ART OF SHOPPING. 
nih Healy, managing director, 1895. , J a 
yu 6 F Windsor Castle deprived of its dramatic license by MARCH.—The new spring goods will now be on vaem and 
tte QZ L.C.C., 1896. you will hurry up to see them. Of course, you won't be in 
2 3 bet een = ‘Zook apy » such a fluster to buy. You will find the taste execrable, the 
Z 8 est broken by bells. oological Gardens, ). , , 
YZ 9 M “Good champagne wants no gooseberry bush.” Try patterns odious, and when you hear the prices ou will faint. 
7 10 Tu FUNDAY. [(this space to let). When you come to, you will buy something cheap, and find 
/ GA il W ist ae on are oe ggg Paper when you get home that it is two or three seasons old, and 
a ublished, every Tuesday at this office. ; Rages. ay 
12 Th St. Deestee invented ae poweer. ef ‘ain not worth ha'f what you have given for it. 
13 F Smithfield fires revived. Athelstan Riley stoker, 1896. 
/ 14S Macnamara recants, and reads circular in public; THE BRIGHT ONES NOT ALL DEAD YET. 
sternation of his constituents. ; : 4 
fy 6s Rest broken by bells. i Teacher (who desires to convey to her pu an idea of the 
4 16 M a recants. Great rejoicings. | use of the hyphen).—* Now, children, I te the word ‘ d« g- 
2 17 Tu FUN . ’ f mn 
Y 18 W Three thousand elementary teachers about to be | on on the blackboard. What is that for?”-—(Pointing 
WY burnt. Interference of police, and arrest of Riley. | to the S geanee 
lp g 19 Th Riley, before Mr. Newton, calls the police Socinians, | Tommy. —“ If ye please, Miss, I guess it’s for the dog to 
and is sentenced to death. lay his tail on.” 
- 6 20 F Gallant rescue <a ” cy pwr , 
Sf, 218 Parliament dissolves Schoo . joicing of | 
Y, 22 § Rest broken by bells. (ratepayers. | HE RELAPSED. 
2M J one z . Jerome prs to the eg te = ange 9 Vicar.—*“* What, Jones! How shocking T perceive in spite 
21 Tu FURDAY. fof his services iterature, eo : . 
a, 25 W Landlord and Landlady Day. {[Banner-man, 1895. of all my exertions in the way of bringing about your wel are 
//, 2% Th Duke of Cambridge b. 1819. Deposed by a mere that you are intoxicated, and look as if you hadn't used 
0/ Hd 27 F Herbert Campbell created a Baronet for his services soap for a month!” 
4 to music, 1896. ones (very unsteady).—* Ri’ y’ are, sir; hevery think 
s » Prophet trimmed by the Powers, Y}- : » SF, Hever 
fy = 8 sacs tethed by tolla idly gp comer tiled 1896. froze; ‘ad to drink rum neat—no water to mix with it—hie— 
PS. 30 M Kipling Poet Laureate, 1896. and none to wash with! Turn hover noo leaf, sir, now the 
Z ‘ & 31 Ta FUNDAY. thor’s come!” 
= the A v1 Year Unk: nw 
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before coined—let us see 
thing over.” 


unutterable things. 





And tailors 


little you have got for it. 


months. 
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TAKING IT LITERALLY. 


(who has just been handed the legal honorarium).— 
“* Wot does yer call this?” ‘ 
Ex-Fare (who dabbles in matters numismatic—taking back 
the bob).—* What is it? My good man, this is a shilling, a good 
mint coin I fancy, which bears the date 1887. You will perceive 
that in certain important details it differs from the shilling 


Cabby (in disgust).— Oh, chuck it guv’nor, and fork the | 
Jarvey recovers the Robert, and drives off, the while breathing | 


A VULGAR FRACTION. | 


Who holds the elemental pow’rs, 
And alters Nature’s plan ? 

Who raises heaven-kissing towers ? 
That puny creature man. 


Who rules it over earth and sea, 
And grasps the starry span ? 

Who represents the pow’rs that be ? 
That puny creature man. 


Who seeks to reach the distant stars, | 
And unknown regions scan ? | 
Who wishes to converse with Mars ? 
That puny creature man. | 


Yet how ridiculous it seems, 
Since Scientists began, 
That man should fashion hills and streams, 


FUN’S WHOLE 


f APRIL.—Don't buy anything this month. This, you know, 
is a moon of smiles and tears, and, if you lay out your money, 
your friends may smile at your simplicity, or verdancy, season- 
able though it be, while your tears will flow when you find how 


see the last new corset, and the very latest brace. 
mind, too, that you will want a new bicycle for the summer 


if I have one.” 





make the man. 


ART OF SHOPPING. 


If you must go shopping, be sure and 
Bear in 











APRIL. 


14W, Sir William Harcourt presented with the Freedom 
of Derby in an embroidered “ sack.” 
2 Th Cobden died, 1825. Messrs. Chaplin and Lowther 
carry on the business, 1896, 
Patrick drove reptiles out of Ireland, Y.U. 
Reptiles turned up at Chicago, 1880, 


8F  8t. 


48 Large shipments of Polish Jews. Free Trade De- 
monstration, 

5 $8 Rest broken by bells. 

6 M Russia annexed by Japan, 1896. 


7 Tu FUNDAY. 

8 W “His Lady Friend, a Problem of To-day,” by Ibsen 
and Augustus Harris, produced at Drury Lane, 1896 

9 Th Declamatory criticism on same, by Mr. Clement Scott 


10 F Daily Telegraph beseiged by armed supers, headed by 
Sir Augustus. 

118 Mr. Scott's head presented on a charger to Sir 
Augustus Harris, verses written for the occasion 
by Sidney Gundy. 

12 § Rest broken by bells. 


13 M Awful lynching affair in the Strand. Deadhead 
suspended with a free list, 1896. 

14 Tu FUNDAY. 

15 W Mr, Stanley Weyman annexes France, 1896. 

16 Th Sudden rise of the Gentleman of that country. 

17 F Flight of Mr. Weyman. 

188 Heiress hunting commences. 

19 § Rest broken by bells. 

20 M Arrival of the English Peerage in New York, 

21 Tu FUNDAY. 

22 W_ Big bag of heiresses. 

23 Th Shakespeare died, 1616. 


Henry Arthur Jones still 
flourishing, 1896. 


24 F A Mail Steamer, first called “ She,” Y.U. 

258 Guinness, the first “ Stout man” exhibited, 1840, 
26 $ Rest broken by bells. 

27 M_ Bass, the first “ Ale fellow” well met, 1840, 


28 Tu FUNDAY. 

29 W Merry England goes out of cultivation, 
of Free Traders, 1899. 

80 Tb Total destruction of Free Traders, 1900. 


Rejoicing 
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A CHRISTMAS MORNING RACE. 


BOYS. 


By A BACHELOR, 


THERE are two kinds of boys, bad and good-for-nothing. Boys 
are sometimes called imps. They are very proud, of black eyes 
particularly. Monkeys take a back seat with them. I suppose 
fellowship or relationship exists between them. Boys are very 
friendly, with their elders especially; they have also been 
known to make the acquaintance of & thick stick. 

Boys manufacture “ sauce,” and generously (?) bestow it on 
others, even when not required. They are fond of cats (thereby 
hangs many a tail—I mean tale). They often press them to 
sing, for boys are so fond of music. Boys are good for trade, 
mud and dirt receives their personal attention. Boys belong to 
the voracious species, and like a dead beast, don’t object to be 
stuffed. Boys are very intelligent now-a-days, what they don’t 
know, is not worth knowing. They are noted for funny faces. 
Boys frighten babies with them. Crying is good for their lungs 
they say. Boys have many virtues. For a long description, 
apply to the mother. 


Medical Student (to tailor who has come in settlement of 
account).—‘' Say Simpson, old man, I’ve been and found a jolly 
lot of buttons. Can’t you make an overcoat out of the 
material ? ”’ 
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MISTLETOE. 

PRE-EMINENT among plants, indeed among all forms of vegetation, is 
mistletoe, and from the earliest time to the present day its supremacy has 
been recognised. History tells us that it was regarded as sacred by the 
Druids, who employed a golden knife for cutting it ; nor is there any doubt 
that in the religious ceremonies of the Britons, which were usually con- 
ducted in strange circular enclosures such as Stonehenge, it played an im- 
portant part. Now, are we not modern Druids with a veneration as intense 
as was that of the ancient priests, and is not the most important feature of 
our observances & mystic circle? Surely, nobody is unacquainted with the 
solemn rite known as ‘“ kiss-in-the-ring ’’—a rite that is celebrated wherever 
the plant is exhibited. 

Truly a royal plant is the mistletoe, for its presence is invariably the occasion 
for an adjustment of arms followed by numerous salutes, yet its sovereignty 
is exercised only once a year, at happy Christmas time, when it certainly is 
supreme, dominating not only plants but human beings; indeed, to such an 
extent has it done this, that in the course of ages certain of the former have 
with envy turned ever-green. Men and women, on the contrary, have bowed 
to its supremacy so cheerfully and so often that the “ mistletoe bow ” is pro- 
verbial; and what wonder, when under its sway there is always joy and 
union—especially union. 

Like other potentates of whom we have read, mistletoe while “ up a tree” 
is comparatively disregarded, but when, as Christmas comes round, it returns 
to its sphere of greatness, the cei'ing, it becomes the cynosure of observers and 
the object of much laudation. Then, towards it, as towards all royalty, there 
gravitate many less folk, especially young women, who, in all innocence, wander 
beneath it, where, lost in thought, they remain. Then, from that which is 
dependent on a tree bearing apples it is transformed into that on which is 
placed the dependence of thousands of “ pairs.’’ 

It may here be urged that, inasmuch as mistletoe is parasitic, it ought not 
to be called regal; we venture to think, however, that a little consideration 
will clearly show that this quality is one of the most convincing indications 
of the royalty of the plant. 

Mistletoe possesses several highly medicinal virtues. It completely cures mis- 
ogyny, misogamy, misanthropy, and a hundred other misses ; while it has been 
known to raise the temperature of ancemic youths from zero to squeezing-point. 

During life, superior to the vulgar herd ; in death, also, this noble plant, in 
differing from them, transcends them; for then, and only then, it is not berried. 


FUN’S WHOLE ART OF SHOPPING. 

MAY.—This is the right time for shopping, and you should make the most 
of it, All the summer goods will be on hand, and, though prices may rule 
high, you can, by judicious selections and taking care not to buy anything you 
really want, or any earthly use to anybody, even the owner, make some very 
happy investments. Don’t forget to see the very latest and sweetest things 
in tan chausswre and bathing costumes, but don’t buy till you have made up 
your mind where you are going this summer. 
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MAY: 


EF Oldsports revived by L.C.C. Dancing round May- 
pole by Theatre Committee, 1896. 

28 Trout fishing begins. Andrew Lang observed to have 

S Rest broken by bells. ‘*a cast in his eye.” 





M “Oliver Cromwell,” A romance by John Morley, 

5 Tu FUNDAY. published 1896. 

>) W “Temperance: Its cause and cure.”” Pamphlet by 
Sir W. Harcourt, published 1896. 


Th Ld. Rosebery b. 1847. As fine a Lad-as you ever saw. 

F Mill died 1873. Keir Hardie revises his Political 
Economy, 1896. 

9§ Sir Wilfrid Lawson raised to the Peerage as Barren 
Success, 1896. 

S Rest broken by bells. 

M Cosmopolitanism first introduced into England's 

2 Tu FUNDAY. [Foreign Policy by Gladstone. 

3 W_ Editor of Police News knighted as a compliment to Art 

Th Persecution of Jewsin Russia, 1894, [and Letters, 1896 

* Intervention of China, Turkey, and Abyssinnia. 

}8 The Daily News horror-stricken. 

S Rest broken by bells. 

M Asiatic control demanded over the Jews in Russia. 

Tu FUNDAY. 

W Chinese fleet bombards Cronstadt. 

Th Russia complies with demands of Allied owers. 

F Indignation of The Daily News. 

S America orders the Monroe doctrine to be preached 
in all English churches, 1896. 

S Rest broken by bells. 

M Barbarous treatment of music by German Emperor. 
He composes a cantata and sings in it himself,1896. 

Tu FUNDAY. [it again. 

W The Italian Ambassador asks the Emperor not to do 

Th The Emperor denies Italy jurisdiction in the realms 
of music. 

29 F Invasion of Germany by Italian organ grinders. 

8 Italian organ grinders totally destroyed by German 
bands. Conducted by Emperor, 


S Restbroken by bells. 
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AFTER THE (NEW) CHILDREN’S BALL. 


Effie.—“ But, Captain Dashleigh, you danced with me 
five times last night and took me in to supper. Don’t you 
think that after such attentions I am justified in asking 
your intentions ?” 


HARD. 

De Binks.—“ Christmas pudding, deah boy ? No, I hadn’t 
any.” 

Winklings.—" What was wrong?” 

De Binks.—"' Well, you see, old chap, my missus made 
one. The thing was of the consistency of a common ball. 
I ventured a chaffing remark about the invulnerability of 
the pudding, when my good lady got so enranged that she 
threw it out of our flat window. Down went the pudding, 
smack on the pavement, about a hundred feet below. By 
jove, would you believe it, the blessed article didn’t break! 
I saw some youngsters playing football with it a minute 
afterwards. I enjoyed the episode so much that I didn’t 
miss the pudding! The missus and I haven't spoken 


since |” 
DIGNITY. 


First Slum Missie (aged ten).—‘t Mary, go and arst Nelly 
Smith hout to play at keepin’ ary, with us.” 

Second Ditto (turned nine).— Arst Nelly! not me; she's 
too blessed stuck hup! She thinks so much hof ’erself that 
she’ll ’ardly speak now that ’er sister’s gettin’ ’arf-a-crown a 
week hin the pantermime !”’ 


CANDID. 


He (delighted).—“‘ So you think my face ought to be my 
fortune ?” 

She.—I fancy I didn’t properly explain myself. I mean 
that you ought to get on in the world; you do everything in 
such an unabashed, bare-faced fashion |” 

(He does feel so complacent now !) 
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Tom.— You have finished the holly, but you don’t seem to use the mistletoe.” 


The Girls.—“ Oh, no! 


We always leave that for the men.” 

















































JUNE. 


1M England requested by France, Russia, Germany, and 
Turkey to evacuate Egypt, L896. 
Tu FUNDAY. 
W Reply of Ld. Salisbury to the Powers, “‘ Who’er you?” 
Ch The powers press for a serious answer. 
I British fleet surrounds everything everywhere. 
S The powers retire hastily. Germany badly crushed. 
7S. Rest broken by bells. 
8 M Great discussion on the Re-union of Christendom at 
the City Temple, 1896. 
9 Tu FUNDAY. 
10 W Hugh Price Hughes writes and asks the Pope to join 
the Plymouth Brethren. 
11-Th Shocking language at the Vatican. {on Peckham Rye. 
12 F Demonstration in favourof Re-union of Christendom 
18 8 Dr. Parker writes and asks Armenian Patriarch to 
join Lady Huntingdon's persuasion. 
14S Rest broken by bells. fsinated. 
Armenian Patriarch orders Dr. Parker to be assas- 
16 Tu FUNDAY. 
17 W Pastoral letter by General Booth, advising everyone 
to leave it to him, and asking for subscriptions. 
18 Th Demonstration in favour of R.O.C. in Trafalgar Sq 
Shocking riots. 
19 F Christendom in an awful state. 
20 8 “God bless our Gracious Queen !” 
Rest broken by bells. 
Meeting of the Powers in Central Africa, 1896. 
23 Tu FUNDAY. the Sahara. 
Great Dispute of the Powers over the possession of 
25 Th Mr. Cecil Rhodes arrives on the scene with a carpet 
bag and a Maxim gun. 








26 | Mr. Rhodes fixes up his gun and arbitrates, 
278 Arbitration concluded. Awful slaughter. 
283 S$ Rest broken by bells 


29 M Mr. Rhodes’ award ‘I shall take the Sahara my 
‘ oF 


3 FUNDAY. 


(And then they were offended because he didn’t know which to kiss first.) 


FUN’S WHOLE ART OF SHOPPING. 


JUNE.—tThere is still no end of goods on hand and you 
should make a point of seeing them, but don’t be in a hurry 
to buy. Recollect there are shops at the sea-side, and when 
you get there you will want something to do, and the sea- 
side shops will be a godsend. To be sure you won’t find any- 
thing there that you like, and will have to run up, or send to 
town for what you want; but, anyhow, you will have done 
some shopping, such as it is, and that ought to content you. 
Besides, there may be Paris to do next month, and you must 
reserve your energies for that. 


DOUBLE ENTENDRE. 


A Russian, in a boastful way, 

To an Indian friend remarked one day: 

‘* Our Ural Hills are higher far 

Than India’s Himalayas are!” 

The Indian did not condescend 

To give his braggadocious friend 

The ‘lie direct,’ as many a one 

Of coarser mould would soon have done. 
But, while his eyes flashed scornful fire, 

He simply answered: ‘‘ URaL H1GHER!!!” 


Gentleman (to Friend, who is a Dramatist).—‘* Wont you 
come down to the station and see me off?”’ 
Dramatist.—Lor, bless your heart, no. 

hissing of those beastly locos.’’ 
Well, I thought you’d be pretty well used to 


, 4 
gad man 


I can’t stand the 


} . . 
(rentieman. 
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FUN ALMANAC. 9 


TIGER JACK. 


“T say, Captain, why do all the people call that old army major in 
your street in Hornsey ‘ Tiger Jack’? Perhaps you, as an ex-service 
man, may know.”’ 

“Ha, ha!” roared the Captain; “I am aware of the origin of the 
nickname, and I’ll tell you the yarn. The said ‘ Tiger Jack ’—Bloggs 
his name is—was then captain in the Commissariat Corps. At 
Chutneycurry, in the North-west of India, there dwelt the widow (a hip 
doosid rich one, too) of a civilian indigo man, Mrs. Glumson. Bloggs Vii; 
was mighty sweet on Mrs.G. He had, however, a rival in the person 
of Lieutenant Sabretache of my regiment. At Christmas time, I 
daresay about the beginning of the seventies, the lady of our colonel 
issued invitations to a ball. Mrs. Glumson was invited ; so was Cap- a 
tain Bloggs. Old Bloggs was then stationed on detachment about a 
couple of miles away. ‘There were tigers about ; so the gallant Bloggs, 
in starting for the scene of love and festivity, got an escort of about a 
dozen natives, in case of accident. When he had gota little more 
than half way, and just before darkness set in, the poor fellow saw, 
right in front of him, an enormous tiger! Bloggs made for an 
adjacent tree; so did all the members of his native escort. The 
niggers, one and all, left their rifles at the foot of the tree. There the 
wretched devils stuck all night. Fancy Dloggs’s feelings! I daresay 
he was enlivened by the knowledge that Sabretache was spooning his 
adored widow. Well, to make a long story short, at daybreak Bloggs 
and his merry men saw the tiger ia the old position, A second look 
showed that the beast was stuffed, and was placed on a platform thing 
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provided with wheels! Bloggs knew it well; our colonel’s children a 
used to requisition the tiger as a hobby horse. The stuffed feline had Breeder, recognising his late favourite.—“ And sure its the least 
been trundled out and placed in his way by the designing and mis- you could say after all the care I took of ye.”’ 


chievous Sabretache and a few of his chums. Bloggs’s absence did 
the business. Sabretache proposed, and was accepted by Mrs. Glumson. 
By Jove, the disconsolate Bloggs was chaffed over the business. That’s 


why he is called ‘Tiger Jack.’ Most folks think, by reason of the A SEASONABLE SONG. 
nickname, that he was a ruthless slayer of man-eating tigers while 
in India. Bloggs himself rather encourages that latter notion.” | SuNG By A BANDAGED SPECTATOR 


FUN'S WHOLE ART OF SHOPPING. 

JULY.— Not much shopping to be done this month. You will 
have seen all the summer novelties, and if you have been 
out of town you will have spent all your money. This, how- | 
ever, should make you go shopping all the more, as you will be so 
much safer from buying anything. If you must buy, now is the time 
to get credit. With the season waning, and heaps of goods on hand, 
people will be glad to trust you, and you can lay in lots of lumber. Of 
course, you will never pay for it, but that isn’t your look-out ; it’s the 


creditor’s. 


Ye fleet three-quarters who run and swerve, 
Who tumble, and jostle, and kick, and curve; 
It’s all very fine and pleasant to see ; 

You’ll last a year or two, maybe, 

And get for it all—a broken knee! 


Ye forwards bold who clutch the mud, 
And lightly laugh to shed your blood, 
You'll sing a different tune, I vow, 

a —— From what you gaily chorus now— 


( | A plastered nose, a bandaged brow |! 


Ye fragile halves, who nimbly skirt 
The massive scrum begrimed with dirt, 

















| 
| . 
JULY It suits you well, no doubt, to hear 
. The frequent plaudits greet your ear, 
1 W Germ factories established by General Booth, 1886. But—doctors’ fees are passing dear! 
2 Th Fine crop of small-pox germs turned out by same, ’95, 
8 F Mermaids frequent our coasts. - 
48 Opera and field glasses at a premium, Yet heed me not, O reckless youth : 
5S Rest broken by bells. Scout, shun my words, ignore the truth. 
6 M Gallant rescue of a lady, bathing in two feet of water (I played mvself a year ago) 
at Margate, by seven men and a boy, who hap- 1 = h il's Spe he 
7 Tu FUNDAY. pened to be passing atthe time. | f yOu spall s00N be lyIng Low, 
8 W Heuley invaded by niggers, 1896. Henleyites. T’}] greet you with—* I told you go!” 
9 Th United Kingdom Alliance Missionaries illtreated by 
10 F Armour-plated house-boat sent up river to keep 
order, 
118 A.P. houseboat captured by ladies in canoes. Awful | 
Stace | A NOVELTY IN TRILBYISM. 
12 Rest broken by bells. : , ; se a 7 
13 M Berlin Treaty, 1878, @ dead letter, 1895. Revived _Cook.—“ Wot’s hall this hi ‘ear "bout this ‘Trilby’ 
samme year. |  bisiness that’s a-comin’ from ’Mericer ?”’ 
14 Tu FUNDAY. . ¥ ; : 
15 W St. Swithin first temperance advocate. Member for Housemaid.—“ Hi ’ears the folks hupstairs say as ’ow it’s 


%) 


Derby, Y.U. | a fashing, or somethink 


16 Th Return of the French Army from Madagascar, 1896. f 7” 
17 F All Paris turn out to welcome him. Cook.‘ Well, hi fancy hi will be ‘ Trilbyed’ hup to the 





= Ps ee hae and cancans, VivelaGloire! | tops hon my heyelids has soon as the missis, wh ther it’s a 
est broken by bells. ; : ‘Tart? 
2909 M France determines to colonise the North Pole, 1896. dress, a ‘at, hor a hun breller! 
SS a Gasmams Goctenes tent the Werth Bete bet | 
22 W Germany declares that the No ole belongs to | 
her. ai | EXHAUSTING. 
23 Th Grand race of the two expeditions. Records | 
nowhere. Scene: Hacks’ Club, in the course of a spell of frost. 
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24 F Arrival of the Expeditions. Warned off by Monroe tae 
ston! doctrine. ee First Literary Gent.—‘‘ Have you finished that book of 
f ls vif | \\ \ 258 France appeals to Russia. Telegram from St. yours old chap?” 
2 / {| | | \ Petersburgh: “ You're right. Go ahead. Vive la - ; 

- NI L Esanes, Wend Snegee Tee Saw Rey ay epee.” Second Ditto —‘* Blow the book; I'm more seriously 
= _ a 26 § Rest broken by bells. A 7 le’ , af 70 ri ‘re’ 08 e 
wet | 297 M Revolution in France. Duke of Orleans crowned. engaged! We're completely frozen up, and there's po street 

ace" mie 28 Tu FUNDAY. tap within five hundred yards. I’ve been so busy writing 

— Pte ~—] 29 W Coup d'etat in Paris. Return of the Buonapartes. letters to the papers, abusing the water company about the 
= = ~~] 30 Th Paris herself again: barricades and fancy dress balls. matter, that I’ve perfectly exhausted myself, I assure 


31 F M. Rochfort declared Emperor (pro tem.). 
} ‘ > wry 
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12 FUN ALMANAC. 











WIVES WHO WILL NOT OBEY. 


PoLTWATTLE recently saw an article in a contem- 
porary headed as above. He has been muirried three 
times, and judging by his experience he thinks a very 
much shorter article might be written on those who 
do—if there are any. 


SWEET CHILDHOOD. 
Friend (admiring host’s children).—‘* Ah! the rising 
generation—eh ?”’ 
Host (who is awakened by baby regularly at 5 a.m.)— 
‘‘Umpse! the early rising generation !”’ 


THE MODERN FOOLISH VIRGINS 


Are the young maidens who ventured on their 
bikes without oil in their Jamps the other evening, 
and the next morning were fined forty shillings or a 


month. 


MAGISTERIAL IGNORANCE. 


THE engine-driver educated 

Stood in the witness box, and stated: 
‘‘We saw a boy, as ahead we sped, 
Reclining prone on the quadruped! ” 


The magistrate with wonder keen 
Demanded what this phrase might mean, 
And the engine-man did thus explain: 


$99 


‘‘The boy was on the four-foot lain ! 











FUN’S WHOLE ART OF SHOPPING. 


AUGUST.—The summer sales will now draw you 
to the shops like flies to honey, and you will have to 
be careful not to let too much of the honey stick to 
you. Sales will now for the most part be for cash, 
but perhaps you won’t have too much of that, and 
will limit your outlay to a few hairpins and cuffs, not 
forgetting the last new soap and the very latest 
cosmetique. There is that bicycle you know to lay in, 
and your new tennis shoes and gloves; so you can’t 
go much higher just now, 

















AT THE CARNIVAL BALL. 


Zuleika.—' How glum you are looking, George. 
Se are you thinking of?” 
Lieutenant, R.N.—“ To-morrow!” 


AUGUST. 


What 











18 French Republic reformed on a sound basis. M. 
Rochfort to join the Board on allotment. 

2$ _ Rest broken by bells. 

8 M Awful goings on at Hampstead. 

i Tu FUNDAY. have a dozen. 
5 W Oyster season commences. “ Here he Rules” let us 
6 Th Duke of Edinburgh born, 1844. _ Still drawing his 

salary, 1897. 
M.P.’s begin to resentthe whip. Pairs ata premium. 





RAILWAYICAL. 


ALL the carriages of the 3-30 train were crammed, 
jammed full, except one, of which every seat but one was 
occupied by schoolboys, whose ages varied from about eleven 
to fourteen. A man who wore a large overcoat and a worried 
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8 Poachers leave London on urgent family business. 

S Rest broken by bells 

M Mysterious behaviour of Mr. John Burns at King’s 
Cross Station. Explains to Independent Party 
come to see him off, that he goes to Scotland on 


wood, nightly. 








look hurriedly glanced into each compartment, with frenzy 
in his eye, and a fish-bucket in his right hand, but he 
turned sadly from the vacant seat. 

‘*Come along, Sir, if you’re going on!’’ shouted a porter 


11 Tu FUNDAY. business 
12 Ww Grouse in good condition. How ‘. that for high! ('96 (in the hearing of your reporter, Mr. Fun, Sir). 
: 1 * Problem” songs introduced at London masic halls, “oy is ex } 9” 
14 F “The Other Mrs. Smith,” by Miss Elizabeth Bell- - bogs is the next to Gloshton 
he . 


‘* Then I'll wait.”’ 


i another lif ng friendship was severed by a word 
‘ A Ai iS | 5 > i 


* 





- 4 : Joe’s Notorious Maiden Aunt,” by Dan Leno, nightly. 

6 test broken by bells. “ But ‘ ‘i 

17 M “The Young Woman Who Didn't Always,” by Harry ‘ss ur a + Tee for one here. '” 

18 Tu FUNDAY. Randall, nightly. M’yes ! ut I’ve got all the boys I want at home ! | 

19 W Article by Mr. Grant Allen, commenting on the And as the 3-30 slowly steamed out of the station,an | 
ose gan in the tone of music halls since his individual with care on his brow, and a faded umbrella in 

ts its. atta ber Bice, Chand, wenbatinn Wiens Bb tent & his left hand, might have been seen, seating himself ina | 
as a boy, and where he expects to go to later on. corner, right in & draught. | 

21 F “Problem” songs. Mr, Allen and Mrs, Chant sup- 
pressed by indignant public. | 

2S fevival of “Living Pictures" and other innocent & K EB ’ ” 

43 $ Rest broken by bells, diversions. SO LI A FRIEND Ss ANSWER. 

24M Sir W. Harcourt found poaching a welsh rabbit, 96. . ,AN KNOWLES 

= To POSDAY. —SHERIDAN KNOWLES. 

26 W Capital erformance of Paul Pry y National ) “Ree : 

uVaaa-. 8 = CO National A PROFESSIONAL Jape-monger last Thursday met a gentle- 

#1 Th Great revival of trade. Limited companies spring man who earns a precarious living by retailing jests. 

ae! al ap like mushrooms, 1896. | Said the P.J.M.: ‘“ Witley, I am going to buy a pair of 

8 F Floods, gales, snow, and earthquakes horses. What would you recommend ?"’ 

; ~y wal edly ieee ‘ Chestnuts,” suggested the J.R. 


7 EASY 
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FUN’S WHOLE ART OF SHOPPING. 
SEPTEMBER.— The autumn novelties now on view will again 
attract you to the shops, and you will enjoy many delightful hours 
in turning these over and over. The very latest and prettiest fancy 
hose will sorely tempt you, but you will have to mind you don’t put 
You must still be mindful of that new 


your foot in it, or them. 
safety, and you know, too, you will want a complete football outfit 


FUN ALMANAC. 13 


WINSOME KATE. 


Another Kate inspires my muse, 
(For many pretty Kates I’ve known) 
And now my fancy daren’t refuse 
To sing again a richer tone. 
For Kate or Kitty, as you please, 
Has all the grace of all the maids, 
Of whom I’ve sung in many keys, 
In many lights and many shades, 
You never catch her twice a-like, 
Although she always is the same ! 
A paradox this, some may strike, 
And yet a parodox too tame ; 
For ever in a merry mood, 
Her laughing eyes of god-like brown, 
Fill all my heart with cupid’s food, 
And cast me up and cast me down. 
I thought at first to pipe a lay, 
In which her charms I would rehearse, 
But as I take my pen to-day, 
I know how feeble is my verse ; 
I cannot tell you all I feel, 
Nor half the things I ever think, 
I only know my thoughts are real, 
Too sacred to express in ink. | 


But, stay, I must not go too far, 
Or I, perhaps, may get too near, 

And let you know what my dreams are 
Of one so very bright and dear! 

So, in one word, I’}1 sum her up— 
One little word I beg to state — 

Thus, as we sip the loving cup, | 
Tis Kate ! 


Just winning, winsome Kate. 





next month. Still, if you should be short and must invest, you can 
yet take refuge in the credit system. 
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SEPTEMBER. 


1 Tu FUNDAY: 

2 W Fire of London, 1666. Mr. Stead set the Thames on 
fire, 1896. 

8 Th Gambling made a Penal Offence, 1899. NIG 

4 National Provident Bucket Shop Limited$ floated 
same year. 

5 § Exciting behaviour of Berthas and Doras; rapid rise. 


4 
6S Rest broken by bells. 
M 


7 Berthas and Doras still rising. Doras maintain 
slight lead. 

8 Tu FUNDAY. by short neck. 

9 W Zerthas and Doras. Exciting finish. Berthas win 

10 Th Rapid decline of Berthas and Doras. Everybody 
ruined but the Stockbrokers. 

11 F Demonstration of Widows, Orphans, and Clergymen 
in Hyde Park 

128 Penal Gambling Act repealed. London herself again. 

13 S Rest broken by bells. 

14M Duke of Wellington died, 1852; Lord Wolseley all 


there, 1895. 
15 Tu FUNDAY. 
16 W The Missing Link discovered in Paris, 1896. 
17 Th Delight of the Parisians. M. L. elected member of 
National Assembly. 
18 F Behaviour of M. L. careful'y noticed. No difference 
detected from that of other members. 
S$ Obstacle Race for American Cup, 1896. 
20S Rest broken by bells. 
M “American Cup won by manin a punt. Sole survivor. 
Other starters run down by pleasure steamers.” 
Re uter. 


22 Tu FUNDAY. teeth.” —Dalziels Agency. 

93 W “Man-in-a-punt disqualified on account of his false 

24 Th “ Man-in-a-punt and a few friends gone off with Cup.” 
Reuter. 


295 F “Man-in-a-punt found to be an Irish American 
Elector. He is to keep the Cup.”—Dalziel. | 1806 

298 Lucknow released, 1857. No Luck now to be released, 

27 S Rest broken by bells. 

292 M First Electric Telegraph, 1851. Destruction of Le 

Klecti t 1900. 


29 Tu FUNDAY. 








ASHTRONOMY UN’ER DIF‘HIC/LTIES. 


F.R.A.S. log. :—-‘* Mosh exshtrornry ! Teleshcope’ h 


fullowhishky!!”’ 


THE PENNY ICE.—/ide “The Lancet,” 


ScENE: A Dark Den. Enter three Poverinos with Ice 
Cream Barrow. 
Ist Poverino sings : Round about the barrer go, 
In the vile ingrediente throw 
Rotten fruit with mould o’ergrown, 
Orange peel in gutter thrown ; 
Scoop it up, tis good we deem 
lor the filthy penny ice cream. 
All: Grovel, grovel, in slum and hovel, 
Refuse rake, and sweepings shovel. 
Ynd Poverino sings ; From the reeking waste-tub take 
Any muck the cream to make ; 
Stir in hair of dog and cat, 
Loathsome egg aud rancid fat, 
Scrapings from your bacca pipes, 
Dregs of muddy beer and swipes ; 
These will make the ice cream coo!. 
Delight of kids from street and schoo). 
All: Grovel, grovel, in slum and hovel, 
Refuse rake, and sweepings shovel. 
3rd Poverino sings : More to charm each youthful heart, 
Stronger flavours now impart, 
Lively flea and Norfolk onan, 
Spiders’ legs and milk long soured ; 
seetle black and bottle blue, 
EK pithalium and tissue, 
Muscular and osseous too; 
Make your mixture bally thick, 
And ‘nough to make a tom-cat s'ck. 
That's your sort of penny ice, 
Cheap and filling at the price. 
(Grove), grovel, in slum and hovel. 
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SS ———————————————— 


THE “BOSS” OF THE SHOW. 





























With hy waistcoat shall he ride, 
apd desk he shiny hat, 

With snubby nose tip-tilt with pride, 
And ribs rolled in fat; 

In eo built on smartest plan, 
Sure, life can have no jar 

For that absurd old gentleman 
Who smokes the big cigar. 


Although his lordship pose “ full pig,” 
In coach of ginger-bread, g 

Although the crowd admire the rig 
Of warriors blue and red ; 

Let these loom gorgeous as they can, 
More, more impressive, far, 

















That pompous, plump old gentleman, Bf SS SQOQy z 
Who smokes the big cigar. | ANTE 
| s » WY \ 


One knows not what his rank may be, We 
2X 
ay 
KAN 


Nor what may be his “ biz,” « 
Or Alderman or Sheriff he, \Y 
One knows not—there he is ; DANA NN WY: 
As though the blessed show he ran, THR 
And “ don’t know where he are,”’ 
That florid, fat, old gentleman, 
Who smokes the big cigar. 


FUN’S WHOLE ART OF SHOPPING. 


OCTOBER.—It will soon be time to lay in your 
winter things, but they are not out yet, and all you 
can do is to pervade the shops inquiring when they 
will be. They will be to show you a lot of 
unsaleable summer goods, which they declare will 
be all the rage this winter, and if you buy them 

ou will be in a nice rage, too, when you get home. 
Fast to keep your hand in at shopping, while there 
is nothing to buy, you should keep on asking for 
all sorts of things that you know they haven’t got, 
and order abundantly when you are quite sure 


they can’t get them. 


x 
Ne 






















































































OCTOBER WHEN ONE'S BEST EFFORTS ARE! 
, UNAPPRECIATED. 
1 Th Emperor William grows a beard to the sound of ‘What's the matter, dear, your’e not afraid of King 
en F rrible oon rie il {Ww S ly. A ] eae ge h t 
erribie Drought. Pailure of Water Supply. As usual. 66 . j came into 
85 — . Gold, Failure of Water Rate payers. my so Ragen ye ro ten, oon #0 when he 
s usual, ’ ; 
4 $ Rest broken by bells. fiee7, 9 |-——_———_ onepsilpinigmgiie aici ile cencniathisengeneceanisneam 
5 M Curate Strikes for extra 6d. a week for beer m , 
6 Tu FUNDAY. Bi ax A DETERRENT. 
eeting of Wealthy Rectors. Lock-out decided upon. P : sa of in’ 
8 Th First appearance of Ben Tillett, in clerical atice, , Mrs. McShark : *s Eh, me, bit this silly new your treatin 
9 F Curates, led on by the Rev. Ben, parade London. is ruinously expensive wark! Whut wi’ speerits an’ curran 
198 Starving Curates have Fancy Vases distributed to loaves an’ shortbreed, it mak’s a sair hole in a body’s 
1s nine vows oy belle amperes income!” 
en 8. . . ‘ 
12M Pekin taken, 1860 ; “ Left,” 1896, Miss McGreedie: “ Dae as I dae, mem, I aye lay in a 
= hy en sili Destin ot (pointe. stock o’ whusky thut if it’s no’ pushon ootricht, is next 
slic opinion, Rectors give way on 1 ; r 
15 Th The Rev. Ben Tillett created Bishop of Rumtitoo. a tae t! a _certy, first a ee an’ sic like neve 
16 F English Athletes visit America, 1896. ther me wi’ their preesence twice 
 i—<_ CONSCIENTIOUS 
Zé Rest broken by bells, Monroe, 1541. Farmer : “ Jock, if ye’ll promise tae keep awa’ frae the 
rr w ee ay on India, 1896 [pay . k gh atl lay rae ph eeagry oe. sober at that 
. . ; eeh, sir, div ye 
$3 Th Russian Troope Strike on the Frontier for arrears of heavenly time foc clecun 0 maccseenble bik o” What? 1s thst 
sbltese rev oe poe — oo oe a’ ae'ee gotten tae tempt me wi’? Keep yer five shullin’s 
rescue ; asks for su ptions. ; 
2% 8 “Little England” supplies Czar with necessary funds. It’s against ma conscience as weel as ma incleenation tae 
25 S Rest broken by bells. tak it ! ” 
26 M Total destruction of Russian Army in the Punjaub. 
nT vounege wants it’s money back. Medical St hard up to chum also h. u ) . Don’t 
u : udent (very re 
28 W The Maxim Flying Machine perfected, 1898. know what to do, old man, can’t raise the wind.”’ 
29 Th En _. a age to Mars, with Gin and Bibles for Chum: “ Got anything left.” 
the Natives, 1899. >. a a 
80 F H. M. Stanley goes in search of Expedition, 1900. M. S.: “ Not & scrap, all gone. 
i; SL S Re turn rf Expediti n with Mars Missionaries on board Chum: * Any jewellery ? ad 2 





SK Prayer 5 marth, 190] Nothing, except those beastly gold fish 
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‘Sure, thin, ye’re beaten for the foorst time in yer life, bedad |" 
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be FUN'S WHOLE ART OF SHOPPING. 


NOVEMBER.—Don’t bu ns to wear this month, 
particularly if you are a New Woman or a rational dresser, 















fu n) S 2 | The tages, are - you go out in it, no matter — 
_ itis, the street boys will holloa after you ‘There goes another 
Cun ni NOVEMBER. | Guy!” Now is the time to lay in new feather boas and furs, 
new _ but these, owing. to high prices, and in some cases mangy ap- 
end 1s eetent daoil Sag GOES PERO ic He; pearances, will take a lot of choosing. When, however, you 
is) lL Vs aries irom that planet seeming to know too much, | 8¢¢ anything prett decent you should not hesitate to secure it, 
\' ‘4/ 7 | 8 Tu FUNDAY. (he will achieve in time.” | because this is decidedly a matter in which you may go further 
N\A sa/: Vi 4 W Mikado of Japan b. 1852. “His object all sublime, and fare worse. 
Sai ' hh //4 “/7 | 5 Th Guy Fawkes endeavoured to destroy Parliament,so | 
he VY did Mr. Gladstone—both unsuccessful. | THE CURIASS 
Ss ‘ZS 6 F Look to your kitchen garden, or it will be kitchen cold) : ° ‘ 
S = {78 Cold Weather. But with a cape on outside and a '* Afore I foire, is it giving way ye are, Mike O’F likperty ?”’ 
<= yfy | oa ei ee er ai aaa “ Niver a fear of that same, Petrick O’ Rourke.” 
== \ SI 9 ft Bioyoles fret ated in Lora sunara thew taieed of _‘ An’ won't ye be sayin’ just a bit of a prayer afore me bullet 
py 10 Tu FUNDAY. (thorities, 1896. pinetrates yer Kuriass, Mike O’Flikperty ?” 
e 11 W Bulgarian atrocities by kind permission of the au- ‘‘ Nary a bit will O’i say, so O’i won't, Petrick ; ye may foire 
12 Th Resignation of Ferdinand the Great.” (employed. | gt mmo Curiase all ye reptile's life an’ ye'll niver pinetrate it no 
148 Shocking state of the philanthropic market, 1897. more at all, so ye won’t. 
15 § Rest broken by bells, “Pfwhat! pfwhat! ye call me a riptile, ye scum, then, b 
a ~ gamle philanthropists d’cl’r’d bankrupt. Father ower ll goat here goes ” And raising his rifle, Patric 
I bd ’ , r ¢ , 5 
18 Ww Slumming operations undertaken for the relief of O’Rourke fired at Mr. Mike O Flikperty’s own patent Ouriass. 
those who want to do good and have no other As luck, fate, or providence had it, the bullet struck the ex- 
means of support. treme edge of the breast-plate, just where it covered Mr. Mike 
1 4 s =” oo in re = uninicilianies ni O’Flikperty’s « diagram.” ’ 
oO maie liantnropist. slums, é ‘ . 
ni 21 8 Slammers “pecallod and pensions . Rejoicings in Mike fell, and faintly said, ‘‘Good bye, Petrick, O'l forgives 
| 22 § Rest broken by bells. aie oe _ ye, ye’ve riddled me stummick loike a sieve. Oh, ob, fetch a 
gaan OaDAY. ee new gre Fee en praste; me vitals is perforate. Holy Mother! Oh dear! ete.” 


W Paper read by Professor Drybore on the new gas. Says Mr. Patrick, ‘Glory be to Hiven! I don’t believe the 
Th The new gas to be called “jargon,” in honor of Pro- bullet’s in yer, at all. I can’t find the hole in ye.—Begobs! is 
F Dreadful explosion of Dritore destroyed, | it @ mikscrocope I'll be gettin’? ” 

ul explosion of new 8. % 99 ‘ 
S Awful fog in L’nd’n. Temperance advocate lost, 1896. “Is that so,” says .’ “Then, I trouble ye to pay the 
S Rest broken by bells. [Cheese.” bet, ye shnake ; fer moi brist-plate, as was med out of the Old 
M Temperance advocate found—in the “Cheshire Woman's best brass finders, has beaten 7" toy volunteer 


rifle.”"—And lo! there was trouble in the lan 





WHY HE WAS STUMPED. 
Private, Tenteenth Foot (to comrade).—“ Bill, his yer a’goin hout for a Gentleman (who has been after a dog).—"* Do you mean to 
stroll ?” tell me you want £5 for such a mongrel?’ 
Bill.—* Carn’t, old chap, stumped. Day’s pay went hin stamps hin Dealer.—"* Well, you see, Sir, the hanimal cost me £2 to buy, 
sendin’ different girls bits hof ‘air from the curls as hold Wolseley, blow and I’ve had to pay £8 already for damages he’s done, £0, that 
ry > ? s lowes amt hat *! 


: Lae 7 s 











ome to £5. don’t it?” 
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DECEMBER. 


1 Tu FUNDAY. 


LRO6. 


— 


silence caused it. 
creat rold 


6S Rest broken by bells. 


Africa. 
& Tu FUNDAY. 


on Lord Salisbury to res gn. 


8S Rest broken by bells. 


— — 
a Co 


up, 1896. 
15 Tu FUNDAY. 
16 W Intense heat Serpentine boils over, 1897, 
17 Th Skating on the Round Pond, 1897. 


contradicted himself 999 times. 


National Liberal Club, 1806. 






27 S Rest broken by bells. 
M 
‘J 
VW 


FUNDAY. 


La ‘ 





2 W Remarkable discovery of gold, near * Poet’s Corner,” 
Th Prof. Jawmeded propounds his theory that the poets’ 
iF Lewis Morris writes to say that his speech often 
5S Jawme p ie torts that he was speaking about poets. 


7M Morris in town; Jawmeded on his way to South 


9 W John Milton b. 1609. Mrs. Dolly Radford b. Y.U, 


10 Th Convicts demand an eight-hours day, 1897. 
lt | Cause of the cenvicts taken up by the Star. 
12 8S Government decline to entertain the idea: 


M Private theatricals at Hawarden; Sir W. Harcourt, 
as *“*Macawber,” waiting for something to turn 


18 F Lord Rosebery made his great speech, in which he 


198 Mr. Labouchere takes the helm. Rejoicings at the 


Z 2) Rest broken by bells. 
A 21M Schools break up, so do several happy homes, : 
Y “i usual. 
L bie 22 Tu FUNDAY. 
OH oy 23 W Strike of pantomime supers All their 
me oy Gi complied with same day. 
y, A 4 24 Th John Morley born, 1X38: Me mber for Clare 
; 47 4 “<p A . . . 
4 4714 ms I “Cakes and alk ibolished by the truly good, 1896. 
4s HS Boxing Day, unde! the old rules. Hitting above 
PY EE p. cKet not allowed 
LYE 
\ ii is sir A stus Harri Sur] isses himself, as 

















































To earth came Father Christmas, 
And what do you think he found ? 
A husband and wife 
Who had lived in strife 
Through all the twelve months round. 
Their record of words and deeds he traced 
With a pitying look of pain ; 
And lightly, gently, his hand he placed 
On the hearts of the wrangling twain. 
His touch from out of their bosoms cast 
The spirits of spite and spleen ; 
And the smile and the kiss were between them passed 
Where the frown and the blow had been! 


To earth came Father Christmas, 
And what co you think he found ? 
A wealthy old dame 
Whose feeble frame 
Was in avarice-clutches bound. 
And he lit her soul with so soft a dart, 
Such a holy and heavenly ray, 
That the long-closed purse and the long-closed heart 
Were oped in a generous way. 
And poor men wept o’er the good gifts given, 
As they blessed her on bended knee; 
And the lady wist that in earth or heaven 
She would never the poorer be ! 


To earth came Father Christmas, 
And what do you think he found ? 
A prodigal son 
Who afar had run 
From his father’s home, and drowned 
The voice of conscience in seas of mirth, 
As he trod on the downward road ; 
But penitence came in his soul to birth, 
When the eyes of the Yule-god glowed 
Upon him, big with a glistening tear. 
And back to his home went he, 
And he wept on the neck of his father dear, 
And he sobbed at his mother’s knee! 


To earth came Father Christmas, 
And what do you think he found ? 
Malevolent deeds, 
Like noxious weeds, 
Growing rankly the world around. 
Ignoble action, and word, and thought, 
That from poisonous passions sprang ; 
And his lesson of goodwill and peace he taught, 
And his song of forbearance sang. 
Swiftly he withered the wild, wild-weeds 
With the spell of a kindly smile; 
And tenderest speeches, and words, and deeds 
Were abroad in the world awhile! 


From earth came Father Christmas, 
And what do you think he said ? 
‘On my short career 
In this lower sphere 
I have earnestly sought to spread 
An influence holy, benign, divine, 
O’er the bosoms of all mankind; 
And my spirit exults at the good results 
I have won by the work assigned. 
And I pray that the influence, sweet and pure, 
I have sown in the sons of men 
May, so bloom and bear fruit, in their hearts endure 
Till I meet them next year again.” 


FUN'S WHOLE ART OF SHOPPING. 

DECEMBER.—tThis is the halcyon time for shopping. 
There is so much to see and so much to buy, or not accord- 
ing to your views, that no one can resist making a tour of 
the magasins and emporiums up to Christmas Eve. Whole 
days may be spent in turning over Xmas cards, but you 
won't want any, because you will have plenty sent to you, 
and you can pack them off to other people as fast as they 
come in. With a less general application the same rule will 
apply to Christmas presents. Towards the end of the month 
is a good time to review the results of your year’s shopping, 
when you will be surprised, and, perhaps, saddened, to see 
how little you have got to show for it. However, if you buy 
Fun Almanac for next year you will have made at least one 

nsible purchase, only more so if vou take in a quire or tw‘ 
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A TRUE BLUE CON- 


SERVATIVE. 


In the general opinion of the deni- 
zens of Smugleigh Street, Peckham, 
Mr. Jonathan Higgins was the beau 
ideal of a thoroughly consistent busi- 
ness-like dependable man. Why, 
his very name was consistent, his 
father’s name had been Jonathan, 
and likewise, of course, Higgins. | 
Whether he likewise resembled his 
grandfather in this respect, ‘‘ Burke ”’ 
does not state. 

Mr. Higgins had been a grocer, and 
his consistency would have forced 
him to remain one had not a snug | 
fortune and an equally snug villa | 
tempted him to retire. | 

Higgins had once gone toatheatre | -— 
on a Saturday night, probably be- | 
cause his father did so, and so every 
Saturday evening Higgins would 
start off for the play, and as regularly 
each Sunday morning Higgins would 
start off for chapel. This he also 
did, to use his own expression, be- 
cause he ‘‘always had, and didn’t see 
no call to change now.”’ 

Mr. Higgins had been a grocer, so 
had his father; with exemplary re- 
gularity he had sanded the sugar, 
sticked the tea, starched the cocoa, 
turmericked the mustard, and given 
the coffee beans; so now with a con- 
sistency that was truly beautiful he 
regularly mixed some starch and 
plaster of Paris with his porridge, 
and put a quantum sufficit of flies 
into the currant jam, before he sat 
down to breakfast. He even watered 
down the generous Gilbey before he | 
quafied it ruby-red from the flowing 
bowl. At Christmas time he was 
seen making logwood negus, and if 
his nephew hadn’t stopped him, 
wonld have put pencil-dust in the 
family pudding instead of nutmeg. 
There was one thing above all others 
that Higgins did flatter himself | + 
about, and that was his consistency ; - 
he was revoltingly proud of it. His | 
father had always voted Tory, so | 
Higgins voted Tory. Probably the | 











only thing Higgins ever did for the 
first time was to marry, but he made 
up for that by being married three 
times afterwards, and each time at 
the same church, and each time a 
girl called ‘‘Jane.’’ The last of these 
is still alive, or it is certain Higgins 


would have exhausted the world’s 


stock of Janes. 


But now, after seventy years of consistency, real slap up, cold 
boiled, doubly-distilled consistency, Higgins has fallen from his high 
estate; he has done something inconsistent, something that, in the 
whole course of his consistent life he never did before,—he broke his 
vows, and if he knew it, would break his heart. Gentle reader — 
What think you this Red Rag Radical Reformer has done? Hear it, 
and weep! Jonathan Higgins DIED, a thing he’d never done before! 








Uncle.— Now, I hope you will bear in mind, Charley, that you are not sent to 
school solely to learn cricket.” 

Charli y.—‘ Well, I’m not greedy, Uncle, and if I could make half as good a 
thing out of it as Grace does, I sh’d think we might all be satisfied! ”’ 


5 


TWO SOULS WITH BUT A SINGLE 
UMBRELLA. 


De Wossy, to Miss Le Tossy, out in a rain storm.— ‘Ah, Miss Le 
Tossy, as I have an umbrella and you have none, allow me to be 
your rain-bow.” 

Miss Le Tossy, taking his arm.—* Thank you. 
be your rain-dear ?”’ 


And now, shall I 








CHARNLEY, ABRAHAM & TODD, 


St. Dunstans Hill, London, E.C. 


THREE SPECIALITIES: 





SPLENDID OLD HIGHLAND WHISKEY - 
CLARET—enuine Bordeaux. Best value for 15 years - 16/- 


THE BEST 


Dozen, 


CHAMPAGNE—De Rippinet (“ssrVintage) Old Landed - 60/- 
. 39/- 


NOURISHMENT. \ 





Soid Everywhere. 
&=" Send for PAMPHLET on “ The Management of Children,” 
POST FREE from RipGe’s Roya. |] p MiLus, Lonxpon, N 


Satisfying, 
Strengthening, 
Soothing for Infants. 
Agreeable, Digestible, Nourishing. 
REFUSE ALL IMITATIONS. 
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